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Live Theater: Do We Need It? 


How do we build the skills we need to live a good life? 


Kimerer L LaMothe Ph.D. 


Tonight is opening night! 


The 35 students of the Granville Drama Club know it. They are walking 
around school today buoyed by butterflies and flush with anticipation for what 
is to come. | am too — and I’m just the choreographer. 


As | think about the pre-show warm-up tonight, | have one goal in mind: | want 
them all to know how important what they are doing is -- not just fun and 
entertaining, though it is definitely so — but deeply good. 


The show is The Sound of Music — a twentieth century classic in music 
theater. It already exists as a feature film starring Julie Andrews and 
Christopher Plummer. Why not just rent the movie? Why perform it again -- 
live? 


Our show will be all acoustic: real people in real time on stage, singing and 
acting in front of real people, accompanied by a real piano played live. Is this 
important? Yes. 


Why? In live theater, when the story is sung, danced, and acted, those 
involved -- on stage and in the audience -- are cultivating the skills needed to 
sustain the health and well-being of individuals and communities. 


Tonight, the kids will be telling a story — a story of finding your path, falling in 
love, and fighting for what you believe. In doing so, they will be participating in 
an activity as old as human culture. 


Human beings are storytellers. We learn from stories about what it means to 
be human. We learn what to value, when to laugh, how to love. We learn what 
to expect from ourselves and others, whom to trust, what to believe, and 


where to place our hope. We find inspiration for imagining what may be and 
incentives to create what will be. 


Still, given that we are already awash in stories told in a wide range of media 
— books, films, television, cable, video, albums -- why tell the same story again 
— live? 


| am reminded of Native dancer/scholar Daystar/Rosalie Jones, who 
describes the role of the Storyteller in Native American traditions. Indigenous 
Knowledge, she describes, lives in the acting, singing, and dancing of the 
Storyteller. It is knowledge about how to live what the Anishinaabe of the 
Great Lakes region call Mno-Bimazdiwin ~ "The Good Life": a life of balance, 
harmony, and respectful relations with the earth. 


Stories that are danced, sung and acted-live are multidimensional realities. 
They invite people to pay attention in particular kinds of ways, and in so doing, 
they wake up distinct elements of intelligence. 


Stories that are danced, sung and acted-live enjoin listeners to focus 

on multiple levels of sensory patterning. It is impossible to absorb all that is 
offered in one telling. Listeners must return. The stories need to be retold. 
That is why they exist. Yet, as they are retold, they change. Thus, listeners 
need not only focus outwardly in real time on myriad levels, they need to dive 
inside themselves and call upon their own sensory matrix of memories and 
experiences so they may sift through multiple versions of a story, parse 
differing emphases, and discern seeds of meaning. 


Over time, a live story opens within those who attend to it an array of sensory 
potentials — patterns of thinking and feeling, speaking and acting -- that orient 
them in their pursuit of what they have learned through their engagement with 
the story about what hurts and what does not. In a given moment, they may 
find themselves humming a song or remembering a line that provokes a laugh 
or a smile of knowing, and carries them along in a beneficial way. | cannot tell 
you how many times this week "I have confidence!" (from Sound of Music) has 
been plowing through my brain. 


The benefits of live storytelling may be even more pronounced for the actors 
on stage. In becoming actors who can sing, dance, and act out a story on their 
own, the cast of Sound of Music is not only learning to engage 
multidimensional realities in time and over time, they are practicing empathy. 


In taking on a role in a play, memorizing lines is only the beginning. An actor 
seeks points of resonance between herself and the character that she 
animates and mobilizes in herself to become the shape of the other. In the 
process, she must awaken potentials for experience in herself that she has 
not yet manifest, what modern dancer Martha Graham called “blood memory.” 


It is a paradox. The more an actor becomes the character, the more she 
becomes her own self. The more natural her character appears, the more she 
is realizing her own capacity for empathy. 


Here, empathy is not a skill that passes between self and other. Nor is it a 
strictly emotional intelligence. Empathy transforms from within; it requires that 
a person access sensory patterns that support the person in moving as an 
other. To empathize is to move with. 


This skill is vital. From infants to adults, humans cannot build the relationships 
that we need to secure our health and well being unless we can, to some 
extent, move with those on whom our lives depend. 


Along with empathy, live theater requires that actors exercise the courage to 
stand up and speak out in front of strangers. It requires resilience and 
flexibility — the ability to respond to the prop failures, dropped lines, and 
unforeseen surprises that always occur. It requires stamina and endurance. 


In all these ways, live theater invites a person to deepen her relation to her 
self. For in that moment on stage, that is all there is. In that moment, whatever 
you Can open to receive, whatever you can open to feel, however deeply you 
can breathe, however strongly you can desire, is what you have to give. 
Nothing more or less. 


Live theater, in the end, provides an occasion for people — on stage and off — 
to come together, to work together, to create another reality — a community — 
in which all the parts move in the service of a shared vision. As they help one 
another, they are helped in turn to go as deep and as far as they each 
individually can. 


Live theater is thus a way of being together that nourishes in each 

individual the resilience, the hope, the joy, the courage, the focus, and the 
determination that we each need in order to keep creating the worlds in which 
we want to live -- on stage and off. 


As they enter the theater tonight, the cast of Sound of Music will be doing this 
work. 


Here are some words | wrote and plan to share with them: 


what you are doing Is important work. 

and together you are doing more than any one of you could do alone. 
tonight, when people leave the theater, they will leave with a bounce in their 
step, a smile in their heart. 

what was impossible will seem possible. 

what was doubtful will seem full of hope. 

sadness will reveal itself as a capacity and a yearning for joy. 

this is important work. our world needs it. 

so when you go out there, 

feel grateful to the audience for coming to receive this gift. 

feel grateful to one another for enabling you to give it. 

feel grateful to yourself for having the courage and the dedication to go out 
there and give it. 

and with your heart full of love, 

let it go. 

all of your hard work, your many hours, your hopes and fears, 

let it all go. 

and receive the blessing. 
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a musical performance to be held at the imperial court for seven 
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days, and since my husband secretly... 


Wife and Daughter / Wife 
Xwell-known in the world. In the hope of being given the drum 
player’s role in the performance, he left for Kyoto. However, the 
night after he left for Kyoto, I had an alarming dream that rain 
was falling on a moonlit night. The dream worried me and I could 
not stop feeling uneasy. / hoped for being given the drum player's 
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role in the performance, he left for Kyoto. However, the night 
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the imperial court. This phrase means that they have come to ea es Aa ee So L ze D q 3é 
look for Fuji in Kyoto). aby (qu & ce Wie ve - =A & . 
a a we z A IL %) IZ gp - 4 
Fuji's Wife We are the wife and daughter of Fuji, a musician from Sumiyoshi ZF ve D = le vi AR 7% ’ Rll 
in Settsu Province. yap ale @ ae Je = a a 
2» fi ee fr -£€e £ z 
My husband heard that a musician from Tenno-ji Temple was ie at H ® ce 2h D 3 
called to come for a musical performance, scheduled to be held L ao) ies a rs) is ic 
ee | raz if c 
$e yp BR : 
Va 7) a #K ra) 
Hoek & ele : 
WE i & 5 

< ab a ® 

cle ss 

uo 

C WE, 
: hy 
le < D 


N) 
Ws 
+ 
a 


after he departed, I had an alarming dream that rain was falling 
ona moonlit night. The dream worried me and I could not stop 


feeling uneasy. 
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Fuji Daiko (The Drum of Fuji) 


4. Fuji's Wife Receives the Mementoes of Her Husband 


Receiving mementoes of her deceased husband from the court official, Fuji’s 
wife is vividly aware that her husband is truly dead. She deeply regrets that 


she did not do whatever was necessary to prevent him from leaving. 


Court Official 
Lamenting cannot change the situation now. This is Fuji's dance 


costume. This memento is the best companion when you mourn. 


/ when you remember the deceased. Heal your heart by looking at 


this memento. 


Until now, I tried to believe that a stranger in the capital city— 
someone who looked down on me as a country bumpkin—has 
been playing a trick on me. But indeed, this is, without a doubt, 
his torikabuto headdress and kariginu garment. There is no 
room for doubt now. What a tragedy. When he left home, I told 
him, “the musician from Tenno-ji received an imperial order, but 
you did not. For you show up uninvited at the imperial court, 
looking like a lowly person trying to manipulate the minds of the 
nobility, is certainly not good. What’s more, you are a musician 
belonging to Sumiyoshi Shrine. You are already serving the god 
of Sumiyoshi. What more do you want?” He however ignored me 
and just left... 


Reciters / Wife 
I cannot forget his look when he left our house, it is burnt into my 


very eyes. 


Reciters Once the source of a keepsake has passed away, it becomes hollow 


and meaningless. 
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When Fuji’s wife puts on the dance costume and torikabuto headdress left 2 ic KK {% Ic - a: 
behind by Fuji, she loses her mind. Looking at the place where the drum = ; ae dD te L . ss 4k 
sits, she points at it and calls it “the enemy of my husband” Encouraging her Ve “=x It DL 4 AL ¥ HH 
daughter to take revenge for her father’s death, the wife lets the daughter x as i < & a, ‘Ly ss ae 
beat the drum. The wife, becoming more deranged, looks as if she has been 2) He ay pe aE ic rey . (3 
possessed by the ghost of Fuji. She takes her daughter’s place beating the es Ls A % es a ra ig % We 
cd 
drum and also performs a dance. PA ~ fal % Ze Q zB L ies e 
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Wife Oh, how regrettable. (A few schools include this phrase) he bb K SE # DP = {, = Eo 
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Wife Alas, how regrettable. My daughter, there stands the enemy of ae e B = iB = y. a) HE 
your father! Let’s beat it. / How happy I am that my husband’s a a, re - eo rE . i L 
enemy is standing right there. / My husband’s enemy is right there. BY 2 + %e } 9 % 
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looking at? Why do you think it is a drum? (A few schools include is B ef = AL at + te ae) » DB 
this phrase) Too much sadness must have caused you to lose your pa gH K m5) i De ral ° 7 hea eae 
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Daughter That is so true. I lost my father because of the drum. Well then, nr ”~ fe tp L Haake 
I'll avenge my father. I will beat the drum to dispel my feelings of TC aL [a °° km & 
resentment. L a % ee Tit ‘ : 
¥ e D2 FR iomeed 
H Ze if HE 
Wife As far as I’m concerned, it is the enemy of my husband. n N A. L 5 , L 
D FD 5 ¢ , ~ eal es 
Wife / Daughter ik & co 2) ARO 
Let’s fight it together. y 2. ES FLEE 
ys a ic LA 
Daughter / Wife aa * sh a : ie 
— 
Putting on a man’s kariginu-style kimono, 2) ° an 
“s C - xk BR 
ie L b 
Daughter / Wife * Ea 7 ic 
wearing a torikabuto headdress like a suit of armor, ar 2 Qy & 
7p 7 eo 
Wife / Daughter 2; : Ss fat 
and beating the foe for whom we have deep resentment... id N < 
i y : 
D D & [a 
i gc Xie 
N Va =e is 
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ss Ge Hy 2 ie 2 oR 
Fuji Daiko (The Drum of Fuji) 2 HA Be Z 
jc ZN 
Daughter / Wife ix : 
under the moss, the drum fe a 7 2B hb a x al ae sail By 
. @ . fis g ay ay Eid = aN 
Wife will be buried. - — a . a ® a . . ‘ ie 
inate ) ) 4 RR Bok Ss bw 7 BW KF F 
Reciters The enemy is raising a battle cry and rushing toward us. Its roar is gs ~ = a. A a t Fo e ic 
louder than the sound of the gusts of autumn wind. % HK aL fy L rah ES h E aa 5 
He 2D | Ro © & 
: ve ae eal ee 
Wife Beat it! Beat it! She beats the drum aggressively. is rar % 4 x 2 23 L ie ss 
: 7 H gg * _g Le 3 
Reciters Enemy, learn your lesson. So saying, she crashes to the ground in A mM jr _ & 2 ie % t 
ee 5 Bl ii Som OS 
- Lay @ 8 8 
“Thinking of it makes me angry. Thinking of it makes me angry.’ * fe gy 0 . 5 a 
The wife now looks completely different, like an eerie, dreadful Ze 4 XR . te ss ek 
man. Even her speech and her mind have changed. It seems that e = U - B iy in 
now she is possessed by the frightening ghost of Fuji. “How feeble te nr i = % nr ep) 
are your feelings of resentment. It irritates me” The wife takes the i 4 A te © S 16 
place of her daughter and beats the drum. Sue R we ie ue 
2 BR ae es D 
[Gaku] S fe , : i . 
Music performed by a Japanese flute, and small and large hand drums. & Ha a Zs + 
Although said to imitate dances in bugaku (imperial court dance), it is i 7% : Se VE ? 
actually different. In Fuji Daiko, although not clearly mentioned in the play, 2 2 as a 2 < 
the indication is that the dance is performed by a musician (the ghost of Fuji IB - L 2 : [el 
possessing in his wife performs the dance). 7S eB WD iE E . 
vw + nk B 
Wife The drumsticks in my hands I think of as swords, “@ S ae C je z 
oe ta : 
4G We HT 
re oe 
KX < 
b EE 


a 
HES Hit 
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Fuji Daiko (The Drum of Fuji) 


Reciters The drumsticks in my hands I think of as swords, and the flames 
of my rage should rise up to the heavens and disappear together 
with the decoration of flames embellishing the drum. Speaking of 
the heavens, as my husband visited the imperial court, he must be 
residing above the clouds. Cherry blossoms blooming at the foot 
of Mount Fuji are tossed about and scattered in all directions by 
the relentless gusts blowing down from the mountain. Just like 
the cherry blossoms, a musician wears beautiful dance garments 
that are sent fluttering, forward and backward, by the movement 
of his dancing arms. For such dances, my husband played his 
drum, unparalleled as a master player in deed as well as in name. 
Oh, how I miss him. 


6. Fuji’s Wife Returns to Her Senses and Goes Home 


The wife returns to her senses and beats the drum to songs that celebrate the 
reign of the emperor. Taking off the costume, the memento of her husband, 
she bids farewell to the people there. The drum is, indeed, the memento of 
her husband so she gazes into it for some time before leaving for home. 


Reciters “Women’s minds, weakened by heavy karma, are truly attached 
to their earthly desires. But clearing away the clouds of delusions, 
please play the song of Gojo-raku (a form of gagaku music, 
Togaku): (These are the words of the court official.) 


I have finished beating the drum to Asura (fight). In celebration of 
the longevity of His Imperial Majesty, let’s beat out the melody of 


Senshi-raku (a piece of Togaku). 


Reciters Well now, hoping that for thousands of years and tens of thou- 
sands of years, people will flourish and live in peace, 


we will perform Taihei-raku (a piece of Togaku). 
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Reciters The sun is about to set. The sun is about to set. Looking at the 


edge of the mountain behind which the sun is sinking, beat out o> & - a eA 
a dance song that beckons the sun to come back (Ranry6-6. A ) ” BE : % 
piece of Togaku). How splendid. I have now accomplished my a 7 £3 EE 
goal of beating my enemy. Although the beaten enemy may cry a a eee (o 
out, I have extinguished the flame in my heart, clearing away its ik i {tei 
smoke. I have cleared away any grudge regarding my husband and S va 


therefore, I will cry no more. 


— 
u 


1 
Now everyone, now everyone, we shall bid you farewell. So long. = 4 
The wife picks up the musician’s dancing costume and torikabuto . wa 
and holds her hat in her hand. I will never forget the feelings of ;- I= 
resentment that the drum caused, wreaking havoc on my heart ° {tH 
and my hair. So thinking, she turns once more to the drum and Va 


firmly gazes into it, as the drum is indeed the memento of her 


deceased husband. Then, she leaves for home. After firmly gazing 


LCR EOS REDE S04 ARORA S04 


into the drum, she leaves for home. 
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Fuji Daiko (The Drum of Fuji) 
Synopsis 


An official of the imperial court in the service of 
Hagiwara-no-In (Emperor Hanazono) appears and starts to 
talk about an incident that happened in relation to a musical 
performance held over the course of seven days at the imperial 
court. A man named Asama, a musician belonging to Tenno-ji 
Temple, was called to the court to play the drum. However, 
another master drum player, a man named Fuji from Sumiyoshi 
in Settsu Province, also came all the way to Kyoto in the hope 
of playing his drum in the imperial musical performance. 
Although no one recommended Fuji for the position, Asama 
resented Fuji’s actions and killed him. The court official feels 
sorry for Fuji and decides to give some mementoes of Fuji to his 
family, if they come to visit him. 


Just around that time, the wife and daughter of Fuji arrive 
in Kyoto. The wife decided to come to Kyoto because she had 
had a dream in which rain was falling on a moonlit night, 
which made her feelings of anxiety run wild. Inquiring after 
the whereabouts of her husband, she finds the court official 
and arranges a meeting with him. At the meeting, the official 
tells the wife and daughter that Fuji was murdered by Asama. 
Fuji’s wife is struck with grief, as the omen of her bad dream 
has come true. Looking at the daughter her dead husband has 
left behind, she sheds an endless stream of tears. 


The court official presents to the wife a dancing costume 
left behind by Fuji. Looking at the costume, she thinks that her 
husband ended up losing his life because he had set his hopes 
too high in inviting himself to the imperial court. She is filled 
with deep regret, thinking that she should have done whatever 
was necessary to forcibly prevent him from going to Kyoto. 
Then, putting on the costume left behind by her husband, the 
wife becomes deranged and starts insisting that in fact the 
drum was her husband’s real enemy. The daughter agrees with 
her mother and beats the drum. Eventually, the ghost of Fuji 
seems to take possession of the wife. Taking her daughter’s 
place, the wife now beats the drum bitterly and also performs 
a dance. 


Dispelling her feelings of resentment, the wife beats the 
drum to the tunes of Senshi-raku and Taihei-raku to celebrate 
the reign of Emperor Hanazono. Then taking off the costume, 
she gazes into the drum, the memento of her dead husband, 
and leaves to return home. 
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Highlight 


The parting of husband and wife, as well as of father and 
daughter, provides the undercurrent to this drama. The murder 
triggered by trouble between two musicians adds a tragic 
element that serves to create the unique atmosphere of this 
play. 


Neither the murder victim (Fuji) nor the murderer (Asama) 
make an appearance in the drama, which also does not describe 
the bloody scene of the murder. The story begins with the 
narration of the story of the murder that had already happened 
some days prior. The lead character, Fuji’s wife, does not show 
a grudge or anger which she might bear toward the murderer 
Asama. Instead, she only expresses regret that she could not 
stop her husband’s course of action. However, separated from 
her husband by his unjust death, feelings of bitterness well 
up inside of her and with nowhere else to go, her resentment 
is projected upon the drum. She tries to free herself from her 
feelings of resentment by letting her daughter beat the drum, 
but apparently that is not enough. Possessed by the ghost of 
her husband, she herself takes to beating the drum. Whether 
the ghost actually possesses her or not is not the critical 
point of this scene that emphasizes the wife’s deep feelings of 
resentment by implying that her behavior is deranged, just as if 
she were possessed. 


In this scene in which she vents her intense resentment, 
vocals (utai) are performed with a unique tempo and rhythm. 
Having donned the costume that is a memento of her late 
husband, she performs a dance with a quickly changing tempo. 
This scene conjures forth an eerie, hair-raising atmosphere that 
will send chills through the audience. Although her resentment 
was finally cleared away, the final scene of the wife gazing into 
the drum provokes indescribable sentiments that will linger 
with the audience for some time. 


From the storm of raging emotions to the quiet calm of 
sadness and resignation, you will be fully immersed in the 
range of emotions depicted in Noh drama. 


There is a Mugen Noh play, Ume’eda, that is a related to 
this play. It tells the story of the ghost of Fuji’s wife. 


~ J] 


Schools All five 


Category The Fourth Group Noh, Kydjo-mono 

Author Unknown 

Subject Unknown 

Season Autumn (September in the lunar calendar) 
Scene Kyoto 

Tsukurimono A small tabor (kakko) stand (or a drum stand) 
Characters Shite Wife of Fuji 

Kokata Daughter of Fuji 

Waki Imperial Court Official 

Ai Servant of the Official 

Masks Shite Fukai, Shakumi 

Costumes Shite Kazura (wig), kazura-obi (belt for a wig), mizugoromo (a type 
of knee-length kimono), kitsuke / surihaku (short-sleeved 
kimono, worn as the innermost layer of the costume of a female 
character), koshimaki / nuihaku (short-sleeved kimono with 
embroidery and with gold or silver flakes placed on the fabric), 
koshi-obi (belt), and a fan. She wears a hat. In monogi (costume 
change), she removes the mizugoromo and puts on her head 
the torikabuto (“bird helmet,’ a gorgeous headpiece made of 
thick paper and brocade) and wears maiginu (a wide-sleeved 
kimono worn by female gods). 

Kokata Kazura, kazura-obi, karaori (a short-sleeved kimono outer robe 
worn by female characters), and kitsuke / surihaku. 

Waki Kazaori-eboshi (eboshi-style headdress), choken (an unlined, 
long-sleeved elegant garment), kitsuke /atsuita (a type of 
short-sleeved kimono mainly worn by male characters), hakama 
in Okuchi-style (white), koshi-obi, and a fan. 

Ai Tops and bottoms of kimono for kyégen-kata. 

Number of Scenes One 
Length About 1 hour and 20 minutes 
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Workshop Theatre, University of Leeds, Leeds LS2 9gJT 

For The Rise and Shine of Comrade Fiasco, to: Andrew Ahaley, c/o Jane Plastow, 
English Workshop Theatre, University of Leeds, Leeds LS2 gJT 

For Anowa, to: PO Box C3302, Cantonments, Accra, Ghana 

For Woza Albert!, to: Mannie Mannim, The Company, PO Box 8656, 
Johannesburg 2000, South Africa " 

For The Other War, to: Almseged Tesfai, c/o Jane Plastow, English Workshop 
Theatre, University of Leeds, Leeds LS2 gJT 

For Death and the King’s Horseman, to: Morton Leavy, 11 East 44th Street, New 
York, NY10017, USA 

Applications should be made before rehearsals begin. No performance may be 
given unless a licence has been obtained. 
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Death and the 
King’s Horseman 


Wole Soyinka 


Dedicated 
in Affectionate Greeting 
to my Father, Ayodele 


who lately danced, and joined the Ancestors 20 


Author’s Note 


This play is based on events which took place in Oyo, ancient 
Yoruba city of Nigeria, in 1946. That year, the lives of Elesin 
(Olori Elesin), his son, and the Colonial District Officer 
intertwined with the disastrous results set out in the play. The 
changes I have made are in matters of detail, sequence and of 
course characterisation. The action has also been set back two 
or three years to while the war was still on, for minor reasons 
of dramaturgy. 

The factual account still exists in the archives of the British 
Colonial Administration. It has already inspired a fine play in 
Yoruba (Oba Waa) by Duro Ladipo. It has also misbegotten a 
film by some German television company. 

The bane of themes of this genre is that they are no sooner 
employed creatively than they acquire the facile tag of ‘clash 
of cultures’, a prejudicial label which, quite apart from its 
frequent misapplication, presupposes a potential equality in 
every gwen situation of the alien culture and the indigenous, on 
the actual soil of the latter. (In the area of misapplication, the 
overseas prize for illiteracy and mental conditioning 
undoubtedly goes to the blurb-writer for the American edition 
of my novel Season of Anomy who unblushingly declares that 
this work portrays the ‘clash between old values and new 
ways, between western methods and African traditions!) It is 
thanks to this kind of perverse mentality that I find it 
necessary to caution the would-be producer of this play 
against a sadly familiar reductionist tendency, and to direct his 
vision instead to the far more difficult and risky task of 
eliciting the play’s threnodic essence. 

One of the more obvious alternative structures of the play 
would be to make the District Officer the victim of a cruel 
dilemma. This is not to my taste and it is not by chance that 
I have avoided dialogue or situation which would encourage 
this. No attempt should be made in production to suggest it. 
The Colonial Factor is an incident, a catalytic incident merely. 
The confrontation in the play is largely metaphysical, 
contained in the human vehicle which is Elesin and the 
universe of the Yoruba mind — the world of the living, the 


i a a en Rg arrears ee 
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dead and the unborn, and the numinous passage which links 
all: transition. Death and the King’s Horseman can be fully realised 
only through an evocation of music from the abyss of 
transition. 


WS. 


21 


Characters 


Praise-Singer 

Elesin, Horseman of the King 
Iyaloja, Mother’ of the market 
Simon Pilkings, District Officer 
Jane Pilkings, fis wife 
Sergeant Amusa 

Joseph, houseboy to the Pilkings 
Bride. 

H.R.H. the Prince 

The Resident 
Aide-de-Camp 

Olunde, ¢ldest son of Elesin 
Drummers, Women, Young Girls, Dancers at the Ball 


The play should run without an interval. For rapid scene changes, one 
adjustable outline set 1s very appropriate. . 


Scene One 


A passage through a market in its closing stages. The stalls are being 
emptied, mats folded. A few women pass through on their way home, 
loaded with baskets. On a cloth-stand, bolts of cloth are taken down, 
display pieces folded and piled on a tray. Elesin Oba enters along a 
passage before the market, pursued by his drummers and praise-singers. 
He is a man of enormous vitality, speaks, dances and sings with that 
infectious enjoyment of life which accompanies all his actions. 


Praise-Singer Elesin o! Elesin Oba! Howu! What tryst is 
this the cockerel goes to keep with such haste that he must 
leave his tail behind? 


'Elesin (slows down a bit, laughing) A tryst where the cockerel 


needs no adornment. 


Praise-Singer O-oh, you hear that my companions? That’s 
the way the world goes. Because the man approaches a 
brand-new bride he forgets the long-faithful mother of his 
children. 


Elesim When the horse sniffs the stable does he not strain at 


. the bridle? The market is the long-suffering home of my spirit 


and the women are packing up to go. That Esu-harassed day 
slipped into the stewpot while we feasted. We ate it up with 
the rest of the meat. I have neglected my women. 


Praise-Singer We know all that. Still it’s no reason for 

shedding your tail on this day of all days. I know the women 
will cover you in damask and alari’ but when the wind blows 
cold from behind, that’s when the fowl knows his true friends. 


Elesin Olohun-iyo! 


Praise-Singer Are you sure there will be one like me on 
the other side? 


Elesin Olohun-iyo! 


Praise-Singer Far be it for me to belittle the dwellers of 
that place but, a man is either born to his art or he isn’t. And 


“See Glossary on p. 383 for translations of Yoruba words. 22 


308 Death and the King’s Horseman 


I don’t know for certain that you’ll meet my father, so who is 
going to sing these deeds in accents that will pierce the 
deafness of the ancient ones. I have prepared my going — just 
tell me: Olohun-iyo, I need you on this journey and I shall be 
behind you. 


Elesin You're like a jealous wife. Stay close to me, but only 
on this side. My fame, my honour are legacies to the living, 
stay behind and let the world sip its honey from your lips. 


Praise-Singer Your name will be like the sweet berry a 
child places under his tongue to sweeten the passage of food. 
The world will never spit it out. 


Elesin Come then. This market is my roost. When I come 
among the women I am a chicken with a hundred mothers. I 
become a monarch whose palace is built with tenderness and 
beauty. 


Praise-Singer They love to spoil you but beware. The 
hands of women also weaken the unwary. 


Elesin This night I'll lay my head upon their lap and go to 
sleep. This night I'll touch feet with their feet in a dance that. 
is no longer of this earth. But the smell of their flesh, their 
sweat, the smell of indigo on their cloth, this is the last air I 
wish to breathe as I go to meet my great forebears. 


Praise-Singer In their time the world was never tilted from 
its groove, it shall not be in yours. 


Elesin The gods have said No. 


Praise-Singer In their time the great wars came and went, 
the little wars came and went; the white slavers came and 
went, they took away the heart of our race, they bore away 
the mind and muscle of our race. The city fell and was 
rebuilt; the city fell and our people trudged through mountain 
and forest to find a new home but — Elesin Oba do you hear 
me? toy 


Elesin I hear your voice Olohun-iyo. 


Praise-Singer Our world was never wrenched from its true 
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course. 
Elesin The gods have said No. 


Praise-Singer There is only one home to the life of a 
river-mussel; there is only one home to the life of a tortoise; 
there is only one shell to the soul of man; there is only one 
world to the spirit of our race. If that world leaves its course 
and smashes on boulders of the great void, whose world will 
give us shelter? 


Elesin It did not in the time of my forebears, it shall not in 
mine. 


Praise-Singer ‘The cockerel must not be seen without his 
feathers. 


Elesin Nor will the Not-I bird be much longer without his 


* nest. 


Praise-Singer (stopped in his lyric stride) The Not-I bird, 
Elesin? 


Elesin I said, the Not-I bird. 


Praise-Singer ll respect to our elders but, is there really 


‘such a bird? 


Elesin What! Could it be that he failed to knock on your 
door? 


Praise-Singer (smiling) Elesin’s riddles are not merely the 
nut in the kernel that breaks human teeth; he also buries the 
kernel in hot embers and dares a man’s fingers to draw it out. 


Elesin I am sure he called on you, Olohun-iyo. Did you 


hide in the loft and push out the servant to tell him you were 


out? 


Elesin executes a brief, half-taunting dance. The drummer moves in and 
draws a rhythm out of his steps. Elesim dances towards the market- . 
place as he chants the story of the Not-I bird, his voice changing 
dexterously to mimic his characters. He performs like a born raconteur, 
infecting his retinue with his humour and energy. More Women arrive 
during his recital, including Tyaloja. 
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Elesin 
Death came calling 
Who does not know his rasp of reeds? 
A twilight whisper in the leaves before 
The great araba falls? Did you hear it? 
Not I! swears the farmer. He snaps 
His fingers round his head, abandons 
A hard-worn harvest and begins 
A rapid dialogue with his legs. 


‘Not I,’ shouts the fearless hunter, ‘but — 

It’s getting dark, and this night-lamp 

Has leaked out all its oil. I think 

It’s best to go home and resume my hunt 
Another day.’ But now he pauses, suddenly 
Let’s out a wail: ‘Oh foolish mouth, calling 
Down a curse on your own head! Your lamp 
Has leaked out all its oil, has it?’ 

Forwards or backwards now he dare not move. 
To search for leaves and make etutu 

On that spot? Or race home to the safety 
Of his hearth? Ten market-days have passed 
My friends, and still he’s rooted there 

Rigid as the plinth of Orayan. 


The mouth of the courtesan barely 

Opened wide enough to take a ha’penny robo 
When she wailed: ‘Not I.’ All dressed she was 
To call upon my friend the Chief Tax Officer. 
But now she sends her go-between instead: 
‘Tell him I’m ill: my period has come suddenly 
But not — I hope — my time.’ 


Why is the pupil crying? 

His hapless head was made to taste 

The knuckles of my friend the Mallam: 

‘If you were then reciting the Koran 
Would you have ears for idle noises 
Darkening the trees, you child of ill omen?’ 
He shuts down school before its time 

Runs home and rings himself with amulets. 
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And take my good kinsman Ifawomi. 

His hands were like a carver’s, strong 

And true. I saw them 

Tremble like wet wings of a fowl. 

One day he cast his time-smoothed opele 
Across the divination board. And all because 
The suppliant looked him in the eye and asked, 
‘Did you hear that whisper in the leaves?’ 

‘Not I,’ was his reply; ‘perhaps I’m growing deaf— 
Good-day.’ And Ifa spoke no more that day 
The priest locked fast his doors, 

Sealed up his leaking roof — but wait! 

This sudden care was not for Fawomi 

But for Osanyin, a courier-bird of Ifa’s 

Heart of wisdom. I did not know a kite 

Was hovering in the sky 

And Ifa now a twittering chicken in 

The brood of Fawomi the Mother Hen. 


Ah, but I must not forget my evening 

Courier from the abundant palm, whose groan 
Became Not I, as he constipated down , 
A wayside bush. He wonders if Elegbara 

Has tricked his buttocks to discharge 

Against a sacred grove. Hear him 

Mutter spells to ward off penalties 

For an abomination he did not intend. 

If any here 

Stumbles on a gourd of wine, fermenting 


Near the road, and nearby hears a stream 


Of spells issuing from a crouching form. 
Brother to a sigidi, bring home my wine, 
Tell my tapper I have ejected 

Fear from home and farm. Assure him, 
All is well. 
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Praise-Singer In your time we do not doubt the peace of 
farmstead and home, the peace of road and hearth, we do not 
doubt the peace of the forest. 


24 


312 Death and the King’s Horseman 


Elesin 
There was fear in the forest too. 
Not-I was lately heard even in the lair 
Of beasts. The hyena cackled loud. Not I, 
The civet twitched his fiery tail and glared: 
Not I. Not-I became the answering-name 
Of the restless bird, that little one 
Whom Death found nesting in the leaves 
When whisper of his coming ran 
Before him on the wind. Not-I 
Has long abandoned home. This same dawn 
I heard him twitter in the gods’ abode. 
Ah, companions of this living world 
What a thing this is, that even those 
We call immortal 
Should fear to die. 


Iyaloja 
But you, husband of multitudes? 


Elesin 
I, when that Not-I bird perched 
Upon my roof, bade him seek his nest again. 
Safe, without care or fear. I unrolled 
My welcome mat for him to see. Not-I 
Flew happily away, you’ll hear his voice 
No more in this lifetime — You all know 
What I am. 


Praise-Singer 
That rock which turns its open lodes 
Into the path of lightning. A gay 
Thoroughbred whose stride disdains 
To falter though an adder reared 
Suddenly in his path. 


Elesin 
My rein is loosened. 
I am master of my fate. When the hour comes 
Watch me dance along the narrowing path 
Glazed by the soles of my great precursors. 
My soul is eager. I shall not turn aside. 
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Women 


You will not delay? 


Elesin 


Where the storm pleases, and when, it directs 
The giants of the forest. When friendship summons 
Is when the true comrade goes. 


Women 


Nothing will hold you back? 


Elesin 


Nothing. What! Has no one told you yet 

I go to keep my friend and master company. 
Who says the mouth does not believe in 

‘No, I have chewed all that before?’ I say I have. 
The world is not a constant honey-pot. 
Where I found little I made do with little. 
Where there was plenty I gorged myself. 

My master’s hands and mine have always 
Dipped together and, home or sacred feast, 
The bowl was beaten bronze, the meats 
So'succulent our teeth accused us of neglect. 
We shared the choicest of the season’s 
Harvest of yams. How my friend would read 
Desire in my eyes before I knew the cause — 
However rare, however precious, it was mine. 


Women 


~The town, the very land was yours. 


Elesin 


The world was mine. Our joint hands 

Raised houseposts of trust that withstood 

The siege of envy and the termites of time. 
But the twilight hour brings bats and rodents — 
Shall I yield them cause to foul the rafters? 


Praise-Singer 


Elesin Oba! Are you not that man who 
Looked out of doors that stormy day 
The god of luck limped by, drenched 
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To the very lice that held 

His rags together? You took pity upon 

His sores and wished him fortune. 

Fortune was footloose this dawn, he replied, 
Till you trapped him in a heartfelt wish 
That now'returns to you. Elesin Oba! 

I say you are that man who 

Chanced upon the calabash of honour. 
You thought it was palm wine and 

Drained its contents to the final drop. 


Elesin 
Life has an end. A life that will outlive 
Fame and friendship begs another name. 
What elder takes his tongue to his plate, 
Licks it-clean of every crumb? He will encounter 
Silence when he calls on children to fulfil 
The smallest errand! Life is honour. 
It ends when honour ends. 


Women 
‘We know you for a man of honour. 


Elesin Stop! Enough of that! 


Women (puzzled, they whisper among themselves, turning mostly to 
Iyaloja) What is it? Did we say something to give offence? 
Have we slighted him in some way? 


Elesin Enough of that sound I say. Let me hear no more in 
that vein. I’ve heard enough. 


Iyaloja We must have said something wrong. (Comes forward 
a little.) Elesin Oba, we ask forgiveness before you speak. 


Elesin I am bitterly offended. 


Iyaloja Our unworthiness has betrayed us. All we can do is 
ask your forgiveness. Correct us like a kind father. 


Elesin This day of all days.. 


Iyaloja It does not bear thinking. If we offend you now we 
have mortified the gods. We offend heaven itself. Father of us 
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all, tell us where we went astray. (She kneels, the other Women 
Jollow.) 


Elesin 
Are you not ashamed? Even a tear-veiled 
Eye preserves its function of sight. 
Because my mind was raised to horizons 
Even the boldest man lowers his gaze 
In thinking of, must my body here 
Be taken for a vagrant’s? 


Tyaloja Horseman of the King, I am more baffled than 
ever. 


Praise-Singer ‘The strictest father unbends his brow when 
the child is penitent, Elesin. When time is short, we do not 
spend it prolonging the riddle. Their shoulders are bowed with 
the weight of fear lest they have marred your day beyond 
repair. Speak now in plain words and let us fies the 
ailment to the home of remedies.” 


Elesin 
Words are cheap. ‘We know you for 
A man of honour.’ Well tell me, is this how 
A man of honour should be seen? 
Are these not the same clothes in which 
I came among you a full half-hour ago? 


He ee with laughter and the Women, relieved, rise and rush into 
stalls to fetch rich clothes. 


‘Women The gods are kind. A fault soon remedied is soon 
forgiven. Elesin Oba, even as we match our words with deed, 
let your heart forgive us completely. 


Elesin 
You who are breath and giver of my being 
How shall I dare refuse you forgiveness 
Even if the offence was real. 


Iyaloja (dancing round him. Sings) 
He forgives us. He forgives us. 
What a fearful thing it is when 
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The voyager sets forth 
, But a curse remains behind. 


Women 
For a while we truly feared 
Our hands had wrenched the world adrift 
In emptiness. 


Iyaloja 
Richly, richly, robe him richly 
The cloth of honour is alari 
Sanyan is the band of friendship 
Boa-skin makes slippers of esteem. 


Women 
For a while we truly feared 
Our hands had wrenched the world adrift 
In emptiness. 


Praise-Singer 
He who must, must voyage forth 
The world will not roll backwards 
It is he who must, with one 
Great gesture overtake the world. 


Women 
For a while we truly feared 
Our hands had wrenched the world 
In emptiness. 


Praise-Singer — 
The gourd you bear is not for shirking 
The gourd is not for setting down 
At the first crossroad or wayside grove 
Only one river may know its contents, 


Women 
We shall all meet at the great market 
We shall all meet at the great market 
He who goes early takes the best bargains 
But we shall meet, and resume our banter. 


Elesin stands resplendent in rich clothes, cap, shawl, etc. His sash is of 
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a bright red alan cloth. The Women dance round him. Suddenly, his 
attention 1s caught by an olyect off-stage. 


Elesin 
The world I know is good. 


Women 
We know you'll leave it so. 


Elesin 
The world I know is the bounty 
Of hives after bees have swarmed. 
No goodness teems with such open hands 
Even in the dreams of deities. 


Women 
And we know you'll leave it so. 


Elesin 
I was born to keep it so. A hive 
Is never known to wander. An anthill 
Does not desert its roots. We cannot see 
The still great womb of the world — 
No man beholds his mother’s womb — 
Yet who denies it’s there? Coiled 
To the navel of the world is that 
Endless cord that links us all 
To the great origin. If I lose my way 
The trailing cord will bring me to the roots. 


Women 


The world is in your hands. 


The earlier distraction, a beautiful young girl, comes along the passage 
through which Elesim first made his entry. 


Elesin 
I embrace it. And let me tell you, women — 
I like this farewell that the world designed, 
Unless my eyes deceive me, unless 
We are already parted, the world and I, 
And all that breeds desire is lodged 
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Among our tireless ancestors. Tell me friends,. 
Am I still earthed in that beloved market 

Of my youth? Or could it be my will 

Has outleapt the conscious act and I have come 
Among the great departed? 


Praise-Singer Elesin Oba why do your eyes roll like a 

bush-rat who sees his fate like his father’s spirit, mirrored in 
the eye of a snake? And all those questions! You’re standing 
on the same earth you’ve always stood upon. This voice you 
hear is mine, Oluhun-iyo, not that of an acolyte in heaven. ° 


. Elesin 

How can that be? In all my life 

As Horseman of the King, the juiciest 

Fruit on every tree was mine. I saw, 

I touched, I wooed, rarely was the answer No. 
The honour of my place, the veneration I 
Received in the eye of man or woman 
Prospered my suit and 

Played havoc with my sleeping hours. 

And they tell me my eyes were a hawk 

In perpetual hunger. Split an iroko tree 

In two, hide a woman’s beauty in its heartwood 
And seal it up again — Elesin, journeying by, 
Would make his camp beside that tree 

Of all the shades in the forest. 


Praise-Singer Who would deny your reputation, snake-on- 


the-loose in dark passages of the market! Bed-bug who wages 
war on the mat and receives the thanks of the vanquished! 
When caught with his bride’s own sister he protested — but I 
was only prostrating myself to her as becomes a grateful in- 


Jaw. Hunter who carries his powder-horn on the hips and fires 


crouching or standing! Warrior who never makes that excuse 
of the whining coward — but how can I go to battle without 


my trousers? — trouserless or shirtless it’s all one to him. Oka- 


rearing-from-a-camouflage-of-leaves, before he strikes the 


victim is already prone! Once they told him, Howy, a stallion 


does not feed on the grass beneath him: he replied, true, but 
surely he can roll on it! 
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Women _ Ba-a-a-ba O! 


Praise-Singer Ah, but listen yet. You know there is the 
leaf-nibbling grub and there is the cola-chewing beetle; the 
leaf-nibbling grub lives on the leaf, the cola-chewing beetle 
lives in the colanut. Don’t we know what our man feeds on 
when we find him cocooned in a woman’s wrapper? 


Elesin 
Enough, enough, you all have cause 
To know me well. But, if you say this earth 
Is still the same as gave birth to those songs, 
Tell me who was that goddess through whose lips 
I saw the ivory pebbles of Oya’s river-bed. 
Iyaloja, who is she? I saw her enter 
Your stall; all your daughters I know well. 
No, not even Ogun-of-the-farm toiling 

- Dawn till dusk on his tuber patch 

Not even Ogun with the finest hoe he ever 
Forged at the anvil could have shaped 
That rise of buttocks, not though he had 
The richest earth between his fingers. 
Her wrapper was no disguise 
For thighs whose ripples shamed the river’s - 
Coils around the hills of Ilesi. Her eyes 
Were new-laid eggs glowing in the dark. 
Her skin... 


Iyaloja Elesin Oba... 
Elesin _ What! Where do you all say I am? 
Iyaloja Still among the living. 


Elesin 
And that radiance which so suddenly 
Lit up this market I could boast 
I knew so well? 


Iyaloja Has one step already in her husband’s home. She is 
betrothed. 


Elesin (irritated) Why do you tell me that? 
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Tyaloja falls silent. The Women shuffle uneasily. 


lyaloja Not because we dare give you offence Elesin. Today 
is your day and the whole world is yours. Still, even those 
who leave town to make a new dwelling elsewhere like to be 
remembered by what they leave behind. 


Elesin 
Who does not seek to be remembered? 
Memory is Master of Death, the chink 
In his armour of conceit. I shall leave 
That which makes my going the sheerest 
Dream of an afternoon. Should voyagers 
Not travel light? Let the considerate traveller 
Shed, of his excessive load, all 
That may benefit the living. 


Women (relieved) Ah Elesin Oba, we knew you for a man of 
honour. 


Elesin Then honour me. I deserve a bed of honour to lie 
upon. 


Iyaloja The best is yours. We know you for a man of 

honour. You are not one who eats and leaves nothing on his 
‘plate for children. Did you not say it yourself? Not one who 
‘blights the happiness of others for a moment’s pleasure. 


Elesin 
Who speaks of pleasure? O women, listen! 
Pleasure palls. Our acts should have meaning. 
The sap of the plantain never dries. 
You have seen the young shoot swelling 
Even as the parent stalk begins to wither. 
Women, let my going be likened to 
The twilight hour of the plantain. 


Women What does he mean Iyaloja? This language is the 
language of our elders, we do not fully grasp it. 


Iyaloja I dare not understand you yet Elesin. 


Elesin 
All you who stand before the spirit that dares 
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The opening of the last door of passage, 
Dare to rid my going of regrets! My wish 
Transcends the blotting out of thought 

In one mere moment’s tremor of the senses. 
Do me credit. And do me honour. 

I am girded for the route beyond 

Burdens of waste and longing. 

Then let me travel light. Let 

Seed that will not serve the stomach 

On the way remain behind. Let it take root 
In the earth of my choice, in this earth 

I leave behind. 


Iyaloja (twms to Women) The voice I hear is already 
touched by the waiting fingers of our departed. I dare not 
refuse. 

Woman But lyaloja... 

Iyaloja The matter is no longer in our hands. 

Woman _ But she is betrothed to your own son. Tell him. 
Iyaloja My son’s wish is mine. I did the asking for him, the 
loss can be remedied. But who will remedy the blight of 
closed hands on the day when all should be openness and 
light? Tell him, you say! You wish that I burden him with 
knowledge that will sour his wish and lay regrets on the last 
moments of his mind. You pray to him who is your 
intercessor to the world — don’t set this world adrift in your 
own time; would you rather it was my hand whose sacrilege 
wrenched it loose? 


Woman Not many men will brave the curse of a 
dispossessed husband. 


Iyaloja Only the curses of the departed are to be feared. 
The claims of one whose foot is on the threshold of their 
abode surpasses even the claims of blood. It is impiety even to 
place hindrances in their ways. 


Elesin 
What do my mothers say? Shall I step 
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Burdened into the unknown? 


Iyaloja Not we, but the very earth says No. The sap in the 
plantain does not dry. Let grain that will not feed the voyager 
at his passage drop here and take root as he steps beyond this 
earth and us. Oh you who fill the home from hearth to 
threshold with the voices of children, you who now bestride 
the hidden gulf and pause to draw the right foot across and 
into the resting-home of the great forebears, it is good that 
your loins be drained into the earth we know, that your last 
strength be ploughed back into the womb that gave you 
being. 


Praise-Singer lyaloja, mother of multitudes in the teeming 
market of the world, how your wisdom transfigures you! 


Iyaloja (smiling broadly, completely reconciled) Elesin, even at the 
narrow end of the passage I know you will look back and sigh 
a last regret for the flesh that flashed past your spirit in flight. 
You always had a restless eye. Your choice has my blessing. 
(To the Women.) Take the good news to our daughter and 
make her ready. (Some Women go off) 


Elesin Your eyes were clouded at first. 


Iyaloja Not for long. It is those who stand at the gateway 
of the great change to whose cry we must pay heed. And 
then, think of this — it makes the mind tremble. The fruit of 
such a union is rare. It will be neither of this world nor of the 
next. Nor of the one behind us. As if the timelessness of the 
ancestor world and the unborn have joined spirits to wring an 
issue of the elusive being of passage ... Elesin! 


Elesin I am here. What is it? 
Iyaloja Did you hear all I said just now? 
Elesin Yes. 


Iyaloja The living must eat and drink. When the moment 
comes, don’t turn the food to rodents’ droppings in their 
mouth. Don’t let them taste the ashes of the world when they 
step out at dawn to breathe the morning dew. 
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Elesin This doubt is unworthy of you Iyaloja. 


| Iyaloja Eating the awusa nut is not so difficult as drinking 


water afterwards. 


Elesin 
The waters of the bitter stream are honey to a man 
Whose tongue has savoured all. 


Iyaloja No one knows when the ants desert their home; 
they leave the mound intact. The swallow is never seen to 
peck holes in its nest when it is time to move with the -season. 
There are always throngs of humanity behind the leave-taker. 
The rain should not come through the roof for them, the 
wind must not blow through the walls at night. 


Elesin I refuse to take offence. 


Iyaloja You wish to travel light. Well, the earth is yours. 
But be sure the seed you leave in it attracts no curse. 


Elesin You really mistake my person Iyaloja. 


Iyaloja I said nothing. Now we must go prepare your bridal 
chamber. Then these same hands will lay your shrouds. 


Elesim (exasperated) Must you be so blunt? (Recovers.) Well, 
weave your shrouds, but let the fingers of my bride seal my 
eyelids with earth and wash my body. 


Iyaloja Prepare yourself Elesin. 


She gets up to leave. At that moment the Women retum, leading the 
Bride. Elesin’s face glows with pleasure. He flicks the sleeves of his 
agbada with renewed confidence and steps forward to meet the group. As 
the girl kneels before lyaloja, lights fade out on the scene. 


Scene Two 


The verandah of the District Officer’s bungalow. A tango is playing Srom 
an old hand-cranked gramophone and, glimpsed through the wide windows 
and doors which open onto the forestage verandah, are the shapes of 
Simon Pilkings and his wife, Jame, tangoing in and out of 
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shadows in the living-room. They are wearing what is wmmediately 
apparent as some form of fancy-dress. The dance goes on for some 
moments and then the figure of a ‘Native Administration’ policeman 
emerges and climbs up the steps onto the verandah. He peeps through and 
observes the dancing couple, reacting with what is obviously a long- 
standing bewilderment. He stiffens suddenly, his expression changes to one 
of disbelief and horror. In his excitement he upsets a flower-pot and 
attracts the attention of the couple. They stop dancing. 


Pilkimgs Is there anyone out there? 
Jane [ll turn off the gramophone. 


Pilkkings (approaching the verandah) I’m sure I heard something 
fall over. (The constable retreats slowly, open-mouthed as Pilkings 
approaches the verandah.) Oh it’s you Amusa. Why didn’t you just 
knock instead of knocking things over? 


Amusa (stammers badly and points a shaky finger at his dress) Mista 
Pilkings What is the matter with you? 

Jame (emerging) Who is it dear? Oh, Amusa... 

Pilkings Yes it’s Amusa, and acting most strangely. 


Amuusa (his attention now transferred to Jane Pilkings) 
Mammadam ... you too! - 


Pilkimgs What the hell is the matter with you man! 
Jame Your costume darling. Our fancy-dress. 


Pilkings Oh hell, I’d forgotten all about that. (Lifts the Sace 
mask over his head showing his face. His wife follows suit.) 


Jane I think you’ve shocked his big pagan heart bless him. 


Pillkings Nonsense, he’s a Moslem. Come on Amusa, you 
don’t believe in all that nonsense do you? I thought you were 
a good Moslem. 


Amausa Mista Pirinkin, I beg you sir, what you think you do 
with that dress? It belong to dead cult, not for human being. 


Pilkings Oh Amusa, what a let-down you are. I swear by 
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you at the club you know — thank God for Amusa, he doesn’t 
believe in any mumbo-jumbo. And now look at you! 


Amusa Mista Pirinkin, I beg you, take it off. Is not good 
for man like you to touch that cloth. 


Pilkings Well, I’ve got it on. And what’s more Jane and I 
have bet on it we’re taking first prize at the ball. Now, if you 
can just pull yourself together and tell me what you wanted to 
see me about... 


Amusa Sir, I cannot talk this matter to you in that dress. I 
no fit. 


Pilkings What’s that rubbish again? 


Jame He is dead earnest too Simon. I think you'll have to 
handle this delicately. 


Pilkings Delicately my. ..! Look here Amusa, I think this 
little joke has gone far enough hm? Let’s have some sense. 
You seem to forget that you are a police officer in the service 
of His Majesty’s Government. I order you to report your 
business at once or face disciplinary action. 


Amusa Sir, it is a matter of death. How can man talk 
against death to person in uniform of death? Is like talking 
against government to person in uniform of police. Please sir, 
I go and come back. 


Pilkings (roars) Now! 
-Amusa switches his gaze to the ceiling suddenly, remains mute. 


Jame Oh Amusa, what is there to be scared of in the 
costume? You saw it confiscated last month from those 
egungun men who were creating trouble in town. You helped 
arrest the cult leaders yourself — if the juju didn’t harm you at 
the time how could it possibly harm you now? And merely by 
looking at it? 


Amuusa (without looking down) Madam, I arrest the ringleaders 
who make trouble but me I no touch egungun. That egungun 
inself, I no touch. And I no abuse ’am. I arrest ringleader but 


I treat egungun with respect. 
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Pilkings It’s hopeless. We'll merely end up missing the best 
part of the ball. When they get this way there is nothing you 
can do. It’s simply hammering against a brick wall. Write 
your report or whatever it is on that pad Amusa and take 
yourself out of here. Come on Jane. We only upset his 
delicate sensibilities by remaining here. 


Amusa waits for them to leave, then writes in the notebook, somewhat 
laboriously. Drumming from the direction of the town wells up. Amusa 
listens, makes a movement as if he wants to recall Pilkings but 
changes his mind. Completes his note and goes. A few moments later 
Pilkings emerges, picks up the pad and reads. 

Pilkings Jane! 

Jame (from the bedroom) Coming darling. Nearly ready. 
Pilkings Never mind being ready, just listen to this. 

Jame What is it? 

Pilkings Amusa’s report. Listen. ‘I have to report that it 
come to my information that one prominent chief, namely, 
the Elesin Oba, is to commit death tonight as a result of 


native custom. Because this is criminal offence I await further 
instruction at charge office. Sergeant Amusa.’ 


Jame comes out onto the verandah while he is reading. 
Jane Did I hear you say commit death? 
Pilkimgs Obviously he means murder. ~ 
Jame You mean a ritual murder? 


Pilkings Must be. You think you’ve stamped it all out but 
it’s always lurking under the surface somewhere. 


Jame Oh. Does it mean we are not getting to the ball at all? 


Pilkings No-o. I'll have the man arrested. Everyone 
remotely involved. In any case there may be sei Se to it. 
Just rumours. 


Jane Really? I thought you found Amusa’s rumours 
generally reliable. 


Scene Two 327 


Pilkings That’s true enough. But who knows what may 
have been giving him the scare lately. Look at his conduct 
tonight. : 

Jame (laughing) You have to admit he had his own peculiar 
logic. (Deepens her voice.) How can man talk against death to 
person in uniform of death? (Laughs.) Anyway, you can’t go 
into the police station dressed like that. 

Pilkings [’ll send Joseph with instructions. Damn it, what a 
confounded nuisance! 


Jane But don’t you think you should talk first to the man, 
Simon? 

Pilkings Do you want to go to the ball or not? 

Jame Darling, why are you getting rattled? I was only trying 
to be intelligent. It seems hardly fair just to lock up a man — 
and a chief at that — simply on the er ... what is the legal 
word again? — uncorroborated word of a sergeant. 

Pilkings Well, that’s easily decided. Joseph! 

Joseph (from within) Yes master. 

Pilkings You're quite right of course, I am getting rattled. 


Probably the effect of those Bloody drums. Do you hear how 
they go on and on? 


Jame I wondered when you’d notice. Do you suppose it has 
something to do with this affair? 


- Pilkimgs Who knows? They always find an excuse for 


making a noise ... (Thoughifully.) Even so... 
Jame Yes Simon? 


Pilkings It’s different Jane. I don’t think I’ve heard this 
particular — sound — before. Something unsettling about it. 


Jame I thought all bush drumming sounded the same. | 


' Pilkings Don’t tease me now Jane. This may be serious. 


Jane I’m sorry. (Gets up and throws her arms around hus neck. 
Kisses him. The houseboy enters, retreats and knocks.) 
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Pilkings (wearily) Oh, come in Joseph! I don’t know where 
you pick up all these elephantine notions of tact. Come over 
here. 


Joseph Sir? 

Pilkings Joseph, are you a Christian or not? 
Joseph Yessir. 

Pilkings Doés seeing me in this outfit bother you? 
Joseph No sir, it has no power. 


Pilkings Thank God for some sanity at last. Now Joseph, 
answer me on the honour of a Christian — what is supposed 
to be going on in town tonight? 


Joseph Tonight sir? You mean the chief who is going to kill 
himself? 


Pilkings What? 
Jane What do you mean, kill himself? 


Pilkings You do mean he is going to kill somebody don’t 
you? 


Joseph No master. He will not kill anybody and no one will 
kill him. He will simply die. 
Jane But why Joseph? 


Joseph It is native law and custom. The King die last 
month. Tonight is his burial. But before they can bury him, 
the Elesin must die so as to accompany him to heaven. 


Pilkings I seem to be fated to clash more often with that 
man than with any of the other chiefs. 


Joseph He is the King’s Chief Horseman. 
Pilkimgs (i a resigned way) I know. 

Jane Simon, what’s the matter? 

Pilkings It would have to be him! 

Jane Who is he? 
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Pilkings Don’t you remember? He’s that chief with whom I 
had a scrap some three or four years ago. I helped his son get 
to a medical school in England, remember? He fought tooth 
and nail to prevent it. 


Jane Oh now I remember. He was that very sensitive young 
man. What was his name again? 


Pilkings Olunde. Haven’t replied to his last letter come to 
think of it. The old pagan wanted him to stay and carry on 
some family tradition or the other. Honestly I couldn’t 
understand the fuss he made. I literally had to help the boy 
escape from close.confinement and load him onto the next 
boat. A most intelligent boy, really bright. 


Jane I rather thought he was much too sensitive you know. 
The kind of person you feel should be a poet munching rose 
petals in Bloomsbury. 


Pilkings Well, he’s going to make a first-class doctor. His 
mind is set on that. And as long as he wants my help he is 
welcome to it. 


Jame (after a pause) Simon. 
Pilkings Yes? . 
Jame This boy, he was the eldest son wasn’t he? 


Pilkings I’m not sure. Who could tell with that old ram? 


' Jame Do you know, Joseph? 


Joseph Oh yes madam. He was the eldest son. That’s why 
Elesin cursed master good and proper. The eldest son is not 
supposed to travel away from the land. 


Jame (giggling) Is that true Simon? Did he really curse you 
good and proper? 


Pilkings By all accounts I should be dead by now. 


Joseph Oh no, master is white man. And good Christian. 
Black man juju can’t touch master. 


Jame If he was his eldest, it means that he would be the 
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Elesin to the next king. It’s a family thing isn’t it Joseph? 


Joseph Yes madam. And if this Elesin had died before the 
King, his eldest son must take his place. 


Jane That would explain why the old chief was so mad you 
took the boy away. 


Pilkings Well it makes me all the more happy I did. 
Jane I wonder if he knew. 
Pilkings Who? Oh, you mean Olunde? 


Jame Yes. Was that why he was so determined to get away? 
I wouldn’t stay if I knew I was trapped in such a horrible 
custom. 


Pilkings (thoughtfully) No, I don’t think he knew. At least he 
gave no indication. But you couldn’t really tell with him. He 
was rather close you know, quite unlike most of them. Didn’t 
give much away, not even to me. 


Jame Aren’t they all rather close, Simon? 


Pilkings These natives here? Good gracious. They'll open 
their mouths and yap with you about their family secrets 
before you can stop them. Only the other day... 


Jane But Simon, do they really give anything away? I mean, 
anything that really counts. This affair for instance, we didn’t 
know they still practised that custom did we? 


Pilkings Ye-e-es, I suppose you're right there. Sly, devious 
bastards. 


Joseph (sifly) Can I go now master? I have to clean the 
kitchen. 


Pilkings What? Oh, you can go. Forgot you were still 
there. 


Joseph goes. 


Jame Simon, you really must watch your language. Bastard 
isn’t just a simple swear-word in these parts, you know. 
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_ Pilkings Look, just when did you become a social 


anthropologist, that’s what I’d like to know. 


Jane I’m not claiming to know anything. I just happen to 
have overheard quarrels among the servants. That’s how I 
know they consider it a smear. 


Pilkings I thought the extended family system took care of 
all that. Elastic family, no bastards. 


Jame (shrugs) Have it your own way. 


Awkward silence. The drumming increases in volume. Jame gets up 
suddenly, restless. 


That drumming Simon, do you think it might really be 


connected with this ritual? It’s been going on all evening. 


Pilkimgs Let’s ask our native guide. Joseph! Just a minute 
Joseph. (Joseph re-enters.) What’s the drumming about? 


Joseph I don’t know master. 


Pilkings What do you mean you don’t know? It’s only two 
years since your conversion. Don’t tell me all that holy water 
nonsense also wiped out your tribal memory. 


Joseph (visibly shocked) Master! . 
Jame Now you've done it. 
Pilkings What have I done now? 


Jame Never mind. Listen Joseph, just tell me this. Is that 
drumming connected with dying or anything of that nature? 


Joseph Madan, this is what I am trying to say: I am not 
sure. It sounds like the death of a great chief and then, it 
sounds like the wedding of a great chief. It really mix me up. 


Pilkings Oh get back to the kitchen. A fat lot of help you 


are. 
Joseph Yes master. (Goes.) 
Jame Simon... 


Pilkings ll right, all right. ’m in no mood for preaching. 
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Jane It isn’t my preaching you have to worry about, it’s the 
preaching of the missionaries who preceded you here. When 
they make converts they really convert them. Calling holy 
water nonsense to our Joseph is really like insulting the Virgin 
Mary before a Roman Catholic. He’s going to hand in his 
notice tomorrow you mark my word, 


Pilkings Now you're being ridiculous. 


Jane Am I? What are you willing to bet that tomorrow we 
are going to be without a steward-boy? Did you see his face? . 


Pilkings [I am more concerned about whether or not we 
will be one native chief short by tomorrow. Christ! Just listen 
to those drums. (He strides up and down, undecided.) 


Jane (getting up) Ill change and make up some supper. 
Pilkings What’s that? 
Jane Simon, it’s obvious we have to miss this ball. 


Pilkings Nonsense. It’s the first bit of real fun the European 
club has managed to organise for over a year, I’m damned if 
I'm going to miss it. And it is a rather special occasion. 
Doesn’t happen every day. 


Jane You know this business has to be stopped Simon. And 
you are the only man who can do it. 


Pilkings I don’t have to stop anything. If they want to 
throw themselves off the top of a cliff or poison themselves for 
the sake of some barbaric custom what is that to me? If it 
were ritual murder or something like that I’d be duty-bound 
to do something. I can’t keep an eye on all the potential 
suicides in this province. And as for that man — believe me 
it’s good riddance. 


Jane (laughs) I know you better than that Simon. You are 
going to have to do something to stop it — after you’ve 
finished blustering. 


Pilkimgs (shouts after her, And suppose after all it’s only a_ 
wedding? I’d look a proper fool if I interrupted a chief on his 
honeymoon, wouldn’t I? (Resumes his angry stride, slows down.) Ah 
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well, who can tell what those chiefs actually do on their 
honeymoon anyway? (He takes up the pad and scribbles rapidly on 
it.) Joseph! Joseph! Joseph! (Some moments later Joseph puts in a 
sulky appearance.) Did you hear me call you? Why the hell 
didn’t you answer? 


Joseph I didn’t hear master. 


Pilkimgs You didn’t hear me! How come you are here 
then? 


Joseph (stubbornly) . I didn’t hear master. 


Pilkings (controls himself with an effort) We'll talk about it in 
the morning. I want you to take this note directly to Sergeant 
Amusa. You'll find him at the charge office. Get on your 
bicycle and race there with it. I expect you back in twenty 
minutes exactly. Twenty minutes, is that clear? 


Joseph Yes master. (Gomg.) 
Pilkimgs Oh er... Joseph. 
Joseph Yes master? 


Pilkings (between gritted teeth) Er ... forget what I said just 
now. The holy water is not nonsense. J was talking nonsense. 


Joseph Yes master. (Goes.) 

Jane (pokes her head round the door) Have you found him? 
Pilkings Found who? 

Jame Joseph. Weren’t you shouting for him? 

Pilkimgs Oh yes, he turned up finally. 

oo You sounded desperate. What was it all about? 


Pilkings Oh nothing. I just wanted to apologise to him. 
Assure him that the holy water isn’t really nonsense. 


Jame Oh? And how did he take it? 


Pilkings Who the hell gives a damn! I had a sudden vision 
of our Very Reverend Macfarlane drafting another letter of 
complaint to the Resident about my unchristian language 
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towards his parishioners. 
Jame Oh I think he’s given up on you by now. 


Pilkings Don’t be too sure. And anyway, I wanted to make 
sure Joseph didn’t ‘lose’ my note on the way. He looked 
sufficiently full of the holy crusade to do some such thing. 


Jane If you’ve finished exaggerating, come and have 
something to eat. 


Pilkings No, put it all away. We can still get to the ball. 
Jame Simon... 


Pilkimgs Get your costume back on. Nothing to Worry 


about. I’ve instructed Amusa to arrest the man and lock him - 


up. 


Jane But that station is hardly secure Simon. He’ll soon get 
his friends to help him escape. 


Pilkings A-ah, that’s where I have out-thought you. I’m not 
having him put in the station cell. Amusa will bring him right 
here and lock him up in my study. And he’ll stay with him 
till we get back. No one will dare come here to incite him to 
anything. : 

Jame How clever of you darling. I'll get ready. 

Pilkings Hey. 

Jame Yes darling. 


Pilkings I have a surprise for you. I was going to keep it 
until we actually got to the ball. 


Jame What is it? 


Pilkings You know the Prince is on a tour of the colonies 
don’t you? Well, he docked in the capital only this morning 
but he is already at the Residency. He is going to grace the 
ball with his presence later tonight. 


Jane Simon! Not really. 
Pilkings Yes he is. He’s been invited to give away the 
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prizes and he has agreed. You must admit old Engleton is the 
best Club Secretary we ever had. Quick off the mark that lad. 


Jane But how thrilling. 


Pilkings The other provincials are going to be damned 
envious. 


Jame _ I wonder what he’ll come as. 


Pilkings Oh I don’t know. As a coat-of-arms perhaps. 
Anyway it won’t be anything to touch this. 


Jame Well that’s lucky. If we are to be presented I won’t 
have to start looking for a pair of gloves. It’s all sewn on. 


Pilkings (laughing) Quite right. Trust a woman to think of 
that. Come on, let’s get going. 


Jame (rushing off) Won’t be a second. (Stops.) Now I see why 
you’ve been so edgy all evening. I thought you weren’t 
handling this affair with your usual brilliance — to begin with 
that is. 


Pilkimgs (his mood is much improved) Shut up woman and get 
your things on. , 


Jame All right boss, coming. 


Pilkimgs suddenly begins to hum the tango to which they were dancing 
before. Starts to execute a few practice steps. Lights fade. 


Scene Three 


A swelling, agitated hum of women’s voices rises immediately in the 
background. The lights come on and we see the frontage of a converted 
cloth stall in the market. The floor leading up to the entrance is covered 
in rich velvets and woven cloth. The Women come on stage, borne 
backwards by the determined progress of Sergeant Ammusa and his two 
constables who already have their batons out and use them as a pressure 
against the Women. At the edge of the cloth-covered floor, however, the 
Women take a determined stand and block all further progress of the 
men. They begin to tease them mercilessly. 
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Amusa_ [ am tell you women for last time to commot my 
road. I am here on official business. 


Woman Official business you white man’s eunuch? Official 
business is taking place where you want to go and it’s a 
business you wouldn’t understand. 


Woman (makes a quick tug at the constable’s baton) That doesn’t 
fool anyone you know. It’s the one you carry under your 
government knickers that counts. (She bends low as if to peep 
under the baggy shorts. The embarrassed constable quickly puts his knees 
together. The Women. roar.) 


Woman You mean there is nothing there at all? 


Woman Oh there was something. You know that handbell 
which the white man uses to summon his servants .. . ? 


Amusa (he manages to preseroe some dignity throughout) I hope you 
women know that interfering with officer in execution of his 
duty is criminal offence. 


Woman Interfere? He says we're interfering with him. You 
foolish man we're telling you there’s nothing to interfere with. 


Amusa_ I am order you now to clear the road. 
Woman What road? The one your father built? 


Woman You are a policeman not so? Then you know what 
they call trespassing in court. Or — (Pointing to the cloth-lined 
steps.) — do you think that kind of road is built for every kind 
of feet. 


Woman Go back and tell the white man who sent you to 
come himself. 


Amusa If I go I will come back with reinforcement. And we 
wil all return carrying weapons. 


Woman Oh, now I understand. Before they can put on 
those knickers the white man first cuts off their weapons. 


Woman What a cheek! You mean you come here to show 
power to women and you don’t even have a weapon. 
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Amusa (shouting above the laughter) - For the last time I warn 
you women to clear the road. 


Woman To where? 

Amusa_ To that hut. I know he dey dere. 
Woman . Who? 

Amusa_ The chief who call himself Elesin Oba. 


Woman You ignorant man. It is not he who calls himself 
Elesin Oba, it is his blood that says it. As it called out to his 
father before him and will to his son after him. And that is in 
spite of everything your white man can do. 

Woman Is it not the same ocean that washes this land and 
the white man’s land? Tell your white man he can hide our 
son away as long as he likes. When the time comes for him, 
the same ocean will bring him back. 


Amusa ‘The government say dat kin’ ting must stop. 
Woman Who will stop it? You? Tonight our husband and 
father will prove himself greater than the laws of strangers. 


Amusa [I tell you nobody go prove anyting tonight or 
anytime. Is ignorant and criminal to prove dat kin’ prove. 


Iyaloja (entering from the hut. She is accompanied by a group of young 
Girls who have been attending the Bride) What is it Amusa? 
Why do you come here to disturb the happiness of others. 


Amusa Madame Iyaloja, I glad you come. You know me, I 
no like trouble but duty is duty. I am here to arrest Elesin for 
criminal intent. Tell these women to stop obstructing me in 
the performance of my duty. 


Iyaloja And you? What gives you the right to obstruct our 
leader of men in the performance of his duty. 


Amusa What kin’ duty be dat one Iyaloja. 


Tyaloja What kin’ duty? What kin’ duty does a man have 
to his new bride? 


Amusa (bewildered, looks at the Women and at the entrance to the 
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hut) Tyaloja, is it wedding you call dis kin’ ting? 


Tyaloja You have wives haven’t you? Whatever the white 
man has done to you he hasn’t stopped you having wives. 
And if he has, at least he is married. If you don’t know what 
a marriage is, go and ask him to tell you. 


Amusa This no to wedding. 


Tyaloja And ask him at the same time what he would have 
done if anyone had come to disturb him on his wedding 
night. 


Amusa__lyaloja, I say dis no to wedding. 


Tyaloja You want to look inside the bridal chamber? You 
want to see for yourself how a man cuts the virgin knot? 


Amusa Madam... 
Woman Perhaps his wives are still waiting for him to learn. 


Amusa Iyaloja, make you tell dese women make den no 
insult me again. If I hear dat kin’ insult once more... 


Girl (pushing her way through) You will do what? 


Girl He’s out of his mind. It’s our mothers you’re talking to, 
do you know that? Not to any illiterate villager you can bully 
and terrorise. How dare you intrude here anyway? 


Girl What a cheek, what impertinence! 


Girl You've treated them too gently. Now let them see what 
it is to tamper with the mothers of this market. 


Girl Your betters dare not enter the market when the 
women say no! 


Girl Haven’t you learnt that yet, you jester in khaki and 
starch? 


Iyaloja Daughters... 


Girl No no Iyaloja, leave us to deal with him. He no longer 
knows his mother, we'll teach him. 


With a sudden movement they snatch the batons of the two constables. 
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They begin to hem them in. 
Girl _What next? We have your batons? What next? What 
are you going to do? 


With equally swift movements they knock off their hats. 


Girl Move if you dare. We have your hats, what will you 
do about it? Didn’t the white man teach you to take off your 
hats before women? 


Iyaloja It’s a wedding night. It’s a night of joy for us. 
CACC +... 


Girl Not for him. Who asked him here? 


Girl Does he dare go to the Residency without an 
invitation? 
Girl Not even where the servants eat the left-overs. 


Girls (in turn. In an ‘English’ accent) Well well it’s Mister 
Amusa. Were you invited? (Play-acting to one another. The older 
Women encourage them with thewr titers.) 

—Your invitation card please? 

—wWho are you? Have we been introduced? 

—And who did you say you were? 

—Sorry, I didn’t quite catch your name. 

—May I take your hat? 
—If you insist. May I take yours? (Exchanging the policemen’s 
hats.) 

—How very kind of you. 

—Not at all. Won’t you sit down? 

—After you. 

—Oh no. 

—I insist. 

—Yow’re most gracious. 

—And how do you find the place? 

—The natives are all right. 

—Friendly? 

—Tractable. 

—Not a teeny-weeny bit restless? 

—Well, a teeny-weeny bit restless. 
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—One might even say, difficult? 
—Indeed one might be tempted to say, difficult. 
—But you do manage to cope? 


—Yes indeed I do. I have a rather faithful ox called Amusa. 


—He’s loyal? 

—Absolutely. 

—Lay down his life for you what? 
—Without a moment’s thought. 

—Had one like that once. Trust him with my life. 
—Mostly of course they are liars. 
—Never known a native to tell the truth. 
—Does it get rather close around here? 
—It’s mild for this time of the year. 
—But the rains may still come. 

—They. are late this year aren’t they? 
—They are keeping African time. 

—Ha ha ha ha. 

—Ha ha ha ha. 

—The humidity is what gets me. 

—It used to be whisky. 

—Ha ha ha ha. 

—Ha ha ha ha. 

—What’s your handicap old chap? 

—Is there racing by golly? 

—Splendid golf course, you'll like it. 
—TI'm beginning to like it already. 

—And a European club, exclusive. 
—You’ve kept the flag flying. 

—We do our best for the old country. 
—It’s a pleasure to serve. 

—Another whisky old chap? 

—You are indeed too too kind. 

—Not at all sir. Where is that boy? (With a sudden bellow.) 
Sergeant! 


Amausa (snaps to attention) Yessir! 
The Women collapse with laughter. 
Girl Take your men out of here. 
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Amusa ee the trick, he rages from loss of face) Vm give you 
warning . 


Girl All right then. Off with his knickers! (They surge slowly 
JSorward.) 


Iyaloja Daughters, please. 


Amusa (squaring himself for defence) ‘The first woman wey touch 
me. 


Iyaloja My children, I beg of you... 


Girl Then tell him to leave this market. This is the home of 
our mothers. We don’t want the eater of white left-overs at | 
the feast their hands have prepared. 


Iyaloja You heard them Amusa. You had better go. 
Girl Now! 
Amusa (commencing his retreat) We dey go now, but make you 


_nlo say we no warn you. 
Girl Now! 


Girl Before we read the riot act — you should know all 
about that. 


Amusa Make we go. (They depart, more precipitately.) 
The Women strike their palms across in the gesture of wonder. 
Women Do they teach you all that at school? 


Woman And to think I nearly kept Apinke away from the 
place. 


Woman _ Did you hear them? Did you see how they 
mimicked the white man? 


Woman The voices exactly. Hey, there are wonders in this 
world! 


Iyaloja “ Well, our elders have said it: Dada may be weak, 
but he has a younger sibling who is truly fearless. 


Woman The next time the white man shows his face in this 


39 


342 Death and the King’s Horseman 


market I will set Wuraola on his tail. 


A Woman bursts into song and dance of euphoria — ‘Tani Vawa o 
Vogbga? Kayi! A Vogheja. Omo Kekere Vogbeja.’” The rest of the 
Women join in, some placing the Girls on their back like infants, 
others dancing round them. The dance becomes general, mounting in 
excitement. Elesin appears, in wrapper only. In his hands a white velvet 
cloth folded loosely as if it held some delicate object. He cries out. © 


Elesin Oh you mothers of beautiful brides! (The dancing stops. 
They turn and see him, and the object in his hands. tyaloja approaches 
and gently takes the cloth from him.) Take it. It is no mere virgin 
stain, but the union of life and the seeds of passage. My vital 
flow, the last from this flesh is intermingled with the promise 
of future life. All is prepared. Listen! (A steady drumbeat from the 
distance.) Yes. It is nearly time. The King’s dog has been killed. 
The King’s favourite horse is about to follow his master. My 
brother chiefs know their task and perform it well. (He listens 
again.) 

The Bride emerges, stands shyly by the door. He turns to her. 


Elesin Our marriage is not yet wholly fulfilled. When earth 
and passage wed, the consummation is complete only when 
there are grains of earth on the eyelids of passage. Stay by me 
till then. My faithful drummers, do me your last service. This 
is where I have chosen to do my leave-taking, in this heart of 
life, this hive which contains the swarm of the world in its 
small compass. This is where I have known love and laughter 
away from the palace. Even the richest food cloys when eaten 
days on end; in the market, nothing ever cloys. Listen. (They 
listen to the drums.) They have begun to seek out the heart of 
the King’s favourite horse. Soon it will ride in its bolt of raffia 
with the dog at its feet. Together they will ride on the 
shoulders of the King’s grooms through the pulse centres of 
the town. They know it is here I shall await them. I have told 
them (His eyes appear to cloud. He passes his hand over them as if to 
clear has sight. He gives a faint smile.) It promises well; just then I 
felt my spirit’s eagerness. The kite makes for wide spaces and 


“Who says we haven’t a defender? Silence! We have our defenders. Little children are our 
champions.’ 
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the wind creeps up behind its tail; can the kite say less than a 
thank you, the quicker the better? But wait a while my spirit. 
Wait. Wait for the coming of the courier of the King. Do you 
know, friends, the horse is born to this one destiny, to bear 
the burden that is man upon its back. Except for this night, 
this night alone when the spotless stallion will ride in triumph 
on the back of man. In the time of my father I witnessed the 
strange sight. Perhaps tonight also I shall see it for the last 
time. If they arrive before the drums beat for me, I shall tell 
them to let the Alafin know I follow swiftly. If they come after 
the drums have sounded, why then, all is well for I have gone 
ahead. Our spirits shall fall in step along the great passage. 
(He listens to the drums. He seems again to be falling into a state of 
semi-hypnosis; his eyes scan the sky but it is in a kind of daze. His 
voice is a little breathless.) The moon has fed, a glow from its full 
stomach fills the sky and air, but I cannot tell where is that ~ 
gateway through which I must pass. My faithful friends, let 
our feet touch together this last time, lead me into the other 
market with sounds that cover my skin with down yet make 


~ my limbs strike earth like a thoroughbred. Dear mothers, let 


me dance into the passage even as I have lived beneath. your 
roofs. 


He comes down progressively among them. They make way for him, the 
drummers playing. His dance is one of solemn, regal motions, each gesture 
of the body is made with a solemn finality. The Women join him, 
their steps a somewhat more fluid version of his. Beneath the Praise- 
Simger’s exhortations the Women dirge ‘Ale le le, awo mi lo’. 


Praise-Singer 
Elesin Alafin, can you hear my voice? 


 Elesin 


Faintly, my friend, faintly. 
Praise-Singer 
Elesin Alafin, can you hear my call? 


Elesin 
Faintly my King, faintly. 


Praise-Singer 
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Is your memory sound Elesin? 
Shall my voice be a blade of grass and 
Tickle the armpit of the past? 


Elesin 
My memory needs no prodding but 
What do you wish to say to me? 


Praise-Singer 
Only what has been spoken. Only what concerns 
The dying wish of the father of all. 


Elesin 
It is buried like seed-yam in my mind. 
This is the season of quick rains, the harvest 
Is this moment due for gathering. 


Praise-Singer 
If you cannot come, I said, swear 
You'll tell my favourite horse. I shall 
Ride on through the gates alone. 


Elesin 
Elesin’s message will be read 
Only when his loyal heart no longer beats. 


Praise-Singer 
If you cannot come Elesin, tell my dog. 
I cannot stay the keeper too long 
At the gate. 


Elesin 
A dog does not outrun the hand 
That feeds it meat. A horse that throws its idee 
Slows down to a stop. Elesin Alafin 
Trusts no beasts with messages between 
. A king and his companion. 


Praise-Singer 
If you get lost my dog will track 
The hidden path. to me. 


Elesin 
The seven-way crossroads confuses 
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Only the stranger. The Horseman of the King 
Was born in the recesses of the house. 


Praise-Singer 
I know the wickedness of men. If there is 
Weight on the loose end of your sash, such weight 
As no mere man can shift; if your sash is earthed 
By evil minds who mean to part us at the last... 


Elesin 
My sash is of the deep purple alari; 
It is no tethering-rope. The elephant 
Trails no tethering-rope; that king 
Is not yet crowned who will peg an elephant — 
Not even you my friend and King. 


Praise-Singer 
And yet this fear will not depart from me, 
The darkness of this new abode is deep — 
Will your human eyes suffice? 


Elesin 
In a night which falls before our eyes 
However deep, we do not miss our way. 


Praise-Singer 
Shall I now not acknowledge I have stood ° 
Where wonders met their end? The elephant deserves 
Better than that we say ‘I have caught 
A glimpse of something’. If we see the tamer 
Of the forest let us say plainly, we have seen 
An elephant. 


Elesin (his voice 1s drowsy) 
I have freed myself of earth and now 
It’s getting dark. Strange voices guide my feet. 


Praise-Singer 
The river is never so high that the eyes 
Of a fish are covered. The night is not so dark 
That the albino fails to find his way. A child 
Returning homewards craves no leading by the hand. 
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ans does the mask regain his grove at the end of the 
ee 

Gracefully. Gracefully does the mask dance 

Homeward at the end of the day, gracefully .. . 


Elesim’s trance appears to be deepening, his steps heavier. 


Iyaloja 
It is the death of war that kills the valiant, 
Death of water is how the swimmer goes. 
It is the death of markets that kills the trader 
And death of indecision takes the idle away. 
The trade of the cutlass blunts its edge 
And the beautiful die the death of beauty. 
It takes an Elesin to die the death of death... 
Only Elesin ... dies the unknowable death of death... 
Gracefully, gracefully does the horseman regain 
The stables at the end of day, gracefully... 


Praise-Singer How shall I tell what my eyes have seen? 
The Horseman gallops on before the courier, how shall I tell 
what my eyes have seen? He says a dog may be confused by 
new scents of beings he never dreamt of, so he must precede 
the dog to heaven. He says a horse may stumble on strange 
boulders and be lamed, so he races on before the horse to 
heaven. It is best, he says, to trust no messenger who may 
falter at the outer gate; oh how shall I tell what my ears have 


heard? But do you hear me still Elesin, do you hear your 
faithful one? 


Elesin im his motions appears to feel for a direction of sound, subtly, 
but he only sinks deeper into his trance-dance. : 


Praise-Singer ‘Elesin Alafin, I no longer sense your flesh. 
The drums are changing now but you have gone far ahead of 
the world. It is not yet noon in heaven; let those who claim it 
is begin their own journey home. So why must you rush like 
an scpeteye bride: why do you race to desert your Olohun- 
iyo? 


Elesin is. now sunk fully deep in his trance, there is no longer sign of 
any awareness of his surroundings. , 


Praise-Singer Does the deep voice of gbedu cover you 
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then, like the passage of royal elephants? Those drums that 
brook no rivals, have they blocked the passage to your ears” 
that my voice passes into wind, a mere leaf floating in the 
night? Is your flesh lightened Elesin, is that lump of earth I 
slid between your slippers to keep you longer slowly sifting 
from your feet? Are the drums on the other side now tuning 
skin to skin with ours in osugbo? Are there sounds there I 
cannot hear, do footsteps surround you which pound the earth 
like gbedu, roll like thunder round the dome of the world? Is 
the darkness gathering in your head Elesin? Is there now a 
streak of light at the end of the passage, a light I dare not 
look upon? Does it reveal whose voices we often heard, whose 
touches we often felt, whose wisdoms come suddenly into the 
mind when the wisest have shaken their heads and murmured, 
It cannot be done? Elesin Alafin, don’t think I do not know 
why your lips are heavy, why your limbs are drowsy as palm 
oil in the cold of harmattan. I would call you back but when 
the elephant heads for the jungle, the tail is too small a 
handhold for the hunter that would pull him back. The sun 
that heads for the sea no longer heeds the prayers of the 
farmer. When the river begins to taste the salt of the ocean, 
we no longer know what deity to call on, the river-god or 
Olokun. No arrow flies back to the string, the child does not 
return through the same passage that gave it birth. Elesin 
Oba, can you hear me at all? Your eyelids are glazed like a 
courtesan’s, is it that you see the dark groom and master of 
life? And will you see my father? Will you tell him that I 
stayed with you to the last? Will my voice ring in your ears 
awhile, will you remember Olohun-iyo even if the music on 
the other side surpasses his mortal craft? But will they know 
you over there? Have they eyes to gauge your worth, have 
they the heart to love you, will they know what thoroughbred 
prances towards them in caparisons of honour? If they do not 
Elesin, if any there cuts your yam with a small knife, or pours 
you wine in a small calabash, turn back and return to 
welcoming hands. If the world were not greater than the 
wishes of Olohun-iyo, I would not let you go... 


He appears to break down. Elesim dances on, completely in a trance. 
The dirge wells up louder and stronger. Elesim’s dance does not lose its 
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elasticity but his gestures become, if possible, even more weighty. Lights 
Jade slowly on the scene. 


Scene Four 


A masque. The front side of the stage 1s part of a wide corridor around 
the great hall of the Residency extending beyond vision into the rear and 
wings. It is redolent of the tawdry decadence of a far-flung but key 
imperial frontier. The couples in a variety of fancy-dress are ranged 
around the walls, gazing in the same direction. The guest-of-honour is 
about to make an appearance. A portion of the local police brass band 
with its white conductor is just visible. At last, the entrance of Royalty. 
The band plays ‘Rule Britannia’, badly, beginning long before he is 
visible. The couples bow and curtsey as he passes by them. Both he and 
his companions are dressed in seventeenth-century European costume. 
Following behind are the Resident and his partner similarly attired. 
As they gain the end of the hall where the orchestra dais begins the music 
comes to an end. The Primce bows to the guests. The band strikes up 
a Viennese waltz and the Prince Sormally opens the floor. Several bars 
later the Resident and his companion follaw suit. Others follow in 
appropriate pecking order. The orchestra’s waltz rendition is not of the 
highest musical standard. 


Some time later the Prince dances again into view and is settled into 
a comer by the Resident who then proceeds to select couples as 

they dance past for introduction, sometimes threading his way through 
the dancers to tap the lucky couple on the shoulder, Desperate efforts 
Jrom many to ensure that they are recognised in spite of, perhaps, 

their costume. The ritual of introductions soon takes in Pilkings and 
hus wife. The Primce is quite fascinated by their costume and they 
demonstrate the adaptations they have made to wt, pulling down 

the mask to demonstrate how the egungun normally appears, then 
showing the various press-button controls they have innovated for the face 
Slaps, the sleeves, etc. They demonstrate the dance steps and the guttural 
sounds made by the egungun, harass other dancers in the hall, Mrs 
Pilkings playing the ‘estrainer’ to Pilkings’ manic darts. Everyone 
is highly entertained, the Royal Party especially who lead the applause. 


At this point a liveried footman comes in with a note on a salver and is 
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intercepted almost absent-mindedly by the Resident who takes the note 
and reads it. After polite coughs he succeeds in excusing the Picings 
from the Prince and takes them aside. The Primce considerately offers 
the Residemt’s wife his hand and dancing 1s resumed. 


On their way out the Resident gives an order to his Aide-de- 
Camp. They come into the side corridor where the Residemt hands 
the note to Pilkings. 


Resident As you see it says ‘emergency’ on the outside. I 
took the liberty of opening it because His Highness was 
obviously enjoying the entertainment. I didn’t want to 
interrupt unless really necessary. 


Pilkings Yes, yes of course, sir. 
Resident Is it really as bad as it says? What’s it all about? 
Pilkings Some strange custom they have, sir. It seems 


because the King is dead some important chief has to commit 
suicide. 


Resident The King? Isn’t it the same one who died nearly 
a month ago? 


Pilkings Yes, sir. 
Resident Haven’t they buried him yet? 
Pilkings They take their time about these things, sir. The 


pre-burial ceremonies last nearly thirty days. It seems tonight 
is the final night. 


Resident But what has it got to do with the market 
women? Why are they rioting? We’ve waived that troublesome 
tax haven’t we? 


Pilkings We don’t quite know that they .are exactly rioting 
yet, sir. Sergeant Amusa is sometimes prone to exaggerations, 


Resident He sounds desperate enough. That comes out 
even in his rather quaint grammar. Where is the man 
- anyway? I asked my aide-de-camp to bring him here. 


Pilkings They are probably looking in the wrong verandah. 
Pll fetch him myself. 
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Resident No no you stay here. Let your wife go and look 
_ for them. Do you mind my dear ...? 


Jame Certainly not, your Excellency. (Goes.) 


Resident You should have kept me informed, Pilkings. You 
realise how disastrous it would have been if things had 
erupted while His Highness was here. 


Pilkings I wasn’t aware of the whole business until tonight, 
sir. 


Resident Nose to the ground Pilkings, nose to the ground. 
If we all let these little things slip past us where would the 
empire be eh? Tell me that. Where would we all be? 


Pilkings (low voice) Sleeping peacefully at home I bet. 
Resident What did you say, Pilkings? 
Pilkings It won’t happen again, sir. 


Resident It mustn’t, Pilkings. It mustn’t. Where is that 
damned sergeant? I ought to get back to His Highness as 
quickly as possible and offer him some plausible explanation 
for my rather abrupt conduct. Can you think of one, Pilkings? 


Pilkings You could tell him the truth, sir. 


Resident I could? No no no Pilkings, that would never do. 
What! Go and tell him there is a riot just two miles away 


from him? This is supposed to be a secure colony of His 
Majesty, Pilkings. . 


Pilkings Yes, sir. 


Resident Ah, there they are. No, these are not our native 
police. Are these the ring-leaders of the riot? 


Pilkings Sir, these are my police officers. 


Resident Oh, I beg your pardon officers. You do look a 
little ... I say, isn’t there something missing in their uniform? 
I think they used to have some rather colourful sashes. If I 
remember rightly I recommended them myself in my young 
days in the service. A bit of colour always appeals to the 
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natives, yes, I remember putting that in my report. Well well 
well, where are we? Make your report man. 


Pilkings (moves close to Amusa, between his teeth) And let’s 
have no more superstitious nonsense from you Amusa or Ill 
throw you in the guardroom for a month and feed you pork! 


Resident What’s that? What has pork to do with it? 


Pilkings Sir, I was just warning him to be brief. I’m sure 
you are most anxious to hear his report. 


Resident Yes yes yes of course. Come on man, speak up. 
Hey, didn’t we give them some colourful fez hats with all 
those wavy things, yes, pink tassels... 

Pilkings Sir, I think if he was permitted to make his report 
we might find that he lost his hat in the riot. 

Resident Ah yes indeed. I'd better tell His Highness that. 
Lost his hat in the riot, ha ha. He’ll probably say well, as 
long as he didn’t lose his head. (Chuckles to himself.) Don’t 
forget to send me a report first thing in the morning young 
Pilkings. 


Pilkings No, sir. 


Resident And whatever you do, don’t let things get out of : 


hand. Keep a cool head and — nose to the ground Pilkings. 
(Wanders off in the general direction of the hall.) 


Pilkings Yes, sir. 
Aide-de-Camp Would you be needing me, sir? 


Pilkings No thanks, Bob. I think His Excellency’s need of 
you is greater than ours. 


Aide-de-Camp We have a detachment of soldiers from the 
capital, sir. They accompanied His Highness up here. 


Pilkings I doubt if it will come to that but, thanks, Pll bear 
it in mind. Oh, could you send an orderly with my cloak. 


Aide-de-Camp Very good, sir. (Goes.) 
Pilkings Now, sergeant. 
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Amusa Sir ... (Makes an effort, stops dead. Eyes to the ceiling.) 
Pilkings Oh, not again. 

Amusa_ I cannot against death to dead cult. This dress get 
power of dead. 


Pilkings ll right, let’s go. You are relieved of all further 
duty Amusa. Report to me first thing in the morning. 


Jame Shall I come, Simon? 


Pilkimgs No, there’s no need for that. If I can get back 
later I will. Otherwise get Bob to bring you home. 


Jame Be careful Simon ... I mean, be clever. 


Pilkings Sure I will. You two, come with me. (As he tums to 
go, the clock in the Residency begins to chime. Pillkimgs looks at his 
watch then’ turns, horror-stricken, to stare at his wife. The same thought 
clearly occurs to her. He swallows hard. An orderly brings his isi It’s 
midnight. I had no idea it was that late. 


Jane But surely ... they don’t count the hours the way we 
do. The moon, or something... 


Pilkings I am ... not so sure. 


He turns and breaks into a sudden run. The two constables follow, also 
at a run. Amusa, who has kept his eyes on the ceiling throughout, 
waits until the last of the footsteps has faded out of hearing. He salutes 
suddenly, but without once looking in the direction of the woman. 


Amusa Goodnight, madam. 


Jame Oh. (She hesitates.) Amusa ... (He goes off without seeming 
to have heard.) Poor Simon... - 


A figure emerges from the shadows, a young black man dressed in a sober 
western suit. He peeps into the hall, tong to make out the figures of the 
dancers. 


Jane Who is that? 


Olunde (emerges into the light) J didn’t mean to startle you 
madam. I am looking for the District Officer. 
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Jane Wait a minute ... don’t I know you? Yes, you are 
Olunde, the young man who... 


Olunde Mrs Pilkings! How fortunate. I came here to look 
for your husband. 


Jane Olunde! Let’s look at you. What a fing young man 
you've become. Grand but solemn. Good God, when did you 
return? Simon never said a word. But you do look well 
Olunde. Really! 


Olunde You are ... well, you look quite well yourself Mrs 
Pilkings. From what little I can see of you. 


Jame Oh, this. It’s caused quite a stir I assure you, and not 
all of it very pleasant. You are not shocked I hope? 


Olunde Why should I be? But don’t you find it rather hot 
in there? Your skin must find it difficult to breathe. 


Jane Well, it is a little hot I must confess, but it’s all in a 
good cause. 


Olunde What cause Mrs Pilkings? 


Jane All this. The ball. And His Highness being here in 
person and all that. 


Olunde (mildly) And that is the good cause for which you 
desecrate an ancestral mask? 


Jame Oh, so you are shocked after all. How disappointing. 


Olunde No I am not shocked, Mrs Pilkings. You forget that 
I have now spent four years among your people. I discovered 
that you have no respect for what you do not understand. 


Jane Oh. So you’ve returned with a chip on your shoulder. 
That’s a pity Olunde. I am sorry. 


An uncomfortable silence follows. 
I take it then that you did not find you stay in England 


altogether edifying. 


Olunde I don’t say that. I found your people quite 
admirable in many ways, their conduct and courage in this 
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war for instance. 


Jame Ah yes, the war. Here of course it is all rather remote. 
From time to time we have a black-out drill just to remind us 
that there is a war on. And the rare convoy passes through on 
its way somewhere or on manoeuvres. Mind you there is the 
occasional bit of excitement like that ship that was blown up 
in the harbour. 


Olunde Here? Do you mean through enemy action? 


Jame Oh no, the war hasn’t come that close. The captain 
did it himself. I don’t quite understand it really. Simon tried 
to explain. The ship had to be blown up because it had 
become dangerous to other ships, even to the city itself. 
Hundreds of the coastal population would have died. 


Olunde Maybe it was loaded with ammunition and had 
caught fire. Or some of those lethal gases they’ve been 
experimenting on. 


Jame Something like that. The captain blew himself up with 
it. Deliberately. Simon said someone had to remain on board 
to light the fuse. 


Olunde It must have been a very short fuse. 


Jame (shrugs) I don’t know much about it. Only that there 
was no other way to save lives. No time to devise anything 
else. The captain took the decision and carried it out. 


Olunde Yes... I quite believe it. I met men like that in 
England. , 


Jame Oh just look at me! Fancy welcoming you back with 
such morbid news. Stale too. It was at least six months ago. 


Olunde I don’t find it morbid at all. I find it rather 
inspiring. It is an affirmative commentary on life. 


Jane What is? 
Olunde That captain’s self-sacrifice. 


Jame Nonsense. Life should never be thrown deliberately 
away. 
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Olunde And the innocent people around the harbour? 


Jame Oh, how does one know? The whole thing was 
probably exaggerated anyway. 


Olunde That was a risk the captain couldn’t take. But 
please Mrs Pilkings, do you think you could find your 
husband for me? I have to talk to him. 


_Jame Simon? (As she recollects for the fist time the full significance 


of Olunde’s presence.) Simon is ... there is a little problem in 
town. He was sent for. But ... when did you arrive? Does 
Simon know you’re here? 


Olunde (suddenly earnest) I need your help Mrs Pilkings. I’ve 
always found you somewhat more understanding than your 
husband. Please find him for me and when you do, you must 
help me talk to him. 


Jame I’m afraid I don’t quite ... follow you. Have you seen 
my husband already? 


Olunde I went to your house. Your houseboy told me you 


were here. (He smiles.) He even told me how I would recognise — 


you and Mr Pilkings. 


Jame Then you must know what my husband is trying to do 
for you. 


Olumde For me? 


Jane For you. For your people. And to think he didn’t even 
know you were coming back! But how do you happen to be 
here? Only this evening we were talking about you. We 
thought you were still four thousand miles away. 


Olunde I was sent a cable. 

Jane A cable? Who did? Simon? The business of your father 
didn’t begin till tonight. 

Olunde A relation sent it weeks ago, and it said nothing 
about my father. All it said was, Our King is dead. But I 


knew I had to return home at once so as to bury my father. I 
understood that. 
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Jame Well, thank God you don’t have to go through that 
agony. Simon is going to stop it. 


Olunde That’s why I want to see him. He’s wasting his 
time. And since he has been so helpful to me I don’t want 
him to incur the enmity of our people. Especially over 
nothing. 


Jame (sits down open-mouthed) You... you Olunde! 


Olunde Mrs Pilkings, I came home to bury my father. As 

soon as I heard the news I booked my passage home. In fact 
we were fortunate. We travelled in the same convoy as your 

Prince, so we had excellent protection. 


Jame But you don’t think your father is also entitled to 
whatever protection is available to him? 


Olunde How can I make you understand? He has 
protection. No one can undertake what he does tonight 
without the deepest protection the mind can conceive. What 
can you offer him in place of his peace of mind, in place of 
the honour and veneration of his own people? What would 
you think of your Prince if he refused to accept the risk of 
losing his life on this voyage? This ... showing-the-flag tour of 
colonial possessions. 


Jane I see. So it isn’t just medicine you studied in England. 


Olunde Yet another error into which your people fall. You 
believe that everything which appears to make sense was 
learnt from you. 


Jane Not so fast Olunde. You have learnt to argue I can 
tell that, but I never said you made sense. However clearly 
you try to put it, it is still a barbaric custom. It is even worse 
— it’s feudal! The King dies and a chieftain must be buried 
with him. How feudalistic can you get! 


Olunde (waves his hand towards the background. The Prince is 
dancing past again — to a different step — and all the guests are bowing 
and curtseying as he passes) And this? Even in the midst of a 
devastating war, look at that. What name would you give to 
that? 
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Jame Therapy, British style. The preservation of sanity in the 
midst of chaos. 


Olunde Others would call it decadence. However, it doesn’t 
really interest me. You white races know how to survive; I’ve 
seen proof of that. By all logical and natural laws this war 
should end with all the white races wiping out one another, 
wiping out their so-called civilisation for all time and reverting 
to a state of primitivism the like of which has so far only 
existed in your imagination when you thought of us. I thought 
all that at the beginning. Then I slowly realised that your 
greatest art is the art of survival. But at least have the 
humility to let others survive in their own way. 


Jane Through ritual suicide? 


Olunde Is that worse than mass suicide? Mrs Pilkings, what 
do you call what those young men are sent to do by their 
generals in this war? Of course you have also mastered the art 
of calling things by names which don’t remotely describe 
them. 


Jame You talk! You people with your long-winded, 
roundabout way of making conversation. 


Olunde Mrs Pilkings, whatever we do, we never suggest 
that a thing is the opposite of what it really is. In your 
newsreels I heard defeats, thorough, murderous defeats 
described as strategic victories. No wait, it wasn’t just on your 
newsreels. Don’t forget I was attached to hospitals all the 
time. Hordes of your wounded passed through those wards. I 
spoke to them. I spent long evenings by their bedsides while 
they spoke terrible truths of the realities of that war. I know 
now how history is made. 


Jane But surely, ‘in a war of this nature, for the morale of 
the nation you must expect.,. ; 


Olunde That a disaster beyond human reckoning be spoken 
of as a triumph? No. I mean, is there no mourning in the 
home of the bereaved that such blasphemy is permitted? 


Jame (after a moment’s pause) Perhaps I can understand you 
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now. The time we picked for you was not really one for 
seeing us at our best. 


Olunde Don’t think it was just the war. Before that even 
started I had plenty of time to study your people. I saw 
nothing, finally, that gave you the right to pass judgement on 
other peoples and their ways: Nothing at all. 


Jane (hesitantly) Was it the ... colour thing? I know there is 


some discrimination. 


Olunde Don’t make it so simple, Mrs Pilkings. You make it 
sound as if when I left, I took nothing at all with me. 


Jame Yes... and to tell the truth, only this evening, Simon 
and I agreed that we never really knew what you left with. 


Olunde Neither did J. But I found out over there. I am 
grateful to your country for that. And I will never give it up. 


Jame Olunde, please ... promise me something. Whatever 
you do, don’t throw away what you have started to do. You 
want to be a doctor. My husband and I believe you will make 
an excellent one, sympathetic and competent. Don’t let 
anything make you throw away your training. 


Olunde (genuinely surprised) Of course not. What a strange 
idea. I intend to return and complete my training. Once the 
burial of my father is over. 


Jame Oh, please...! 


Olunde Listen! Come outside. You can’t hear anything 
against that music. - 


Jame What is it? 
Olunde The drums. Can you hear the drums? Listen. 


The drums come over, still distant but more distinct. There ts a change of 
rhythm, it rises to a crescendo and then, suddenly, it is cut off. After a 
silence, a new beat begins, slow and resonant. 


Olunde There it’s all over. 


Jame You mean he’s... 
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Olunde Yes, Mrs Pilkings, my father is dead. His will-power 
has always been enormous; I know he is dead. 


Jane (screams) How can you be so callous! So unfeeling! You 
announce your father’s own death like a surgeon looking 
down on some strange ... stranger’s body! You’re just a 
savage like all the rest. 

Aide-de-Camp (rushing out) Mrs Pilkings. Mrs Pilkings. (She 
breaks down, sobbing.) Are you all right, Mrs Pilkings? 


Olunde She'll be all right. (Tums to go.) 

Aide-de-Camp Who are you? And who the hell asked your 
opinion? 

Olunde You're quite right, nobody. (Going.) 

Aide-de-Camp What the hell! Did you hear me ask you 
who you were? : 

Olunde I have business to attend to. 


Aide-de-Camp [ll give you business in a moment you 
impudent nigger. Answer my question! 


Olunde I have a funeral to arrange. Excuse me. (Going.) 
Aide-de-Camp I said stop! Orderly! 

Jame No, no, don’t do that. I’m all right. And for heaven’s 
sake don’t act so foolishly. He’s a family friend. 


Aide-de-Camp Well he’d better learn to answer civil 
questions when he’s asked them. These natives put a suit on 
and they get high opinions of themselves. 


Olunde Can I go now? 


Jane No no don’t go. I must talk to you. I’m sorry about 
what I said. 


Olunde It’s nothing, Mrs Pilkings. And I’m really anxious to 
go. I couldn’t see my father before, it’s forbidden for me, his 
heir and successor, to set eyes on him from the moment of 
the King’s death. But now ... I would like to touch his body 
while it is still warm. 
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Jane You will. I promise I shan’t keep you long. Only, I 
couldn’t possibly let you go like that. Bob, please excuse us. 


Aide-de-Camp If you’re sure... 


Jame Of course I’m sure. Something happened to upset me 
just then, but I’m all right now. Really. 


The Aide-de-Camp oes, somewhat reluctantly. 
Olunde I mustn’t stay long. 


Jame Please, I promise not to keep you. It’s just that ... oh’ 
you saw yourself what happens to one in this place. The 
Resident’s man thought he was being helpful, that’s the way 
we all react. But I can’t go in among that crowd just now and 
if I stay by myself somebody will come looking for me. Please, 
just say something for a few moments and then you can go. 
Just so I can recover myself. 


Olunde What do you want me to say? 


Jame Your calm acceptance for instance, can you explain 
that? It was so unnatural. I don’t understand that at all. I feel 
a need to understand all I.can. 


Olunde But you explained it yourself. My medical training 
perhaps. I have seen death too often. And the soldiers who 
returned from the front, they died on our hands all the time. 


Jane No. It has to be more than that. I feel it has to do 
with the many things we don’t really grap about your people. 
At least you can explain. 


Olunde All these things are part of it. And anyway, my 
father has been dead in my mind for nearly a month, Ever 
since I learnt of the King’s death. I’ve lived with my. 
bereavement so long now that I cannot think of him alive. On 
that journey on the boat, I kept my mind on my duties as the 
one who must perform the rites over his body. I went through 
it all again and again in my mind as he himself had taught 
me. I didn’t want to do anything wrong, something which 
might jeopardise the welfare of my people. 


Jame But he had disowned you. When you left he swore - 
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publicly you were no longer his son. ° 


Olunde I told you, he was a man of tremendous will. 
Sometimes that’s another way of saying stubborn. But among 
our people, you don’t disown a child just like that. Even if I 
had died before him I would still be buried like his eldest son. 
But it’s time for me to go. 


Jame Thank you. I feel calmer. Don’t let me keep you from 
your duties. 


Olunde Goodnight, Mrs Pilkings. 
Jane Welcome home. 


She holds out her hand. As he takes it footsteps are heard approaching the 
drive. A short while later a woman’s sobbing 1s also heard. 


Pilkings (off) Keep them here till I get back. (He strides inio 
view, reacts at the sight of Olunde but turns to ins wife.) Thank 
goodness you're still here. 


Jame Simon, what happened? 
Pilkimgs Later Jane, please. Is Bob still here? 
Jame Yes, I think so. I’m sure he must be. 


Pilkings Try and get him out here as quickly as you can. 
Tell him it’s urgent. 


Jame Of course. Oh Simon, you remember... 


Pilkings Yes yes. I can see who it is. Get Bob out here. 
(She runs off.) At first I thought I was seeing a ghost. 


Olunde Mr Pilkings, I appreciate what you tried to do. I 
want you to believe that. I can tell you it would have been a 
terrible calamity if you’d succeeded. 


Pilkings (opens his mouth several times, shuts it) You ... said 
what? 


Olunde A calamity for us, the entire people. 
Pilkings (sighs) I see. Hm. 
Olunde And now I must go. I must see him before he 49 
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turns cold. 


Pilkings Oh ah... em... but this is a shock to see you. I 
mean er thinking all this while you were in England and 
thanking God for that. 


Olunde I came on the mail boat. We travelled in the 
Prince’s convoy. , 


_ Pilkiings Ah yes, a-ah, hm ... er well... 


Olunde Goodnight. I can see you are shocked by the whole 
business. But you must know by now there are things you 
cannot understand — or help. 


Pilkings Yes. Just a minute. There are armed policemen 
that way and they have instructions to let no one pass. I 
suggest you wait a little. Pll er ... give you an escort. 


Olunde That’s very kind of you. But do you think it could 
be quickly arranged. 


Pilkings Of course. In fact, yes, what I'll do is send Bob 
over with some men to the er ... place. You can go with 
them. Here he comes now. Excuse me a minute. 


Aide-de-Camp Anything wrong sir? 


Pilkings (takes him to one side) Listen Bob, that cellar in the 
disused annexe of the Residency, you know, where the slaves 
were stored before being taken down to the coast... 


Aide-de-Camp Oh yes, we use it as a storeroom for 
broken furniture. 


Pilkings But it’s still got the bars on it? 
Aide-de-Camp Oh yes, they are quite intact. 


Pilkings Get the keys please. Ill explain later. And I want 
a strong guard over the Residency tonight. 


Aide-de-Camp We have that already. The detachment 
from the coast... 


Pilkings. No, I don’t want them at the gates of the 
Residency. I want you to deploy them at the bottom of the 
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hill, a long way from the main hall so they can deal with any 
situation long before the sound carries to the house. 


Aide-de-Camp Yes of course. 
Pilkings I don’t want His Highness alarmed. 
Aide-de-Camp You think the riot will spread here? 


Pilkings It’s unlikely but I don’t want to take a chance. I 
made them believe I was going to lock the man up in my 
house, which was what I had planned to do in the first place. 
They are probably assailing it by now. I took a roundabout 
route here so I don’t think there is any danger at all. At least 
not before dawn. Nobody is to leave the premises of course — 
the native employees I mean. They’ll soon smell something is 
up and they can’t keep their mouths shut. 


Aide-de-Camp [ll give instructions at once. 
Pilkings I°ll take the prisoner down myself. Two policemen 


will stay with him throughout the night. Inside the cell. 


Aide-de-Camp Right sir. (Salutes and goes off at the double.) 


Pilkings Jane. Bob is coming back in a moment with a 
detachment. Until he gets back please stay with Olunde. (He 
makes an extra warning gesture with his eyes.) 


Olunde Please, Mr Pilkings... 


Pilkings [I hate to be stuffy old son, but we havea crisis on 
our hands. It has to do with your father’s affair if you must 
know. And it happens also at a time when we have His 
Highness here. I am responsible for security so you'll simply 
have to do as I say. I hope that’s understood. (Marches off 
quickly, in the direction from which he made hus first appearance.) 


Olunde What’s going on? All this can’t be just because he 
failed to stop my father killing himself. 


Jane I honestly don’t know. Could it have sparked off a 
riot? 


Olunde No. If he’d succeeded that would be more likely to 
start the riot. Perhaps there were other factors involved. Was 
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there a chieftaincy dispute? 
Jane None that I know of. 


Elesin (an animal bellow from off) Leave me alone! Is it not 
enough that you have covered me in shame! White man, take 
your hand from my body! | 


Olunde stands frozen to the spot. Jame, understanding at last, tries to 
move him. 


Jane Let’s go in. It’s getting chilly out here. 
Pilkings (of) Carry him. 


Elesin Give me back the name you ‘have taken away from 
me you ghost from the land of the nameless! 


Pilkings Carry him! I can’t have a disturbance here. 
Quickly! stuff up his mouth. 


Jane Oh God! Let’s go in. Please Olunde. 

Olunde does not move. 

Elesin Take your albino’s hand from me you... 

Sounds of a struggle. His voice chokes as he is gagged. 

Olunde (quietly) That was my father’s voice. 

Jame Oh you poor orphan, what have you come home to? 


There is a sudden explosion of rage from off-stage and powerful steps 


come running up the drive. 
Pilkings You bloody fools, after him! 


Immediately Elesin, in handcuffs, comes pounding in the direction of 
Jane and Olunde, followed some moments afterwards by Pilkings 
and the constables. Elesim, confronted by the seeming statue of his son, 
stops dead. Olumde stares above his head into the distance. The 
constables try to grab him. Jane screams at them. 


Jame Leave him alone! Simon, tell them to leave him alone. 


Pilkings All right, stand aside you. (Shrugs.) Maybe just as 
well. It might help to calm him down. 
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"For several moments they hold the same position. Elesim moves a step 


JSorward, almost as if he’s still in doubt. 


Elesin Olunde? (He moves his head, inspecting him from side to 
side.) Olunde! (He collapses slowly at Olunde’s feet.) Oh son, 
don’t let the sight of your father turn you blind! 

Olunde (he moves for the first time since he heard his voice, brings his 
head slowly down to look on him) I have no father, eater of left- 
overs. 


He walks slowly down the way his father had run. Light fades out on 
Elesin, sobbing into the ground. 


Scene Five 


A wnde iron-barred gate stretches almost the whole width of the cell in 
which Elesim is imprisoned. His wrists are encased in thick iron 
bracelets, chained together; he stands against the bars, looking out. Seated 
on the ground to one side on the outside is hus recent Bride, her eyes 
bent perpetually to the ground. Figures of the two guards can be seen 
deeper inside the cell, alert to every movement Elesin makes. Pilkings, 
now in a police officer’s uniform, enters noiselessly, observes him a while. 
Then he coughs ostentatiously and approaches. Leans against the bars near 
a comer, his back to Elesin. He 7s obviously trying to fall in mood 
with him. Some moments’ silence. 


-Pilkimgs You seem fascinated by the moon. 


Elesin (after a pause) Yes, ghostly one. Your twin-brother up 
there engages my thoughts. 


Pilkings It is a beautiful night. 

Elesin Is that so? 

Pilkings The light on the leaves, the peace of the night... 
Elesin The night is not at peace, District Officer. 

Pilkings No? I would have said it was. You know, quiet . ‘a 


Elesin And does quiet mean peace for you? 
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Pilkings Well, nearly the same thing. Naturally there is a 
subtle difference .. . 


Elesin The night is not at peace, ghostly one. The world is 
not at peace. You have shattered the peace of the world for 
ever. There is no sleep in the world tonight. 


Pilkings It is still a good bargain if the world should lose 
one night’s sleep as the price of saving a man’s life. 


Elesin You did not save my life, District Officer. You 
destroyed it. 


Pilkings Now come on... 


Elesin And not merely my life but the lives of many. The 
end of the night’s work is not over. Neither this year nor the 
next will see it. If I wished you well, I would pray that you 
do not stay long enough on our land to see the disaster you 
have brought upon us. 


Pilkings Well, I did my duty as I saw it. I have no regrets. 
Elesin No. The regrets of life always come later. 
Some moments’ pause. 


You are waiting for dawn, white man. I hear you saying to 
yourself; only so many hours until dawn and then the danger 
is over. All I must do is to keep him alive tonight. You don’t 
quite understand it all but you know that tonight is when 
what ought to be must be brought about. I shall ease your 
mind even more, ghostly one. It is not an entire night but a 
moment of the night, and that moment is past. The moon 
was my messenger and guide. When it reached a certain 
gateway in the sky, it touched that moment for which my 
whole life has been spent in blessings. Even I do not know the 
gateway. I have stood here and scanned the sky for a glimpse 
of that door but, I cannot see it. Human eyes are useless for a 
search of this nature. But in the house of osugbo, those who 
keep watch through the spirit recognised the moment, they 
sent word to me through the voice of our sacred drums to 
prepare myself. I heard them and I shed all thoughts of earth. 
I began to follow the moon to the abode of the gods ... 
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servant of the white king, that was when you entered my 
chosen place of departure on feet of desecration. 


Pilkings I’m sorry, but we all see our duty differently. 


Elesin I no longer blame you. You stole from me my first- 
born, sent him to your country so you could turn him into 
something in your own image. Did you plan it all beforehand? 
There are moments when it seems part of a larger plan. He 
who must follow my footsteps is taken from me, sent across 
the ocean. Then, in my turn, I am stopped from fulfilling my 
destiny. Did you think it all out before, this plan to push our 
world from its course and sever the cord that links us to the 


great origin? 
Pilkings You don’t really believe that. Anyway, if that was 
my intention with your son, I appear to have failed. 


Elesin You did not fail in the main, ghostly one. We know 
the roof covers the rafters, the cloth covers blemishes; who 
would have known that the white skin covered our future, 
preventing us from seeing the death our enemies had prepared 
for us. The world is set adrift and its inhabitants are lost. 
Around them, there is nothing but emptiness. 


Pilkings Your son does not take so gloomy a view. 


Elesin Are you dreaming now, white man? Were you not 

present at the reunion of shame? Did you not see when the 

world reversed itself and the father fell before his son, asking 
forgiveness? 


Pilkings That was in the heat of the moment. I spoke to 
him and ... if you want to know, he wishes he could cut out 
his tongue for uttering the words he did. 


Elesin No. What he said must never be unsaid. The 
contempt of my own son rescued something of my shame at ~ 
your hands. You have stopped me in my duty but I know _. 
now that I did give birth to a son. Once I mistrusted him for 
seeking the companionship of those my spirit knew as enemies 
of our race. Now I understand. One should seek to obtain the 
secrets of his enemies. He will avenge my shame, white one. 
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His spirit will destroy you and yours. 


Pilkings That kind of talk is hardly called for. If you don’t 
want my consolation... 


Elesin No white man, I do not want your consolation. 


Pilkings As you wish. Your son, anyway, sends his 
consolation. He asks your forgiveness. When I asked him not 
to despise you his reply was: I cannot judge him, and if I © 
cannot judge him, I cannot despise him. He wants to come to 
you and say goodbye and to receive your blessing. 

Elesin Goodbye? Is he returning to your land? 


Pilkimgs Don’t you think that’s the most sensible thing for 
him to do? I advised him to leave at once, before dawn, and 
he agrees that is the right course of action. 


Elesin Yes, it is best. And even if I did not think so, I have 
lost the father’s place of honour. My voice is broken. 


Pilkings Your son honours you. If he didn’t he would not 
ask your blessing. 


Elesin No. Even a ea ate is not without pity for the 
turf he strikes with his hoof. When is he coming? 


Pilkings As soon as the town is a little quieter. I. advised it. 


Elesin Yes, white man, I am sure you advised it. You 
advise all our lives although on the authority of what gods, I 
do not know. 


Pilkings (opens his mouth to reply, then appears to change his mind. 
Tums to go. Hesitates and stops again) Before I leave you, may I 
ask just one thing of you? 


Elesin I am listening. 


Pilkimgs I wish to ask you to search the quiet of your heart 
and tell me — do you not find great contradictions in the 
wisdom of your own race? 


Elesin Make yourself clear, white one. 
Pilkings I have lived among you long enough to learn a 
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saying or two. One came to my mind tonight when I stepped 
into the market and saw what was going on. You were 
surrounded by those who egged you on with songs and 
praises. I thought, are these not the same people who say: the 
elder grimly approaches heaven and you ask him to bear your 
greetings yonder; do you really think he makes the journey 
willingly? After that, I did not hesitate. 


A pause. Ellesin sighs. Before he can speak a sound of running feet is 
heard. 


Jane (off) Simon! Simon! 
Pilkimgs What on earth. ..! (Runs off) 
Elesin turns to his new wife, gazes on her for some moments. 


Elesin My young bride, did you hear the ghostly one? You 
sit and sob in your silent heart but say nothing to all this. 
First I blamed the white man, then I blamed my gods for 
deserting me. Now I feel I want to blame you for the mystery 
of the sapping of my will. But blame is a strange peace 
offering for a man to bring a world he has deeply wronged, 
and to its innocent dwellers. Oh little mother, I have taken 
countless women in my life but you were more than a desire 
of the flesh. I needed you as the abyss across which my body 
must be drawn, I filled it with earth and dropped my seed in 
it at the moment of preparedness for my crossing. You were 
the final gift of the living to their emissary to the land of the 
ancestors, and perhaps your warmth and youth brought new 
insights of this world to me and turned my feet leaden on this 
side of the abyss. For I confess to you, daughter, my weakness 
came not merely from the abomination of the white man who 
came violently into my fading presence, there was also a 
weight of longing on my earth-held limbs. I would have 
shaken it off, already my foot had begun to lift but then, the 
white ghost entered and all was defiled. 


Approaching voices of Pilkkings and lus wife. 
Jame Oh Simon, you will let her in won’t you? 


Pilkings I really wish you’d stop interfering. 
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They come into view. Jame is in a dressing-gown. Pillings is holding 
a@ note to which he refers from time to time. 

Jame Good gracious, I didn’t initiate this. I was sleeping 
quietly, or trying to anyway, when the servant brought a. It 8 


not my fault if one can’t see undisturbed even in the 
Residency. 


Pilkimgs He’d have done the same thing if we were 
sleeping at home so don’t sidetrack the issue. He knows he 
can get round you or he wouldn’t send you the petition i in the 
first place. 


Jane Be fair Simon. After all he was thinking of your own 
interests. He is grateful you know, you seem to forget that. He 
feels he owes you something. 


Pilkings I just wish they’d leave this man alone manigitt 
that’s all. — 


Jame Trust him Simon. He’s ee his word it will all go 
peacefully. 


Pilkings Yes, and that’s the other thing. I don’t like being 
threatened. 


Jame Threatened? (Takes the note.) I didn’t spot any threat. 


Pilkings It’s there. Veiled, but it’s there. The only way to 
prevent serious rioting tomorrow — what a cheek! 


Jame I don’t think he’s threatening you Simon. 
Fillings He’s picked up the idiom all right. Wouldn’t 
surprise me if he’s been mixing with commies or anarchists 


over there. The phrasing sounds too good to be true. Damn! 
If only the Prince hadn’t picked this time for his visit. 


Jane Well, even so Simon, what have you got to lose? You 
>. = . . 
don’t want a riot on your hands, not with the Prince here. 


Pillsings (going up to Elesin) Let’s see what he has to say. 
Chief Elesin, there is yet another person who wants to see 
you. As she is not a next-of-kin I don’t really feel obliged to 
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let her in. But your son sent a note with her, so it’s up to 
you. 


Elesin I know who that must be. So she found out your 
hiding- place. Well, it was not difficult. My stench of shame is 
so strong, it requires no hunter’s dog to follow it. 


Pilkings If you don’t want to see her, just say so and I'll 
send her packing. 


Elesin Why should I not want to see her? Let her come. I 
have no more holes in my rag of shame. All is laid bare. 


Pilkings [I'll bring her in. (Goes off) 


Jame (hesitates, then goes to Elesin) ' Please, try and understand. 
Everything my husband did was for the best. 


Elesin (he gives her a long strange stare, as if he is trying to 
understand who she is) You are the wife of the District Officer? 


Jame Yes. My name is Jane. 


Elesin That is my wife sitting down there. You notice how 
still and silent she sits? My business is with your husband. 


Pilkings retums with Tyaloja. 


Pilkings Here she is. Now first I want your word of honour 
that you will try nothing foolish. 


Elesin Honour? White one, did you say you wanted my 


word of honour? 


Pilkings I know you to be an honourable man. Give me 
your word of honour you will receive nothing from her. 


Elesin But I am sure you have searched her clothing as you 
would never dare touch your own mother. And there are 
these two lizards of yours who roll their eyes even when I 
scratch. 


Pilkings And I shall be sitting on that tree trunk watching 
even how you blink. Just the same I want your word that you 


. will not let her pass anything to you. 


Elesin You have my honour already. It is locked up in that 
desk in which you will put away your report of this night’s 
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events. Even the honour of my people you have taken 
already; it is tied together with those papers of treachery 
which make you masters in this land. 


Pilkings All right. I am trying to make things easy but if 
you must bring in politics we’ll have to do it the hard way. 
Madam, I want you to remain along this line and move no 
nearer to the cell door. Guards! (They spring to attention.) If she 
moves beyond this point, blow your whistle. Come on Jane. 


(They go off.) 


Iyaloja How boldly the lizard struts before the pigeon when 
it was the eagle itself he promised us he would confrent. 


 Elesin I don’t ask you to take pity on me Iyaloja. You have 
a message for me or you would not have come. Even if it is 
the. curses of the world, I shall listen. 


Tyaloja You made so bold with the servant of the white 
king who took your side against death. I must tell your 
brother chiefs when I return how bravely you waged war 
against him. Especially with words. 


Elesin I more than deserve your scorn. 


Tyaloja (with sudden anger) I warned you, if you must leave a 
seed behind, be sure it is not tainted with the curses of the 
world. Who are you to open a new life when you dared not 
open the door to a new existence? I say who are you to make 
so bold? (The Bride sobs and lyaloja notices her. Her contempt 
noticeably increases as she turns back to Elesin.) Oh you self- 
vaunted stem of the plantain, how hollow it all proves. The 
pith is gone in the parent stem, so how will it prove with the 
new shoot? How will it go with that earth that bears it? Who 
are you to bring this abomination on us! 


Elesin My powers deserted me. My charms, my spells, even 
my voice lacked strength when I made to summon the powers 
that would lead me over the last measure of earth into the 
land of the fleshless. You saw it, Iyaloja. You saw me struggle 
to retrieve my will from the power of the stranger whose 
shadow fell across the doorway and left me floundering and 
blundering in a maze I had never before encountered. My 
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senses were numbed when the touch of cold iron came upon 
my wrists. I could do nothing to save myself. 


Iyaloja You have betrayed us. We fed you sweetmeats such 
as we hoped awaited you on the other side. But you said No, 
I must eat the world’s left-overs. We said you were the hunter 
who brought the quarry down; to you belonged the vital 
portions of the game. No, you said, I am the hunter’s dog 
and I shall eat the entrails of the game and the faeces of the 
hunter. We said you were the hunter returning home in 
triumph, a slain buffalo pressing down on his neck; you said 
Wait, I first must turn up this cricket hole with my toes. We 
said yours was the doorway at which we first spy the tapper 
when he comes down from the tree, yours was the blessing of 
the twilight wine, the purl that brings night spirits out of 
doors to steal their portion before the light of day. We said 
yours was the body of wine whose burden shakes the tapper 
like a sudden gust on his perch. You said, No, I am content 
to lick the dregs from each calabash when the drinkers are 
done. We said, the dew on earth’s surface was for you to 
wash your feet along the slopes of honour. You said No, I 
shall step in the vomit of cats and the droppings of mice; I 
shall fight them for the left-overs of the world. 


Elesin- Enough Iyaloja, enough. 


Iyaloja We called you leader and oh, how you led us on. 
What we have no intention of eating should not be held to 


the nose. 

Elesin Enough, enough. My shame is heavy enough. 
Iyaloja Wait. I came with a burden. 

Elesin You have more than discharged it. 

Iyaloja I wish I could pity you. 


Elesin I need neither your pity nor the pity of the world. I 
need understanding. Even I need to understand. You were 
present at my defeat. You were part of the beginnings. You 
brought about the renewal of my tie to earth, you helped in 
the binding of the cord. 


55 


374 Death and the King’s Horseman 


Iyaloja I gave you warning. The river which fills up before 
our eyes does not sweep us away in its flood. 


Elesin What were warnings beside the moist contact of 
living earth between my fingers? What were warnings beside 
the renewal of famished embers lodged eternally in the heart 
of man. But even that, even if it overwhelmed one with a 
thousandfold temptations to linger a little while, a man could 
overcome it. It is when the alien hand pollutes the source of 
will, when a stranger force of violence shatters the mind’s 
calm resolution, this is when a man is made to commit the 
awful treachery of relief, commit in his thought the 
unspeakable blasphemy of seeing the hand of the gods in this 
alien rupture of his world. I know it was this thought that 
killed me, sapped my powers and turned me into an infant in 
the hands of unnamable strangers. I made to utter my spells 
anew but my tongue merely rattled in my mouth. I fingered 
hidden charms and the contact was damp; there was no spark 
left to sever the life-strings that should stretch from every 
finger-tip. My will was squelched in the spittle of an alien 
race, and all because I had committed this blasphemy of 
thought — that there might be the hand of the gods ina 
stranger’s intervention. 


Iyaloja_ Explain it how you will, I hope it brings you peace 
of mind. The bush-rat fled his rightful cause, reached the 
market and set up a lamentation. ‘Please save me!’ — are these 
fitting words to hear from an ancestral mask? ‘There’s a wild 
beast at my heels’ is not becoming language from a hunter. 


Elesin May the world forgive me. 


Iyaloja I came with a burden I said. It approaches the 
gates which are so well guarded by those jackals whose spittle 
will from this day be on your food and drink. But first, tell 
me, you who were once Elesin Oba, tell me, you who know 
so well the cycle of the plantain: is it the parent shoot which 
withers to give sap to the younger or, does your wisdom see it 
running the other way? 


Elesin I don’t see your meaning lyaloja? 
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Iyaloja Did I ask you for a meaning? I asked a question. 
Whose trunk withers to give sap to the other? The parent 
shoot or the younger? 


Elesin The parent. 


Iyaloja Ah. So you do know that. There are sights in this 
world which say different Elesin. There are some who choose 
to reverse the cycle of our being. Oh, you emptied bark that 
the world once saluted for a pith-laden being, shall I tell you 
what the gods have claimed of you? 

In her agitation she steps beyond the line indicated by Pillkimgs and the 
air is rent by piercing whistles. The two guards also leap forward and 
place safeguarding hands on Elesin. Iyaloja stops, astonished. 
Pilkings comes racing in, followed by Jane. 


Pilkings What is it? Did they try something? 
Guard She stepped beyond the line. 
Elesin (in a broken voice) Let her alone. She meant no harm. 


Iyaloja Oh Elesin, see what you’ve become. Once you had 
no need to open your mouth in explanation because evil- 
smelling goats, itchy of hand and foot, had lost their senses. 
And it was a brave man indeed who dared lay hands on you 
because lyaloja stepped from one side of the earth onto 
another. Now look at the spectacle of your life. I grieve for 
you. 


Pilkings I think you’d better leave. I doubt you have done 
him much good by coming here. I shall make sure you are 
not allowed to see him again. In any case we are moving him 
to a different place before dawn, so don’t bother to come 
back. 


Iyaloja We foresaw that. Hence the burden I trndged here 
to lay beside your gates. 


Pilkings . What was that you said? 


Iyaloja Didn’t our son explain? Ask that one. He knows 
what it is. At least we hope the man we once knew as Elesin 
remembers the lesser oaths he need not break. 
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Pilkings Do you know what she is talking about? 


Elesin Go to the gates, ghostly one. Whatever you find 
there, bring it to me. 


Iyaloja Not yet. It drags behind me on the slow, weary feet 
of women. Slow as it is Elesin, it has long overtaken you. It 
rides ahead of your laggard will. 


Pilkings What is she saying now? Christ! Must your neous 
forever speak in riddles? 


Elesin It will come. white man, it will come. Tell your men 
at the gates to let it through. 


Pilkings (dubiously) Tl have to see what it is. 


Tyaloja You will. (Passtonaiely.) But this is one oath he 
cannot shirk. White one, you have a king here, a visitor from 
your land. We know of his presence here. Tell me, were he to 
die would you leave his spirit roaming restlessly on the surface 
of earth? Would you bury him here among those you consider 
less than human? In your land have you no ceremonies of the 
dead? 


Pilkings Yes. But we don’t make our chiefs commit suicide 
to keep him company. 


Iyaloja Child, I have not come to help your understanding. 
(Points to Elesin.) This is the man whose weakened 
understanding holds us in bondage to you. But ask him if you 
wish. He knows the meaning of a king’s passage; he was not 
born yesterday. He knows the peril to the race when our dead 
father, who goes as intermediary, waits and waits and knows 
he is betrayed. He knows when the narrow gate was opened 
and he knows it will not stay for laggards who drag their feet 
in dung and vomit, whose lips are reeking of the left-overs of 
lesser men. He knows he has condemned our King to wander 
in the void of evil with beings who are enemies of life. 


Pilkings Yeser... 


Iyaloja What we ask is little enough. Let him release our 
King so he can ride on homewards alone. The messenger is . 


but look here... 
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on his way on the backs of women. Let him send word 
through the heart that is folded up within the bolt. It is the 
least of all his oaths, it is the easiest fulfilled. 


The Aide-de-Camp uns in. 


Pilkings Bob? 
Aide-de-Camp Sir, there’s a group of women chanting up 
the hill. 


Pilkings (rounding on Iyaloja) If you people want trouble. . . 


Jame Simon, I think that’s what Olunde referred to in his 
letter. 

Pilkings He knows damned well I can’t have a crowd here! 
Damn it, I explained the delicacy of my position to him. I 
think it’s about time I got him out of town. Bob, send a car 
and two or three soldiers to bring him in. I think the sooner 
he takes his leave of his father and gets out the better. 


Iyaloja Save your labour white one. If it is the father of 
your prisoner you want, Olunde, he who until this night we 
knew as Elesin’s son, he comes soon himself to take his leave. 
He has sent the women ahead, so let them in. 

Pilkings remains undecided. 

Aide-de-Camp What do we do about the invasion? We 
can still stop them far from here. 

Pilkings What do they look like? 


Aide-de-Camp They’re not many. And they seem quite 
peaceful. 

Pilkings No men? 

Aide-de-Camp Mn, two or three at the most. 

Jane Honestly, Simon, I’d trust Olunde. I don’t think he’ll 
deceive you about their intentions. 


Pilkings He’d better not. All right then, let them in Bob. 
Warn them to control themselves. Then hurry Olunde here, 
Make sure he brings his baggage because I’m not returning 
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him into town. 
Aide-de-Camp Very good, sir. (Goes.) 


Pilkings (fo Iyaloja) I hope you understand that if anything 
goes wrong it will be on your head. My men have orders to 
shoot at the first sign of trouble. 


Iyaloja To prevent one death you will actually make other 
deaths? Ah, great is the wisdom of the white race. But have 
no fear. Your Prince will sleep peacefully. So at long last will 
ours. We will disturb you no further, servant of the white 
King. Just let Elesin fulfil his oath and we will retire home 
and pay homage to our King. 


Jane I believe her Simon, don’t you? 
Pilkings Maybe. 


Elesin Have no fear ghostly one. I have a message to send 
my King and then you have nothing more to fear. 


Iyaloja Olunde would have done it. The chiefs asked him 
to speak the words but he said no, not while you lived. 


Elesin Even from the depths to which my spirit has sunk, I 
find some joy that this little has been left to me. 


The Women enter, intoning the dirge ‘Ale le le’ and swaying from side 
to side. On their shoulders is borne a longish object roughly like a 
cylindrical bolt, covered in cloth. They set it down on the spot where 
Iyaloja had stood earlier, and form a semi-circle round it. The 
Praise-Singer and drummer stand on the inside of the semi-circle but 
the drum is not used at all. The drummer intones under the Praise- 
Singer’s invocations. 


Pilkimgs (as they enter) What is that? 


Iyaloja The burden you have made white one, but we 
bring it in peace. 


Pilkings [ said what is it? 


Elesin White man, you must let me out. I have a duty to 
perform. ‘ 


Scene Five 379 


Pilkings I most certainly will not. 


Elesin There lies the courier of my King. Let me out so I 
can perform what is demanded of me. 


Pilkings You'll do what you need to do from inside there 
or not at all. I’ve gone as far as I intend to with this business. 


Elesin The worshipper who lights a candle in your church 
to bear a message to his god bows his head and speaks in a 
whisper to the flame. Have I not seen it ghostly one? His 
voice does not ring out to the world. Mine are no words for 
anyone’s ears. They are not words even for the bearers of this 
load. They are words I must speak secretly, even as my father 
whispered them in my ears and I in the ears of my first-born. 
I cannot shout them to the wind and the open night-sky. 


Jane ‘Simon... 
Pilkings Don’t interfere. Please! 


Iyaloja They have slain the favourite horse of the King and 
slain his dog. They have borne them from pulse to pulse 
centre of the land receiving prayers for their King. But the 
rider has chosen to stay behind. Is it too much to ask that he 
speak his heart to heart of the waiting courier? (Pillkings ‘ums 
his back on her.) So be it, Elesin Oba, you see how even the 
mere leavings are denied you. (She gestures to the Praise- 
Singer.) 


Praise-Singer Elesin Oba! I call you by that name only 
this last time. Remember when I said, if you cannot come, tell 
my horse. (Pause.) What? I cannot hear you? I said, if you 
cannot come, whisper in the ears of my horse. Is your tongue 
severed from the roots? Elesin? I can hear no response. I said, 
if there are boulders you cannot climb, mount my horse’s 
back, this spotless black stallion, he’ll bring you over them. 
(Pauses.) Elesin Oba, once you had a tongue that darted like a 
drummer’s stick. I said, if you get lost my dog will track a 
path to me. My memory fails me but I think you replied: My 
feet have found the path, Alafin. 


The dirge rises and falls. 
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I said at the last, if evil hands hold you back, just tell my 
horse there is weight on the hem of your smock. I dare not 
wait too long. 


The dirge rises and falls. 


There lies the swiftest ever messenger of a king, so set me free 
with the errand of your heart. There lie the head and heart 
of the favourite of the gods, whisper in his ears. Oh my 
companion, if you had followed when you should, we would 
not say that the horse preceded its rider. If you had followed 
when it was time, we would not say the dog has raced 
beyond and left his master behind. If you had raised your will 
to cut the thread of life at the summons of the drums, we 
would not say your mere shadow fell across the gateway and 
took its owner’s place at the banquet. But the hunter, laden 
with slain buffalo, stayed to root in the cricket’s hole with his 
toes. What now is left? If there is a dearth of bats, the pigeon 
must serve us for the offering. Speak the words over your 
shadow which must now serve in your place. 


Elesin I cannot approach. Take off the cloth. I shall speak 
my message from heart to heart of silence. 


Iyaloja (moves forward and removes the covering) Your courier 
Elesin, cast your eyes on the favoured companion of the King. 


Rolled up in the mat, his head and feet showing at either end, is the 
body of Olunde. 


There lies the honour of your household and of our race. 
Because he could not bear to let honour fly out of doors, he 
stopped it with his life. The son has proved the father, Elesin, 
and there is nothing left in your mouth to gnash but infant 
gums. 


Praise-Singer Elesin, we placed the reins of the world in 
your hands yet you watched it plunge over the edge of the 
bitter precipice. You sat with folded arms while evil strangers 
tilted the world from its course and crashed it beyond the 
edge of emptiness — you muttered, there is little that one man 
can do, you left us floundering in a blind future. Your heir 
has taken the burden on himself. What the end will be, we 
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are not gods to tell. But this young shoot has poured its sap 
into the parent stalk, and we know this is not the way of life. 
Our world is tumbling in the void of strangers, Elesin. 


Elesim has stood rock-still, his knuckles taut on the bars, his eyes glued 
to the body of his son. The stillness seizes and paralyses everyone, 
including Pilkimgs who has tumed to look. Suddenly Elesin flings one 
arm round his neck, once, and with the loop of the chain, strangles 
himself in a swift, decisive pull. The guards rush forward to stop him 
but they are only in time to let his body down. Pillkings has leapt to 
the door at the same time and struggles with the lock. He rushes within, 
fumbles with the handcuffs and unlocks them, raises the body to a sitting 
position while he tries to give resuscitation. The Women continue their 
dirge, unmoved by the sudden event. 


Iyaloja Why do you strain yourself? Why do you labour at 
tasks for which no one, not even the man lying there, would 
give you thanks? He is gone at last into the passage but oh, 
how late it all is. His son will feast on the meat and throw 
him bones. The passage is clogged with droppings from the 
King’s stallion; he will arrive all stained in dung. 


Pilkings (in a tired voice) Was this what you wanted? 


Iyaloja No child, it is what you brought to be, you who 
play with strangers’ lives, who even usurp the vestments of our 
dead, yet believe that the stain of death will not cling to you. 
The gods demanded only the old expired plantain but you cut 
down the sap-laden shoot to feed your pride. There is your 
board, filled to overflowing. Feast on it. (She screams at him 
suddenly, seeing that Pilkimgs is about to close Elesim’s staring eyes.) 
Let him alone! However sunk he was in debt he is no 
pauper’s carrion abandoned on the road. Since when have 
strangers donned clothes of indigo before’ the bereaved cries 
out his loss? 


She turns to the Bride who has remained motionless throughout. 
Child. 


The girl takes up a little earth, walks calmly into the cell and closes 
Elesim’s eyes. She then pours some earth over each eyelid and comes out 


again. 
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Iyaloja Now forget the dead, forget even the living. Turn 
your mind only to the unborn. 


She goes off, accompanied by the Bride. The dirge mses in volume and 
the Women continue their sway. Lights fade to a blackout. 


Wier enone oeg an mesgenentnaernsl 


Glossary 


alan. a rich, woven cloth, brightly coloured 
egungun ancestral masquerade 

etutu placatory rites or medicine 

gbedu a deep-timbred royal drum 


opele string of beads used in Ifa divination 


osugbo secret ‘executive’ cult of the Yoruba; its meeting place 

robo a delicacy made from crushed melon seeds, fried in tiny 
balls 

sanyan a richly valued woven cloth 

sigidi a squat, carved figure, endowed with the powers of an 
incubus 
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The Saint-Courtesan 
King Mahéndravikramavarman 


Adapted from translation by 
Michael Lockwood and A. Vishnu Bhat 


Cast of Characters 


Director, the person responsible for the 

production, and the principal actor. 

Buffoon, the comic companion of the Director. 

Mendicant (Bhagavan), a wandering Hindu holy man. 

(This part is to be played by the Director.) 

Disciple (Aiilya) (This part is to be 

played by the Buffoon.) 

Courtesan (Ajjuka) whose personal name is Vasantasénd4, but 

who is usually addressed as ‘Ajjuka’, a term of respect for 

courtesans. 

Madhukarikd, an attendant maid, whose name means 

little honey bee. 

Parabhitika, another attendant maid of Vasantaséna’s, name means little cuckoo. 
Yama’s Agent Messenger of Yama, the God of Death, responsible to seeing the 
dead to the underworld 

Mother of Courtesan. 

Ramilaka, Courtesan’s lover. 

Doctor Played by the actor who plays the Agent of Yama. 


(Director enters) 


/ Director: 

Of excellent attributes, being rubbed by the beautiful gem 

In the crown of the foremost of gods, Mahéndra’s2 diadem, 

And having the big toe which crushed R4va!a,3 too, 

May the ever-worshipped foot of Rudra protect you! ||1|| 

This is our house.4 Ill enter. 

(Entering)5 

Vidiishaka! Vidiishaka! 

(The Buffoon enters) 

2 Buffoon: Sir, I’m here. 

3 Director: If there’s no one around, Ill tell you some pleasant news.6 

4 Buffoon: Do, sir! (Going around and coming back)7 Sir, no one’s in this house, 
SO 

do tell me the pleasant news. 

5 Director: Listen! Today, I had my fortune told by a Brahmin, from out of town, 
whose conviction in his power of prediction was based on the insights of many 
ancient authorities. These were his words: “On the seventh day from today, you 
will be engaged to put on a show at the royal palace. Your performance will win 
you a great treasure — a gift from the highly pleased King!”8 The Brahmin’s 
predictions, which will surely come true, have convinced me I must make a 
determined effort. Pll begin by arranging the singing and dancing for it.9 

6 Buffoon: Which play, sir, are you going to put on? 

Director: I’ve been reflecting on just this. Critical treatises on the drama have 
distinguished 

many different types of plays. I’ve considered 

the respective dominant rasas of these ten types, and as I see it, the most important 
one is the hdsya rasa, which provokes laughter. Therefore, I’m going to put on a 
farce. 

8 Buffoon: Sir, though I’m a comedian, I know nothing of farcical comedy. 

9 Director: Then learn! One can’t understand a thing without being taught! 

10 Buffoon: If so, it’s you, sir, who must teach me. 

11 Director: Certainly. 

Since you are determined to become enlightened, 

a follower of the path of virtue. . . 

12 Voice:11 (Off stage) Shailya! Shailya! 

13 Director: (Hearing) 

... Asa disciple, follow me! a bull of a Brahmin mendicant, master yégi. (2) 
(The two exit) 


62 


The Play Proper is now launched 

(Then the Mendicant enters) 

14 Mendicant: Shailya! Shailya! (Looking around) He’s not to be seen. Quite 
fitting for one who is surrounded by the darkness of ignorance. For: 

The body, a mine of diseases, subject to old age, 

poised on the brink of hidden Death, 

Is like a tree on a river bank, 

about to be uprooted by the ever-battering wave. 

And though such human embodiment is earned 

through numerous good deeds, 12 yet, 

Deluded by materialism, intoxicated with his virility, 

good looks, and youth, man is blind to those defects grave. (3) 

Therefore, really, this poor fellow can’t be blamed. Ill call him once again. 
Shailya! Shailya!/5 

Disciple: First of all, I was born in a family which flourished on the remains of the 
food for crows in the death ceremony.13 Our tongues were untouched by learning, 
unlettered,14 though around our necks we wore the sacred thread and were very 
pleased with our Brahminhood. 

Secondly, as there was no food in our house, I went hungry. Craving food at 

least in the morning, I became a convert to Buddhism. But because those bastards 
eat only once a day, I kept on feeling hungry, and I gave up that religion too. I tore 
up the robe, broke the begging bowl, and came away with only thisumbrella. 
Thirdly, ’ve become an ass, a beast of burden carrying the belongings of a 
wretched teacher! 

Where has the Bhagavan gone? What’s he up to? Ah! I figure that depraved 
hypocrite, craving a morning meal, has gone off by himself to beg alms. I don’t 
think he’s gone far. 

(Crossing, then noticing) Oh! The Bhagavan’s here! (Approaching) Forgive 

me! Forgive me, O Bhagavan! 

16 Mendicant: Shailya, don’t be afraid. Don’t be afraid. 

17 Disciple: O Bhagavan, what’s your method of begging food in this world, with 
its never-ending round of festivals, where the greatest importance is given to 
pleasure? 

18 Mendicant: Listen: 

Without pride, desire, or concern about insult or injury, 

Sustaining myself through the offering of the pious, 

I move above this world full of addictive vices 

Like one who is unperturbed crossing an ocean of grasping monsters (4)19 
Disciple: O Bhagavan! 
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I have no one of my own, no father or brother, 
Just the Bhagavan’s blessing. 
Owing to lack of food alone I entered this order, 
Not through desire for Dharma possessing. 15 (5) 
20 Mendicant: What is this, Shailya? 
21 Disciple: Doesn’t the Bhagavan say that falsely representing true facts leads to 
bondage? 
22 Mendicant: Yes, of course! Truth and falsification — the coupling of these 
results in bondage. Because: 
When a man with entangling selfish motives performs 
a sacrificial rite, his senses deeply involved, 
Then the fruit of this act, bondage, will ever be held 
secure by the gods, like a safeguarded trust. (6) 
23 Disciple: But when would one get the fruit of that sacrificial act which is 
performed 
without any selfish motive?16 
24 Mendicant: When one gets the treasure of desirelessness! 
25 Disciple: And how is that attained? 
26 Mendicant: By non-attachment, non-sensuousness. 
27 Disciple: Again, O Bhagavan, I ask: What is this ‘non-attachment’ nonsense- 
ness?28 Mendicant: It is that standing neutral — inclining neither toward desire nor 
hate. 
For: 
Be indifferent always to pleasure or pain, 
By dangers, delights, unswayed remain, 
Have equal regard for friend or foe — 
That is ‘non-attachment’ to those who know. (7) 
29 Disciple: But again, is there really such a thing? 
30 Mendicant: The term cannot be said to denote the non-existent. 
31 Disciple: Does the Bhagavan say it is possible to achieve it? 
32 Mendicant: Any doubt? 
33 Disciple: Not so! It’s not so! 
34 Mendicant: How so? 
35 Disciple: Why does the Bhagavan get angry with me? 
36 Mendicant: Because you don’t learn! 
37 Disciple: Whether I learn or not, what’s it to you, one who 1s liberated? 
38 Mendicant: No, it’s not like that!17 For anyone who becomes a disciple, a 
beating is 
quite in order as a matter of discipline, so it is said. Thus, it’s without any sense of 
anger, I beat you for your own good! 
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39 Disciple: Amazing! The Bhagavan beating me without anger is amazing! Give 
up that story! The time for begging is almost over. 

40 Mendicant: Fool! It’s still morning, not yet noon. “When the pestle is laid 
aside, the 

cooking fire’s out, and all the householders have eaten, that’s the prescribed time.” 
Therefore, let us enter this park and take rest. 

41 Disciple: Oh, oh! The Bhagavan has broken his vow! 

42 Mendicant: How so? 

43 Disciple: Pleasure or pain! — isn’t it all the same to the Bhagavan? 

44 Mendicant: Yes, of course. Pleasure, pain — it is all the same for my soul. But 
my embodied self needs rest. 

45 Disciple: O Bhagavan, what’s the difference between the ‘soul’ and the 
‘embodied self’? 

46 Mendicant: Listen: 

That which, in a dream, reaches the Highest Heaven is the Inner Soul; 

That same soul is the subtle body which transmigrates according to Fate’s decree; 
And as the active gross, embodied self, whether human or other sentient being, 

It is the receptacle of people’s suffering and pleasure. (8) 

47 Disciple: Unageing, immortal, indivisible, and inseparable — IT is called Soul; 
laughing, being laughed at, sleeping, eating, and suffering degeneration — IT is 
called the Embodied Self. 

48 Mendicant: You have understood correctly. 

49 Disciple: Ah! Go on! You’ve been caught! 

50 Mendicant: How so? 


51 Disciple: If the soul is really the same as the body, then the body is the Ultimate 


Reality. Nothing is Real except Body! 

52 Mendicant: I’ve just expressed the worldly view. One perceives separate 
beings of 

different kinds at this level. Therefore, I said what I said. 

53 Disciple: Fine. What exactly is it that is ‘you’? 

54 Mendicant: Listen: 

A mass of earthly particles, ether, air, water, and fire, 

A moving image out of these composed; 

Perceiver through ear, eye, tongue, nose, touch, 

I’m known as a human of the animate order, I suppose. (9) 

55 Disciple: Oh, oh! Even at this level you don’t understand your ‘self?! How, 
then, 

the transcendental Self? (Seeing) O Bhagavan, here’s a pleasure garden. 

56 Mendicant: Go ahead. A secluded retreat in the forest is appropriate for us. 
57 Disciple: Let the Bhagavan enter first. [Il follow. 
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58 Mendicant: Why? 
59 Disciple: It’s something I heard from my mother. She used to tease me by 
saying that a tiger lives hidden in ashoka buds.18 Therefore, let the Bhagavan go 
first. 
60 Mendicant: All right. (He enters) 
61 Disciple: Hey! I’m caught by the tiger! Free me from the jaws of this tiger! I’m 
helpless! I’m being devoured by the tiger! Here’s blood pouring down my neck. 
62 Mendicant: Shailya, don’t be afraid. Don’t be afraid. It’s only a peacock. 
63 Disciple: Is it really a peacock? 
64 Mendicant: Yes, of course. It’s really a peacock. 
65 Disciple: If it’s peacock, Ill open my eyes.66 Mendicant: You may. 
67 Disciple: Hmm, that bastard tiger’s afraid of me! He has changed into a 
peacock and is running away! (Looking around the park) Hee! Hee! 
All around, bedecked in the loveliness of spring — a pavilion 
embellished with the tender leaves and flowers of the jasmine creeper, thick 
clusters of blossoms drooping low — sweet, resonant notes of the peacock, cuckoo, 
and drunken bees — for young maidens whose hearts are filled with sorrow due to 
separation from their lovers, what a source of anguish! But to those who are united, 
such pleasure! Oh, how beautiful this park is! 
68 Mendicant: Fool! The power of your senses is day by day ebbing away! 
What is beauty to you? Look! You say: 
“Spring is here, decorated with tender leaves! 
“Autumn has come, ornamented with masses of lotus!” 
In this world, indeed, a child yearns for each new season, 
Ah! It really steals away his life, yet to him it’s beauty! (10) 
69 Disciple: When something is beautiful, then one says that it is beautiful! 
70 Mendicant: Spoken in ignorance of the shastras! See: 
Those who long for things they cannot get, 
Who grieve for what in life they miss, 
And are discontented with their present state, 
Such people never reach salvation’s bliss! (11) 
71 Disciple: A tedious path! Where can we rest?20 
72 Mendicant: We’ll sit down here.21 
73 Disciple: Filth! Filth!22 
74 Mendicant: The earth of the forest is sacrificially pure, undefiled. 
75 Disciple: Oh, when you’re tired and want to sit down, you’ll regard the unclean 
as clean. 
76 Mendicant: I have spoken on the authority of scripture, not on my own, for: 
In their mad self-conceit, 
Some people the bad with good confuse. 
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They recognize no authority 

Beyond their own subjective views. 
77 Disciple: To a learnéd person like you, the scriptures ought not to be the 
authority! 
78 Mendicant: No, not so! 

Take as your authority 

Only that which is accepted by the wise. 

They won’t go by false authority, 

It’s certain, you must realize. (13) 
79 Disciple: Well, I don’t understand your scriptural authority at all! 
SO Mendicant: Come, son, learn. 
81 Disciple: I won’t be taught. 
82 Mendicant: Why? 
83 Disciple: I want to know the purpose of learning. 
84 Mendicant: Even those who have learned a great deal understand the real 
purpose of learning only in the course of time. Therefore, learn! 
85 Disciple: If I learn, what benefit will there be? 
86 Mendicant: Listen! From knowledge comes wisdom; wisdom leads to self- 
control; self-control, to tapas; from tapas arises y6ga; y6ga reveals the essence of 
the past, present, and future. Through all of these, one attains the eight-fold 
treasure of superhuman powers. 
87 Disciple: O Bhagavan, by your talk you would like to make my mind enter 
unseen, abstract realms. Tell me, can the Bhagavan enter unseen into other 
people’s houses?23 
88 Mendicant: What are you getting at? 
89 Disciple: My idea is to get at all the good food prepared for the Buddhist monks 
in the monastery. 
90 Mendicant: This is no time to be greedy! 
91 Disciple: That’s the only reason why you’ve shaved your head. I can’t see that 
it is of any other use to you! 
92 Mendicant: No, not so! 

I pursue the fruit of yoga, revered by great Brahmins, 

And intellectually esteemed by even gods and demons — 

Indestructible, unthwartable, imperturbably serene, 

Supra-rational, and eminently supreme! (14) 
93 Disciple: O Bhagavan! Yé6ga! YOga! You sannydsins think so much of it. What 
is this thing called ‘yoga’? 
94 Mendicant: Listen: 

Root of knowledge, essence of tapas, ground of Reality, 

That which puts an end to all sense of duality, 
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That which liberates from desire and hatred, 

Thus is ‘yoga’ designated. (15) 
95 Disciple: Salutations to the Holy Buddha, who preached that to neglect food is 
to neglect everything! 
96 Mendicant: Shailya! What is this? 
97 Disciple: Doesn’t the Bhagavan know that I first of all tried Buddhism in the 
hope of getting food in the morning? 
98 Mendicant: Do you have any more words of wisdom? 
99 Disciple: I have, I have! I have many! 
100 Mendicant: All right, we’ll listen. 
101 Disciple: Let the Bhagavan listen: “Eight categories of nature; sixteen 
accidental properties; the soul; five vital airs; the three-fold qualities; mind; 
evolution and re-absorption.” This is said by the Holy Jina in the Pitaka books.24 
102 Mendicant: Shailya, that’s Sahya philosophy, not Buddhist doctrine.25 
103 Disciple: It’s because of hunger and thinking about food that I have in mind 
one thing, and speak about another. Let the Bhagavan listen: 

Abstention from grabbing things not offered is our precept. 

Abstention from idle talk is our precept. 

Abstention from fornication is our precept. 

Abstention from torturing life is our precept. 

Abstention from not eating regularly is our precept. 
I take refuge in the Buddha, Dharma, and Sagha!26/04 
Mendicant: Shailya, it’s not proper for you to stray from your own rules of 
conduct and talk about the rules of others.27 

Abandoning Tamas, cleaving Rajas, 

Planting yourself firmly in Satva, concentrating on it, 

Meditate at once, and you'll readily perceive, 

Your meditation, then, true wisdom will achieve. (16) 
105 Disciple: Let the Bhagavan compose himself and meditate on yéga, I shall 
compose myself and meditate only on food! 
106 Mendicant: Stop that talk! 

Compress into your bodily frame the whole world, 

Merging that sensuous multiplicity with your inner self, 

Experience, thus, the purity of Satva, 

The self’s embodiment in its subtle and gross forms. (17) 
(Then the Courtesan enters with two Maids) 
107 Courtesan: Dear Madhukariké, where, where is Ramilaka? 
108 Madhukarika: Ajjuka, brother-in-law went into the city saying he would 
be coming soon. 
109 Courtesan: Dear, what could it be for? 
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110 Madhukarika: What else but to hurry up the party. 
111 Courtesan: Haven’t they had their fill of partying already?28 
112 Madhukarika: You said it, Ajjuka! That party is nothing but drinking, the 
kind which intoxicates and causes even the most modest of women to laugh. 
113 Courtesan: Go hurry him up! 
114 Madhukarika: All right, Ajjuka. 
(She exits) 
115 Courtesan: Dear Parabhithikd, where shall we sit? 
116 Parabhithikaé: Ajjuka, sit for a while on this stone bench; it’s a lovely spot 
here under a mango tree full of flowers. Let Ajjuka sing a song. 
117 Courtesan: All right, dear Parabhithika. 
(They both sit down and sing) 
The God of Love stands in this park, 
His bowstring sounds, the notes of cuckoos and buzzing bees; 
His arrow made of mango buds 
Strikes sure distraction even in the minds of sannydsis. 
118 Disciple: (Hearing) Hey! It’s the cuckoo’s call. No! It’s not the call of the 
cuckoo. What is it? 
(Realizing) 
It’s the melody of a song as sweet as payasam29 drenched in ghee!30 
All right, let me see. 
(He goes a little nearer and sees) 
Hey! Who is that beautiful young lady, there, graced with those irremovable 
ornaments31 which give such a budding flourish to this beautiful garden? 
119 Parabhithika: Ajjuka. 
120 Disciple: Oh, she’s a courtesan! Blesséd are the rich! 
121 Parabhithika: Let Ajjuka sing another song. 
122 Courtesan: All right. 
The friend of young ladies’ side-long glances, 
The God of Love, intoxicated by the spring season, 
With an arrow of full-blown ashéka flowers, 
Pierces here even yogis’ seat of passion! (19) 
123 Disciple: How sweetly it flows from her throat! Let the Bhagavan listen! 
124 Mendicant: The function of the ear is to listen, but Ill not have any 
intercourse 
with such things. 
125 Disciple: You’d have intercourse right now, if you only had money! 
126 Mendicant: Oh, go on! Talk properly! 
127 Disciple: Don’t get angry. It’s not proper for sannyasins to get angry. 
128 Mendicant: I won’t say a word now. 
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129 Disciple: Then now you are a pundit.32/30 
Yama’s Agent: Oh, here I am! 
I’ve been told by Yama, the Destroyer, 
Who takes away the souls of those whose activities in this world are over, 
Who’s witness to the good and evil conduct of every sentient being, 
That it’s I who must separate people’s souls from their bodies when life’s 
fleeing. 
Therefore: 
Soaring over various kingdoms, above rivers, forests, mountains, beholding the 
earth, With turbulent masses of rain-heavy clouds threatening to envelop me, 
I cross the wind-scudded sky and quick as thought, I reach this city, the place 
appointed by Yama! (21) 
Where is she now? 
(Seeing) 
Ah, there she is! 
"Mid lovely clusters of the tender buds 
Of ashéka flowers, the hue of molten gold, 
This courtesan shines like the crescent moon 
Hiding among the clusters of clouds at sunset. (22) 
All right, she still has a little time left. P11 wait awhile, and then snatch away her 
life. 
131 Parabhithiké: Ajjuka, this ash6ka bud looks nice. I'll pluck this one.37 
132 Courtesan: No! No! Ill pluck that one myself. 


133 Yama’s Agent: Here’s my opportunity. In a moment, I'll transform myself 
into a snake and, hiding in the ashdka branches, I’Il snatch away her life. But first, 
this: 
Dusky young woman with sweet speech and lovely face, 
Broad hips, body painted with excellent sandal paste,38 
Passionate, bright pink lotus eyes, most pleasing grace, 
I'll carry her soul to Yama’s place. (23) 
(The Courtesan picks the bud) Now’s the time to bite! (He bites) 
134 Courtesan: Ah! Something bit me! 
135 Parabhithika: (Looking into the branches of the tree) Oh, no! There’s a snake 
hiding in these ashoka blossoms! 
136 Courtesan: Ah! A snake! (She slumps down) 
137 Disciple: (Approaching) Lady, what is it? 
138 Parabhithika: Sir, my mistress has been bitten by a snake! 
139 Disciple: Alas! O Bhagavan, a snake has bitten this young courtesan! 
140 Mendicant: Her time must be up. Because: 
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In order to reap the fruit of their deeds, 
Creatures are born as Fate ordains; 
When their time is up, their souls become 
Embodied somewhere else again. (24) 
141 Parabhithika: Are you in pain? 
142 Courtesan: I’m feeling faint! It’s as if my life39 is whirling away! I want to 
lie down. 
143 Parabhithikaé: Lie down and rest, Ajjuka. 


144 Courtesan: Dear, give my respects to Mother. 
145 Parabhithika: You, yourself, will go and pay your respects to her.40 
146 Courtesan: And embrace Rémilaka. (Saying this, she collapses) 
147 Parabhithiké: Oh! Ajjuka is dead! 
148 Yama’s Agent: There! Her life has been snatched away. Now this:41 
Crossing the Gaga, the Vindhyas, 
and the Narmada with its pure waters, 
The Sahya range, the Gddavari and Krish!a rivers, 
the Pashupati temple, the Supray6gi river, and Kafichi,42 
Next, the Kavéri and Tamrapar!i rivers, the Malaya hill, 
crossing the ocean, 
Speedily passing beyond Laka, 
swift as the wind I reach the land of Yama. (25) 
There’s the wide-branched banyan tree. I’Il take her soul to Chitragupta43 who is 
sitting there. (He exits) 
149 Parabhithiké: Oh, Ajjuka! 
150 Disciple: Bhagavan, this young courtesan has given up her life! 
151 Mendicant: Fool! Life is very precious to living creatures. What ought to be 
said is that life has given up the body. 
152 Disciple: Go away, you merciless, impotent and unloving, hard-hearted, 
evilminded, disreputable, cart full of boiled rice, vainshaven .. . 
153 Mendicant: What are you up to? 
154 Disciple: Let me finish chanting all of your one hundred and eight names!45 
155 Mendicant: As you please. 


156 Disciple: O Bhagavan, I’m suffering, grieving! 

157 Mendicant: What for? 

158 Disciple: She’s one of our own. 

159 Mendicant: How’s she one of us? 

160 Disciple: Like sannyasins, she hadn’t the least sense of loving attachment.46 
161 Mendicant: Money, anything of value, arouses again the sense of attachment 
in the unattached. For: 


Even those who have attained emancipation from attachment, 
And along the path of shastraic practice go, 
Those who have turned away from family ties, 
Their hearts an interest in things of value show. 
162 Disciple: O Bhagavan, I can’t contain myself! I'll go to her and cry! 
163 Mendicant: No! Don’t go! 
164 Disciple: Don’t get angry. Sannyasins should not get angry. 
(Going near the Courtesan) O Ajjuka! O dearest one! O sweet singer! 
165 Parabhithika: Sir, what is this? 
166 Disciple: Compassion, lady. 
167 Parabhithika: (Jo herself) Well, good people are compassionate to all. 


Disciple: Lady, I'll touch her. 

169 Parabhithikaé: You may do it, sir. 

170 Disciple: O Mistress! (He touches her feet) 

171 Parabhithikaé: No! Don’t touch her feet!48 

172 Disciple: Oh, I’m so terribly upset, I can’t make out head or foot. These firm, 
round, palmyra-fruit-breasts of hers, with black sandal paste painted49 round their 
tips, faces pointing up — ah, it’s my bad luck not to have felt them when she was 
alive! 

173 Parabhithika: (To herself) Pll do this. (Aloud) Sir, look after Ajjuk for a 
moment, while I go and bring her mother. 

174 Disciple: Go quickly! I’Il be a mother to the motherless. 

175 Parabhithika: (To herself) This Brahmin is compassionate. He won’t leave 
Ajjuka. PIl go. (She exits) 

176 Disciple: She’s gone! I'll cry to my heart’s content. O Ajjuka! O sweet singer! 
(He weeps) 

177 Mendicant: Shailya, don’t do this! 

178 Disciple: Ah, go away you heartless man! Do you think I’m like you? 

179 Mendicant: Come, son, learn. 

180 Disciple: Bhagavan, how to treat this poor, helpless girl? 

181 Mendicant: What! Do you want to learn the medical shastras? 


182 Disciple: Sin is the fruit of your yéga! 

183 Mendicant: (Jo himself) This poor fellow has no sense of proper conduct. He 
doesn’t know what is proper for ascetics and what isn’t. I’ve heard somewhere 
that Mahéshvara and other great teachers of y6ga maintain that the involvement 
which is out of pure, altruistic concern for one’s disciple is harmless. Therefore, 
I'll help the seed of conviction sprout in him by demonstrating the real power of 
yoga. Ill inject myself into the body of this courtesan. 

(The Mendicant enters a yogic trance)50 
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184 Courtesan: (Getting up)51 Shailya! Shailya! 

185 Disciple: (Joyfully) Ah, she’s alive! Her life has come back! My dear, I’m 
here! 

186 Courtesan: Don’t touch me with unwashed hands! 

187 Disciple: She’s a very pure one, she is! 

188 Courtesan: Come, son, learn. 

189 Disciple: Here also learning! I’ll go to the Bhagavan. (Approaching the 
Bhagavan) O Bhagavan! Ah! The Bhagavan’s dead! O eloquent one! O great 
treasure of y6ga! O teacher! . . . Even great scholars die!52 

(Then enter the Mother and the Maid, Parabhithikd) 

190 Parabhithika: Come, come, Mother. 

191 Mother: Where, where is my daughter? 

192 Parabhithika: Ajjuka was bitten by a snake in this park. 

193 Mother: Ah! I’m finished, ill-fated one that I am! 


194 Parabhithikaé: Take heart! Take heart, Mother! Ajjuka’s standing there, alive! 
195 Mother: She’s not at all well! (Approaching her) Daughter Vasanthaséna, 
what’s 

the matter? 

196 Courtesan: Don’t touch me, you base, old woman! 

197 Mother: Oh, curse! What’s happening? 

198 Parabhithika: It’s the effect of the poison — it’s gone to her head! 

199 Mother: Go quickly and bring a doctor! 

200 Parabhithika: All right, Mother. (She exits) 

(Then enter Rdmilaka and the Maid, Madhukarikd) 

201 Madhukarika: Best of luck, dear Brother-in-law. Ajjuka’s been upset, not 
seeing you. 

202 Ramilaka: 

I want a sip from her sweet face, 

Source of melodious words, with large-eyed grace, 

Tender as the lotus in full bloom, 

Fit for a bee to suck honey from. (27) 

(Approaching her) How is it, that having seen me, she stands there turning away 
her face? (He grabs the end of her clothing)53 

As ripplets turn a lotus, 

Turn your lotus face, O shapely grace! 

As sips of water from the palm, 

Its slow unfolding sight gives much delight! (28) 


Courtesan: O ignoramus! Let go of the end of my clothing! 
204 Ramilaka: My dear, what is this? 
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205 Mother: From the time she was bitten by a snake, she’s been talking 
incoherently. 

206 Ramilaka: Is that so? 

Poor girl, when her consciousness left, it’s manifest 

Her body by some demonic power was possessed. (29) 

(The Doctor and the Maid, Parabhithikd, enter) 

207 Parabhithiké: Come, come, sir. 

208 Doctor: Where is she? 

209 Parabhithika: Ajjuka’s there. She’s still alive! 

210 Doctor: She’s been attacked and bitten by a very big snake! 

21] Parabhithika: How do you know, sir? 

212 Doctor: Because her behavior is very strange, unnatural! Bring all my 
instruments. Let me begin with the treatment for poison. (He sits down and makes 
a magic circle) Coiling, crooked-moving one, enter this magic circle! Enter! Son 
of Vasuki, stop! Stop! Shroo! Shroo! Or I'll break your head! Where’s my scalpel? 
213 Courtesan: You stupid doctor, don’t trouble yourself! 

214 Doctor: Ah, ‘paithiyam’! — a touch of madness, eh? I'll cure you of ‘pittam’, 
‘vdtam’, and ‘aléBma’.54 


222 Disciple: Bhagavan, what is this? Your left hand, worthy of grasping the pot, 
seems to me as though it is fully ornamented with shell bangles!57 

223 Mendicant: Ramilaka, embrace me! 

224 Disciple: Embrace your staff! 

225 Mendicant: Ramilaka, I’m feeling tipsy! 

226 Disciple: No! Not at all! You’re demented! 

227 Ramilaka: Bhagavan, this babbling is a shame to the mendicant order! 
228 Mendicant: I need a strong drink! 

229 Disciple: Drink poison!58 . . . All right. Now I’ve seen the ludicrous taken 
to the limit. This is Farce!59 This is neither the Bhagavan nor Ajjuka. 

Better call it ‘Bhagavadajjuka’!60 

230 Mendicant: Parabhithiké! Parabhithikaé, embrace me! 

231 Parabhithika: Get away! 

232 Mother: Daughter Vasanthaséna! 

233 Mendicant: Mother, I’m here! My respects, Mother. 

234 Mother: Bhagavan, what is this? 

235 Mendicant: Mother! Don’t you recognize me? 

Raémilaka! Why are you so slow today? 


236 Ramilaka: Bhagavan! /’m not possessed, wandering about without any 
responsibilities! 
(Enter, the Doctor) 
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237 Doctor: I’ve brought a tablet with eight active ingredients, and other 
medicines, too!61 Because we don’t know, from moment to moment, whether 
she’ll live or die. Water! Water! (Approaching her) 

238 Madhukarika: Here’s water. 

239 Doctor: I'll crush and mix this tablet. . . . 

Hey! She hasn’t been bitten! She must be possessed! 

240 Courtesan: Idiot doctor! You’ve grown old learning nothing! You have no 
idea about the end of creatures’ lives. Tell us what kind of snake has 

possessed her! 

241 Doctor: Is there anything surprising? 

242 Courtesan: Is there an authoritative, shastraic text? 

243 Doctor: Yes, there are many! There are thousands! 

244 Courtesan: Recite! Recite from a medical text! 

245 Doctor: Listen, lady: 

Oh, the book! The book! 

246 Disciple: Oho! The doctor has learned his lessons well! He’s forgotten the first 
line. Let it be. After all, he’s my type of fellow. Here’s the book. 


Doctor: Listen, lady: 

“Vitam, pittam, aléma, 

Deadly poisons three, 

“They are a trio, 

There is no fourth to these!” (33) 

248 Courtesan: That’s bad grammar! 

249 Doctor: Hey! She’s been bitten by a grammatical snake! 

250 Courtesan: How many stages of poisoning are there? 

251 Doctor: There are a hundred stages. 

252 Courtesan: No! No! There are seven stages of poisoning. It’s thus: 
Horripilation, parched mouth, 

Turning pale, shivering’s agitation, 

Hiccups, gasping, unconsciousness 

Are poison’s seven steps of deterioration. (34) 

If it goes beyond these seven stages, even the doctors of heaven, the Ashvins,63 
cannot cure it. If there’s anything more to be said, tell us! 

253 Doctor: This is really not my area of specialization. Salutations to you, lady- 
Bhagavan. I'll be going. (He exits) 

(Yama ’s Agent enters) 

254 Yama’s Agent: Oh, this: 

Abortions, boils, fevers, ear infection, splenetic cyst, 

Tumors of the heart, eye, and brain I list; 
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This moment, various diseases are instantly compelling 

Many creatures to face the city where Yama’s dwelling! 64 (35) 

I must get on with Yama’s orders. (Going near the Courtesan) Bhagavan, come 
out of the body of the base woman. 


255 Courtesan: As you wish. 

256 Yama’s Agent: Ill exchange her soul properly and then carry on with my 
duty. 

(He does this, and exits) 

257 Mendicant: Shailya! Shailya! 

258 Disciple: The Bhagavan is back to normal! 

259 Courtesan: Parabhithiké! Parabhithika! 

260 Parabhithika: Ajjuka’s speaking like her old self! 

261 Mother: Daughter Vasanthaséna! 

262 Ramilaka’: Oh, thank God! Her mind is clear again! 

Dearest Vasanthasénd, come here! 

(The Courtesan exits with her retinue: Rdmilaka, Maids, Mother) 

263 Disciple: Bhagavan, what is the meaning of all this? 

264 Mendicant: It’s a long story. Pll tell you when we reach our abode. 
(Looking around) The day is at an end. Look! 

The setting sun hangs on the horizon 

Like a lump of molten gold, from the mouth of a crucible. 

The amassed clouds, suffused with this luster, 

Look like the flaming womb of heaven! (36) 

(The two exit) 


The play, ‘The Saint-Courtesan’, ends 
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~Panny—Asian, fourteen 


” Isabel—Panny’s mother, Asian, thirties 


Lefty—Isabel’s brother, Asian, a few years 
older than Isabel 

Other Characters 

Nancy—blond, fifteen 

Hugo—white, twenty 

Evvie—short for Evelyn, African 

. American, forty 

The Man—a man of indeterminate age, 
absolutely charming 

Yack/T he General—a young white male 

Hae-Yoon—Asian, fourteen 
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I’m the right size for love. 
—Stephen Dunn 


SCENE 1 


Lights up on Panny, a fourteen-year-old 
Asian girl. ; 
PANNY (To us): Things happen all the time out 
here, things you can’t explain. Like this girl 
] know, Sheila Lopez, said she was sitting in 
her backyard with her mom one night and she 
saw this burst of light in the sky. It was like 
a comet or something, this circle of light 
thar started off small and then became huge 
before finally flattening out into a thin, white 
line that disappeared. And all this happened 
in like maybe the space of five seconds. 
Sheila swears it was a UFO but her mom, she 
was facing the other way, so she didn’t see a 
thing. 

Other stuff happens too. The older kids have 
keg parties, music playing off the back of some- 
one’s truck. Mr. Lindhart down the street goes 
walking early in the morning with a gun 
strapped to his belt because he says there are 
snakes out there and you never know. Some- 
times he forgets he’s wearing it and he’ll go 
right off to the supermarket with it. 

Every once in a while, something bad will hap- 
pen. A guy takes a girl out there and does bad 
things to her. And sometimes she walks out 
and sometimes she doesn’t. 

There are still rumors swirling around school 
about what happened to me. That I was 
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taken by a satanic cult. Or kidnapped by some 
kiddie porn ring. That I kicked out a window, 
or threw myself out of a moving car. 

But none of those things are true. What is true, 
depends, like Sheila, her mom and the light 
in the sky, on which way you are facing. 
Lights shift. 

PANNY: It is exactly one month ago. Girls have 
been disappearing from my school. Today, we 
had a moment of silence in homeroom for 
Sherry Evans, who was the third most pop- 
ular girl in school. I’ve just started my fresh- 
man year at Brimsdale High. It’s a very 
dangerous time. 


SCENE 2 


A drugstore magazine aisle. Panny sits on the 
floor reading a magazine. Nancy, fifteen, 
blond and pretty, is watching her as she 
stocks items on the shelf. 

NANCY: Would you put that back? 

PANNY: I’m reading. 

NANCY: Ill get in trouble. My manager. 
PANNY: Do you think I’d look good with 
this hair? 

NANCY: Don't wrinkle it, you’re wrinkling it. 
PANNY: I’m not. 

NANCY: You are. Shouldn’t you be home? 
PANNY: Home is boring. 

NANCY: But the curfew. 

PANNY: You’re not home. 

NANCY: I have a job. 

PANNY: Oooh. You know, you used to be fun. 
NANCY: I have responsibilities. 

PANNY: You work at Walgreens, Nance. 
NANCY: Sometimes I think you don’t under- 
stand anything. 

PANNY: Do you want me to wait till you get 
off work? We could hang out. 

NANCY: Hang out? Hello, it’s a school night. 
PANNY: Yeah, I know, but. It’d be fun. Maybe 
we could go to Denny’s. 

NANCY: Denny’s? 

PANNY: Yeah, they do this thing where you 
get a free meal on your—forget it. 

NANCY: Anyway, Will’s picking me up. 
PANNY: Oh. How’s that going? 

NANCY: Good. He’s pretty cool. 

PANNY: Yeah, he always seemed that way. I 
mean, just from history class he always 
seemed...cool. 

NANCY: Well, he is. 

Pause. 


PANNY: Nance? 

NANCY: What? 

PANNY: Are you...never mind. 

NANCY: Just spit it out, what? 

PANNY: You and Will haven’t done it, right? 
She looks at Nancy, hard. 

PANNY: Oh my God. 

NANCY: What are you oh my God-ing for? 
PANNY: You’ve only been going out for like, 
a month! 

NANCY: A month is a long time. Can be a long 
time. I mean, do you realize there are insects 
whose entire life span is, like, three days? 
PANNY: What does that have to do with any- 
thing? 

NANCY: Time is relevant, okay? Things are dif- 
ferent now. 

PANNY: How? 

NANCY: They just are. Could you stop look- 
ing at me like that? 

PANNY: Like what? 

NANCY: Like I'm a big slut all of a sudden. 
PANNY: I wasn’t. 

NANCY: Because it’s not a big deal. 

PANNY: I think it kinda is. And you used to 
too. 

NANCY: Well, that was before. This is now. 
Nancy goes back to stocking. Panny turns back 
to the magazine. 

PANNY: Look, it’s that model we hate. She’s 
everywhere. She’s pretty, huh? Nance? 

She looks up. Nancy has left. 

PANNY (Quietly): I think she is. 

A Man wanders on. He eyes the electronics 
on the shelf. Panny looks up and notices 
him and then goes back to her magazine. He 
looks around and then shoves a walkman into 
his jacket and bolts. She stands and watches 
him run out of the store. Nancy enters car- 
rying a box. 

NANCY: What? 

PANNY: I. There was. 

NANCY (Annoyed): Yeah? 

PANNY: Nothing. 


SCENE 3 


The living room. Panny enters and goes 
straight for her room. Lefty enters from the 


’ kitchen. 


LEFTY: Hey. Where were you? 
PANNY: School. Why’re you home? 
LEFTY: Switched shifts. 

PANNY: Why? 
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LEFTY: Someone asked me to. 

PANNY: Is that the only reason? 

She looks at him hopefully. 

LEFTY: Yeah. 

PANNY: Don’t you know what day it is today? 
Don’t you care? 

LEFTY: Wednesday. 

PANNY: No, it isn’t just Wednesday. What kind 
of uncle are you? 

LEFTY: Why’re you shouting? Here. Something 
came for you. 

PANNY: Really? 

He gives her a blue, airmail envelope. 
PANNY: Oh. 

LEFTY: Who’s it from? 

PANNY: No one. Something for school. 
LEFTY: There’s something else. 

PANNY: I’ve got a lot of homework tonight, 
Lefty. 

LEFTY: Two seconds. 

PANNY: Fine. 

LEFTY: I’ll bring it here. 

He leaves. Panny starts to open the letter. Lefty 
comes back bearing a beautiful cake with icing 
on it spelling out “Panny.” There is a candle 
on it. He clears his throat. Panny jumps up 
when she sees the cake. 

PANNY: Lefty! You jerk. You totally had me 
going. 

LEFTY: I’m not singing so just hum it to 
yourself. 

PANNY: Oh, it’s, it’s—you didn’t have to, 
you really didn’t. 

LEFTY: Wish. 

Panny closes her eyes and makes a wish. 
She blows out the candle. Lefty takes the can- 
dle off the.cake. 

PANNY: Thank you. 

She hugs Lefty as Isabel walks in. She wears 
a ratty silk robe. 

ISABEL: About time someone came home. 
PANNY: Hey, Isabel. 

_ ISABEL: How many times do I have to tell you? 
You’re supposed to come home right away 
from school, right away. 

PANNY: I’m sorry. 

ISABEL: It’s not like I’m being unreasonable, 
especially with the news full of— (She notices 
the cake) Who brought this confection into 
my house? 

LEFTY: I did. 

ISABEL: Why, Lefty! What a lovely surprise! 
Why is it named Panny? 

PANNY: It’s zy cake. Lefty brought it for me. 
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ISABEL: Well, let’s not be greedy about it— 
LEFTY: Isabel. 

ISABEL: What? 

LEFTY: It’s her birthday, Isabel. 

A brief pause. It’s clear this is entirely new 
information to Isabel but she doesn’t even 


blink. 


ISABEL: I know that, I’m her mother, don’t you - 


think I know that? . 

LEFTY (To Panny): Here. 

He takes out a tiny box from his shirt pocket. 
PANNY: Sunmaid raisins? 

LEFTY: No. Was the only box I could find. The 
right size. 

Panny opens the box. She lifts out a pair of 
sparkly earrings dangling from a plastic 
square. 

PANNY (A little taken aback): Oh. They’re so— 
they’re really really pretty. 

Isabel comes over and looks at the earrings. 
ISABEL: You bought these? 

LEFTY: Uh-huh. (To Panny) Do you like 
them? You don’t like them. 

PANNY: No, no, I do. Thank you. They’re per- 
fect. 

They hug. 

ISABEL: Panny. 

PANNY: What? 

ISABEL: Come over here. I have a gift for you, 
too. 

PANNY: You do? 

LEFTY: You do? 

ISABEL: Well, thirteen— 

LEFTY: Fourteen— 

ISABEL: Fourteen, it’s a special occasion. You 
don’t just turn fourteen every day. Someone 
bring me the Yellow Pages. (Pause) Today 
would be nice. 

Panny opens a cabinet and takes out the 
Yellow Pages. She hands it to Isabel. Isabel 
takes it and begins flipping through it.- 
ISABEL: Of course, fourteen is not what it used 
to be. When I was that age, I was already con- 
sidered a woman. Nowadays, one begs the 
question: What is it to be a woman? 

It isn’t enough to bleed, it isn’t merely hor- 
monal. It is not enough to be d'un certain age, 
no. A girl becomes a woman, I believe, when 
she understands sacrifice for the first time. 
PANNY: Sacrifice? 

ISABEL: The world asks things of us constantly. 
It is never content with what we are; it asks 
us to dream of what we wish to be and then 
to have the courage to become that dream. 


A woman is one who understands what the 
world asks of her, and answers with an eter- 
nal YES, an affirming YES. I say to you, 
Panny, now is the time to look at what the 
world asks of you and say YES, YES, YES! 
She spins the book toward Panny and points 
with her finger at an ad. : 

ISABEL: This is my gift to you. 

PANNY: I don’t understand.. 

ISABEL: Plastic surgery. 


SCENE 4_. 


PANNY: Unheimlich. That’s what Freud called 
it when something familiar becomes a little 
strange. He says it’s the familiarity which makes 
it disturbing. Like how the hallway of your 
house gets kind of scary at midnight when it 
no longer looks quite the same even though’ 
it is the same. Like your own reflection when 
you’re not expecting it. Like clowns. 

One day my mother came home looking as 
if she’d been hit in the face with a two-by- four. 
She stopped going to work; she just stayed 
home. And when the bandages finally came 
off, she was all healed and I guess she looked 
good. I mean, I guess she looked great. But 
when I saw her face for the first time, all I 
wanted to do was run away. 

Unheimlich. Freud. 

Isabel’s room. It is small, the main furniture 
being a television and an old easy chair. She 


_vatches TV. Panny brings in a tray of food 


and sets it down. 
PANNY: Isabel? I made mac and cheese. 
ISABEL: Mnh. That poor girl. Did you know 


~ her? 


PANNY: No. She was a senior. 3 
ISABEL: They finally found her. Out by the | 
reservoir. Pretty thing. They’re running pho- 
tos of her when she was part of the Home- 
coming Court. Well, she didn’t stay pretty for 
long. Whoever did it didn’t even bother dig- 
ging a grave for the body. He just left it out 
there for the whole wide world to see. Dis- 
graceful. — : 

PANNY: Do they know who did it? 

ISABEL: No. They thought it might be her 
boyfriend, but he’s got an alibi. Not that 
that means anything. Most people are killed. 
by someone they know. , 
Such a shame. All of them, blond hair, blue 
ayes. So pretty. They could be sisters. Well, 
at least I don’t have to worry about you. 


PANNY: Uh-huh. 

ISABEL: So have you thought about it? 
PANNY: About what? 

ISABEL: About what you’re going to have 
done? 

PANNY: No. 

ISABEL: Not even the—I mean, you don’t 
even want to consider your—well, never 
mind. 

PANNY: Consider my what? 

ISABEL: No, you don’t want it, that’s fine. I’m 
not one to pressure anyone into anything. 
PANNY: My what, Isabel? 

ISABEL: Your nose. 

vPANNY: What's wrong with my nose? 
ISABEL: Well, there’s no bridge. I mean, pfft. 
Nothing. : 

PANNY: Do I need a bridge? 

ISABEL: Okay, forget the nose. How about the 
eyes? 

PANNY: What’s wrong with my eyes? 
ISABEL: Panny, let me tell you something. 
Look here: what do you see? 

PANNY: Your nose. 

ISABEL: But no! That’s the genius of it! What 
you are seeing is actually part of my chin! 
PANNY: No. 

ISABEL: Yes! That’s beauty! Take a little here, 
put it there and voila! A perfect profile! 
Panny, I too was a plain little girl with big 
yearnings. A diamond in the rough. And all 
I did was polish it a little. That’s all this is: pol- 
ish. Everyone does it. Every celebrity over the 
age of thirty-five. Everyone! I mean, I watch 
TV, I know. 

Don’t think of it as surgery. Think of itas a 
simple act of constructive self-improvement. 
I am challenging you, Panny. Everyone’s 
always saying, boo hoo, beauty is so hard. Of 
course it’s hard. Anything worthwhile is 
hard. True beauty is not born. True beauty 
is an act of will. And all you have to do is 
choose it, Panny. It’s yours to choose. 


SCENE 5 


PANNY: Doppelganger: a ghostly double of a 
living person, especially one that haunts its 
living counterpart. Doppelganger. 

Lights up on Hae-Yoon, a young Korean 
girl. 

HAE-YOON: Dear Panny, My name is Hae- 
Yoon, but if it make you happy, call me Eliz- 
abeth, becanse this is American name like. 
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Lefty (James Saito) looks on while Isabel (Kate Rigg, right) presents Panny with her last-minute, 


transformative birthday gift. 


I like Elizabeth because it can change and be 
many things, like ze. It can be Liz or Beth or 
Eliza or Betty, which is GREAT because in 
Korean, Hae-Yoon is just Hae-Yoon. 

Iam very glad to be making your acquain- 
tanceship. I think this program between your 
class and my class is GREAT because I have 
hope to improve my American English. 

So a little about me. 

Ihave long hair the color of Coca-Cola and 
I drink Coca-Cola every chance I can. My 
mother say this is why I am so short and have 
legs like radishes. But I think Coca-Cola is 
GREAT! 

Ihave many question for you. 

One: Do you have boyfriend? 

Two: Do you live near Hollywood? 

Three: Do you have blond hairs? 

Your pen pal, Elizabeth 

p.s. lam waiting for your letter with much 
excitedment. I love mail. It is GREAT! 
Lights out on Hae-Yoon and up on Lefty. He 
is in the basement working on a large model 
of a battleground. There are miniatures of war- 
riors scattered all over the model. Panny 
sits on a stool, writing on a notepad. 
PANNY: Okay. How does this sound: Dear Eliz- 
abeth, Dry up. Sincerely, Panny. 

LEFTY: What’s thar? 

PANNY: A letter to my pen pal. 

LEFTY: Dry up? 


PANNY: Too slang-y? She might nor get it. 
LEFTY: If you don’t like her then why is she 
writing to you? 

PANNY: It’s our stupid project in homeroom. 
Apparently, my middle-of-nowhere, podunk 
school has a sister school in Asia. Go figure. 
LEFTY: But that sounds nice. 

PANNY: Yeah, like I want a chink pen pal— 
LEFTY: Panny! Don’t say that. 

PANNY: Whar? Chink? 

LEFTY: Yes. 

PANNY: But it’s true, I am a chink, you’re a 
chink, Isabel’s a— 

Lefty covers her mouth. 

LEFTY: But you don’t say it. It’s a bad word. 
PANNY: If other people say it. But if I say it, 
it’s like, you know, it’s like black people say- 
ing— 

LEFTY: Panny. 

PANNY: God. Since when does the First 
Amendment no longer work down here? 
LEFTY: Where are you learning all this stuff? 
PANNY: Chink? Get real, I’ve known that 
word since I was like five. 

She writes on her notepad. 

PANNY: Okay, how’s this: Dear Elizabeth, 
Thank you for your letter. I am fascinated by 
your country, too. I have a few questions for 
you as well: 

Do you have indoor plumbing? 

Do you eat dogs? 
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She looks up. 

PANNY: Oh, come on, Lefty. That was a joke. 
LEFTY: That was not funny. 

PANNY: I bet the kids in my homeroom would 
think it was funny. 

LEFTY: Well, you’re not like the kids in your 
homeroom. 

Pause. 

PANNY: No. You’re right. I’m not. 

She crumples up the paper. 

LEFTY: Something bothering you? 

PANNY: No. 

LEFTY: It wasn’t a good birthday, was it? 
PANNY: What? 


LEFTY: You don’: like the earrings, I can 
tell— 

PANNY: Lefty, that’s so not true— 

LEFTY: You haven’t worn them. 

PANNY: I’m, I’m saving them for a special 
occasion. 

LEFTY: You don’t like them... 

PANNY: Lefty. It’s not that, it’s...look. Look 
at me. 

I don’t have pierced ears. I never have. 
LEFTY: Oh...why am I so... 

PANNY: It’s okay, Lefty. I mean, you’re not the 
most observant guy in the world, but... 
LEFTY: I mess up everything, I messed up your 
birthday, and then your mother with that crazy 
gift... 

PANNY: You did not mess it up. And Isabel...I 
don’t know...I guess, in her own way, she was 
being thoughtful... 

LEFTY: Thoughtful? 

PANNY: Yeah... 

LEFTY: Panny. Are you...don’t tell me you’re 
thinking about it? 

PANNY: Well... 

LEFTY: You don’t need it. You’re a very 
pretty girl. 

PANNY: Oh, God. Here we go. 

LEFTY: You are. 

PANNY: Of course you think that; you’re my 
uncle. You’re, like, paid to say that. 

LEFTY: Don’t let her get to you. 

PANNY: Look, if I want to think about it, so 
what? I mean, look at her, she looks great. 
LEFTY: I thought you were more mature than 
this— 

PANNY: Oh, like you should talk— (She ges- 
tures to his miniatures) You call this mature, 
Mr. Dungeon Master? 

I’m sorry...1 didn’t mean that. 

LEFTY: You used to play it with me. 


BO AMERICAN THEATRE 


BFE JULIA CHO 


PANNY: Yeah, all I need is for it to get around 
that I play role-playing games to cement my 
reputation as the biggest geek in school. 
LEFTY: You think I’m a geek. 

PANNY: No, that’s not what I meant. Look, I’m 
glad you have a hobby. God knows Isabel could 
use one. God knows I could use one. 
LEFTY: I just want to see you happy. 
PANNY: I know. 

LEFTY: They say these are the best years of 
your life. 

PANNY: Thanks. Now I feel much better. 


SCENE 6 


Lights up on a department store jewelry 
counter. Lefty walks up. He is wearing a 
security guard’s uniform. Evvie is leaning 
on the counter, reading a book. 

LEFTY: Hi, I need to— 

Evvie holds up her hand, signaling him to 
phush. She finishes her chapter, closes the book 
and looks up. 

€vvip. Now. What may I help you with? 
LEFTY: I need to return these. 

He puts the earrings on the counter. 

EVVIE: Oh, great. The only sale tonight and 
it’s a return. My manager’s going to love 
that. 

LEFTY: She didn’t like them, I mean, she 
doesn’t have pierced ears. 

EVVIE: Not too observant, are we? 

LEFTY: You always read on the job? 

EVVIE: What else is there to do? Time just 
draaaags on by. You work here? 

LEFTY: Yeah, upstairs. re 
EVVIE: Then you know what I mean. How 
boring it gets. 

LEFTY: It’s not so bad. 

EVVEE: Please. No one even shoplifts anymore. 
I kind of miss it. Miss the excitement. Like 
last year, there was this well-dressed couple 
with a baby ina stroller, and they just stuffed 
that stroller with ties and sweaters and shirts. 
They actually hid stuff under the baby. And 
I bet it wasn’t even their child. 

Just shows you stealing’s not about money. 
The -people who steal are hungry, but it’s 
not for things. In fact, it’s amazing more 
people don’t steal; these days everyone’s 
hungry. Walking through the mall, every- 
one looks sad, their mouths like this— (She 
sets her mouth in a grim line) People so 
well-dressed and so sad. We don’t know 


what we are, none of us. 

Look at this. (She gestures at her book) How 
to Make the Most of Your Hidden Talent. Isn’t 
that a marvelous title? Notice the phrasing. 
It isn’t How to Develop a Hidden Talent. No, 
it’s How to Make the Most of it because it is 
already assuming you have a talent. And 
you do. Everyone does. You and me, we 
have talents! Big ones. Inside us like cats 
have paws. You don’t say much, do you? 
LEFTY: What? 

EVVIE: What do you think your talent is? 
LEFTY: Your talent? 

EWVIE: Well, according to the Chinese zodiac, 
Tama rabbir, which means Iam lucky, goed 
with money, and articulate. I should be a 
lawyer or an actor. But then, considering 
I’m a Cancer, I’m also a homebody, who 
has the tendency to be emotional at times, and 
I'm acrab, see, so I don’t go straight for things, 
I kind of scuttle at them, sideways like. I move 
towards what I want but indirectly. Which, 
I don’t much like about myself, but there it is. 
Of course my rising is Virgo, which means | 
like things a certain way—like you go to a 
party and some guest is emptying out the 
ashtrays and putting away the empty beer 
bottles, that’s me. So all in all, adding it all 
up, I’d say my talent is...color. 

LEFTY: I’m sorry? 

EVVIE: I am very, very good at seeing colors. 
Like you know how some people have per- 
fect pitch? They can hear the gradations of 
pitches between notes, I mean, to the tiniest 
degree. And that’s how I am with color. 
Like that stack of sweaters over there: what 
does it look like to you? 

LEFTY: A bunch of red sweaters. 

EVVIE: I see that and I see variations in the dye, 
in how the light bounces off the folds of the 
fabric to produce many different reds, not 
just one. But what does this mean? What 
possible occupation does such a gift sug- 
gest? That, my friend, is the rub. 

LEFTY: Maybe you could mix colors. Like 
paint colors. 

EVVIE: They have computers that do that. 
LEFTY: Interior decorate? 

EWVIE: Just because I can see colors better, 
doesn’t mean J know how to put them 
together. Like look at what I’m wearing. 
Does this seem to clash to you? 

LEFTY: Maybe a little. 

EVVIE: I know my talent. I just don’t know 
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where it goes- 
Now you have got to have a talent. Everyone 


does. 

LEFTY: I don’t think so. 

EVVIE: Must be something. Wait. Let me 
guess. I’m good at this. The rabbit is very 
intuitive. 

You...can...be extremely patient. 

LEFTY: I can? 

EVVIE: Because here it’s been all this time and 
I haven’t finished ringing up your return 
yet. 

LEFTY: Oh. 

EVIE: Here. Just sign at the “X.” 

He does. She hands him a copy of the receipt. 
EvVic. And there you ge. 

LEFTY: Guess I should go back upstairs. 
EVVIE: Nice talking to you. 

He doesn’t leave. 

LEFTY: I’m Lefty. 

EVVIE (Points to her name badge): Evvie. 
Nice to meet you, Lefty. 

LEETY: If have a talent, maybe it’s my hands. 
EVVIE: What can they do? 

LEFTY: They can be very, very still. 

And. Hold things. Carefully. So they don’t 
break. 

Is that a talent? 

EVVIE: It sure is, baby. Ir sure is. 


SCENE 7 


HAE-YOON: Dear Panny, I appreciate very 
much the photo you send me of where you 
living. Wow! What a brown place! But what 
is this thing you write at the bottom of the 
photo...“BFE.” You write that-it means 
“Bum Fuck Egypt.” Egypt I know, but what 
is a Bum Fuck? 

Also, I didn’t realize you were not full Amer- 
ican. You are just another Asian person like 
me. Lama little disappoint but that is okay. 
Here are answer to your question. 

One: I would like to be teacher. Teach English. 
My idea is use lot of American movie to 
teach. And then I can have job to watch 
movie. GREAT! 

Two: I have a mother who is very nice except 
she make me eat too much. My dad does not 
talk. He like to read paper every night on the 
floor even though we have a lot of chair. 
Korean people like floor better than chair. 
Three: Of course I know about plastic surgery. 
I have surgery when I was four. My mother 
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take me to doctor and I go in and out. All my 
friend have eye surgery. Looks good! And all 
the movie and singing star also have surgery. 
My mother say we are lucky that it is so easy 
to be pretty. During the war, she say, no one 
was pretty. Now she want me to do something 
about my radish leg. There is surgery for mak- 
ing leg thinner. They cut out the thick part, 
below knee. She say it won’t hurt. 

Four, my favorite food is melon gum. Iam 
sending you a stick of this gum with my 
letter. It is GREAT! 

Your pen pal, Elizabeth. 


SCENE 8 


Panny lies on her bed, staring at the ceiling. 
She reaches for ber phone and dials. Lights 
1p on Hugo across the way. He’s drinking from 
a juice carton. 

HUGO: Hello? 

PANNY: Hi, is Nancy there? 

HUGO: Who’s Nancy? 

PANNY: Her mom gave me this number? 
HUGO (Mimicking ber intonation): Why do 
you make a statement as if it’s a question? 
PANNY: You're making fun of me? 

HUGO: Oh, come on? Have a sense of— 
She hangs up. 

HUGO: Okay, don’t. 

Panny calls again. 

HUGO: Hello? 

PANNY: Oh, shoot. 

HUGO: You know, dialing’s not that hard. 
PANNY: Why are you so obnoxious? 

HUGO: Moi? 

Panny hangs up. Hugo dials. The phone 
rings. 

PANNY: Hello? 

HUGO: J am not obnoxious. 

PANNY: How’d you do that? 

HUGO: I’m psychic. It’s called Caller ID. 
Hmmm. There’s no description. You sound 
cute. Are you? 

Panny bangs up. Hugo dials. The phone 
rings. Panny hesitantly picks it up. 

HUGO: Don’t hang up. 

PANNY: I'm sorry, I think you have the wrong 
number— 

HUGO: I have a question for you. 

PANNY: Listen, I don’t know who you’re— 
HUGO: Question. Would you rather have 
dark, curly hair all over your body OR 
would you rather have a small, curly tail 


that no one can see? 

Hello? Not good, huh? 

Okay, how about: Would you rather sneeze 
cottage cheese or cry vegetable oil? 

You're being quiet. Does this mean you're not 
going to hang up? 

[am very bored. If you do not talk to me I will 
be forced to watch some rather unpalatable 
television. 

Okay, easier question. Would you rather 
talk to me on the phone or would you rather 
I hang up? 

Pause. 

PANNY: I would rather...talk on the phone. 
HUGO: Well, peachy. So would I. 

PAMNY (To us): And that’s how Umer Huge. 
Time has passed. Panny and Hugo are on the 
phone. Hugo's reading out of a huge textbook. 
HUGO: This is my favorite: trichotillomania. 
That’s when you obsessively pluck hair from 
your head and then you eat it. 

PANNY: Gross. 

HUGO: I love this stuff. 

PANNY: This is homework? 

HUGO: For psych class. 

PANNY: Psych? What kind of class is that? 
HUGO: I don’t know...a social science class? 
PANNY: ... Where do you go to school? 
HUGO: Southwest Community. 

PANNY: That's college. 

HUGO: Duh. 

PANNY: How old are you? 

HUGO: Twenty. Took some time off after 
high school, so I started late. How about you? 


PANNY: I’m...eighteen. 


HUGO: Where d’you go? 


_PANNY: Brimsdale. High school. .. 


HUGO: No kidding, I went to O’Connor. 
You figure out what you're going to do after 
you graduate? 

PANNY: I don’t know, move? 

HUGO: Why? It’s so beautiful here. 

PANNY: Are you kidding me? 

HUGO: You don’t think so? 

PANNY: No. 

HUGO: Come on, the sunsets? The mountains? 
PANNY: I guess. 

HUGO: You should take some time and really 
look at it, Panny. It’s like that French saying, 
“Si vous prenez mes yeux, VOUS les trou- 
verez beaux.” 

PANNY: Wow. 

HUGO: Means, “If you look into my eyes, you 
will find them beautiful.” 
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Hugh (James McMenamin) persuades Panny to talk to him on the phone after she accidentally dials 


his number. 


PANNY: Where'd you learn French like that? 
In France? 

HUGO: No...in French class. 

PANNY: Right. So what did you do after you 
graduated? 

HUGO: I went on my mission. 

PANNY: Your what? 

HUGO: My mission. 

PANNY: Like a superhero? 

HUGO: No. Like a Mormon. 

PANNY: You’re Mormon? 

HUGO: Why do you say it like that? 
PANNY: ’Cause you seem kind of normal is all. 
HUGO: Gee. Thanks. , 

PANNY: No, I just meant. Mormon. So then 
you can’t swear or anything. 

HUGO: Nope. 

PANNY: So what do you do when you get really 
mad? 

HUGO: I don’t know. I don’t remember the last 
time I got mad. 

PANNY: Really? 

HUGO: Stuff just doesn’t bother me. 
PANNY: Because of your religion? 

HUGO: No, because of my personality. 
PANNY: So where did they send you? For 
your mission? Like deepest Africa? 

HUGO: No. Baltimore. 

PANNY: What kind of missionary goes to 
Baltimore? 

HUGO: Hey, people in Baltimore are just as 
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needy. 

PANNY: For what? Polygamy? 

HUGO: Panny, we don’t do that anymore. 
PANNY: No? 

HUGO: No, the crazy ones out in the sticks, 
the fundamentalists, they do it. 

PANNY: Oh, so the normal Mormons, you guys 
just own Pepsi. 

HUGO: Ha-ha. 

PANNY: So your father has only one wife? You 
didn’t grow up ina compound? 

HUGO: No. Anyway, my dad’s dead. 
PANNY: Oh. God. I’m sorry. 

HUGO: Don’t be. Happened a long time ago. 
PANNY: I don’t really have a father either. 
HUGO: Did he—? 

PANNY: No, he’s alive. At least, I think he is. 
He and my mom never got married. She got 
pregnant with me by accident. He took off. 
HUGO: He couldn’t handle it? 

PANNY: I don’t know. No one ever says. 
Pause. 

HUGO: Hey. Tell me something you've never 
told anyone before. 

PANNY: What? 

HUGO: Tell me something you’ve never told 
anyone else before. 

PANNY: Why? 

HUGO: Because I want to hear it. 

PANNY: Okay...1... like what kind of thing? 
HuGO: Any kind of thing. 
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PANNY: Okay. Um. 

There was this one time. I was sitting here, 
at my desk. It was really late and I only had 
my desk lamp on. J was stretching or some- 
thing and happened to catch my reflection in 
the window. And I don’t know—the quality 
of the light or something—but it was like for 
this really brief moment, I wasn’t me. I actu- 
ally seemed...beautiful. I’m only saying that 
because, see, in reality, I’m not. I’m not 
beautiful. At all. But it was like because it was 
so late and there was absolutely no one 
around, I was beautiful—a little. And I 
thought, oh, it’s like my beautiful self is this 
imaginary friend, my inner Snnffalupagns., 
that only I can see. : 

I don’t know. That was stupid. You tell me 
something, okay? Something you’ve never said 
to anyone. 

HUGO: There’s nothing. I’ve said everything. 
PANNY: No secrets? 

HUGO: None. 

PANNY: Come on. 

HUGO: Something I’ve never said to anyone... 
Okay. 

T’ve never liked anyone’s voice half as much 
as I like yours. 

PANNY: Really? 

HUGO: Really. 


SCENE 9 


Isabel’s room. Panny enters with a tray of food 
and sets it down. 

ISABEL: I’m starved. Watching the news is so 
exhausting. 

PANNY: Did they find him yet? 

ISABEL: Nope. They’re starting to call in psy- 
chics. God, I wish I were psychic! Just imag- 
ine: i'd be the perfect job. You could do it from 
home, get paid by the hour, never even leave 
your bed. 

Panny looks at the TV. 

PANNY: This isn’t the news. 

ISABEL: News isn’t back on till ten. 

PANNY: What is this? 

ISABEL: A five-part series on World War Il. 
PANNY: You’re kidding. 

ISABEL: Panny, I am not some philistine. I like 
to learn. Besides, I think that General 
MacArthur is quite good-looking. They 
broke the mold when they made him. If he was 
on this case, he’d have that killer like that. 
PANNY: Whatever. 
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ISABEL: Where’re you going? 

PANNY: I’ve got stuff to do. 

Panny leaves. Isabel looks at her food sadly. 
ISABEL (Sighing): Nothing but war rations. 
The opening strains of the theme to The 
Young and the Restless. The General appears. 
He is dressed in jodhpurs and aviator sun- 
glasses. He’s very dashing. 

GENERAL: Isabel, my love. 

ISABEL: Darling! You’ve come back. 
GENERAL: Just as I promised. But now I 
must go again. 

ISABEL: But it’s been so difficult without 
you! 

GENERAL: Someday, my dear, you will have 
nothing but the finest steak and caviar. 
ISABEL: Don’t tell me you have to go—I can’t 
bear it. 

GENERAL: But you must. 

ISABEL: Tell me again how I looked the first 
time you saw me. 

GENERAL: Flawless, you were flawless. And 
I knew you were beautiful, not because of the 
eyes of the men who watched you, their eyes 
filled with desire. But because of the eyes of 
the women who watched you, their eyes 
filled with envy. 

He puts on a pair of white gloves. 
GENERAL: I must go lead my men, the men 
who are everywhere dying in islands all over 
the Pacific, dying for the great cause. 
ISABEL: God, your courage! The magnifi- 
cence of your spirit! 

CONERAL: Greatness is such a burden. 
ISABEL: II] wait for you. 

He takes her in his arms and kisses her. 
GENERAL: I shall return! 

He sweeps offstage. 

ISABEL: Conquer the world and lay it at my 
feet! 

The music fades. 

ISABEL: Conquer the world and give it to 
me as a token of love. 


SCENE 10 


The department store. Evvie reads aloud 
from a book. 

EWVIE: “Each of us is born with a remarkable 
talent that is unique. The key to a happy and 
successful personal and professional life is 
utilizing the remarkable talents we are born 
with.” 

Oooh, there’s a test. Let’s take it—we’re 
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going to take it, okay? You with me? 
LEFTY: Not good at tests. 

EVVEE: It’s not that kind of test! One: When 
faced with a new situation, do you feel (a) chal- 
lenged, (b) hesitant— 

Lefty takes out a’ miniature from his breast 
pocket and puts it on Evvie’s book. 

EVVIE: What’s this? 

LEFTY: You like it? 

EVVIE: But where’d it come from? 

LEFTY: They’re part of a game that people play 
all over the world. There are stores, you go 
and you paint your pieces and then you play 
with them against other people. At the store. 
EVVIE: Is it a toy? 

LEFTY: No. It’s hard to explain. There are com- 
petitions for painting these miniatures, judged 
on originality and artistry. The winner receives 
the Golden Blade, which is an actual sword. 
And then the winner is famous—among the 
other players. Miniatures by a Golden Blade 
winner can go for upwards of five hundred 
dollars. 

EVVIE: Did you paint this? 

LEFTY: Uh-huh. It’s part of a whole world, see, 
and you create different figures, outfitting them 
with weapons that you create or modify. 
There are all these different orders of wizards 
and warriors and— (He stops, self-con- 
scious) ’ 
EVVIE: Go on. 

LEFTY: It’s just a hobby. Never mind. 

He tries to take the figure from Evvie, but she 
holds it away from him. 

EVVIE: The colors. You mixed these? 
LEFTY: Yes. 


EVVIE: How did you get into the small spaces? ~ 


LEFTY: Some of the brushes I use are only a 
few hairs large. 

EVVIE: And you can see that? 

LEFTY: Sometimes I use a magnifying glass. 
EVVIE: You know, there are two things that 
seem miraculous and two things only: the very 
big and the very small. And our problem, Lefty, 
is that we are neither. 

What does this one do? 

LEFTY: She’s a healer. 

EVIE: Can I keep her? 

LEFTY: I made it for you. 


SCENE 11 


Hugo and Panny are on their respective 
phones. Panny is lying on her bed. Hugo is 


- 


stretched out on a couch. 

HUGO: Pretend. Where are you? 

PANNY: In my room. 

HUGO: Okay, I’m walking in the door. What 
do I see? 

PANNY: On your right, my closet. It’s mirrored. 
You have to kick some clothes out of your way. 
Kind of a mess. And then you see me, lying 
on my bed, against the wall. 

Hugo moves from the couch to Panny’s bed. 
HUGO: I’m moving to my bed, too. Which side 
are you on? * ? 

PANNY: Kind of in the center. 

HUGO: Scoot over, you bed hog. 

TAMNY: Ponca the cight now. Againsi ihe wall. 
My back is turned to you. 

HUGO: Okay, I’m on the left then. My back’s 
to you, too. Can you feel me? 

PANNY: Yes. 

The two are lying down on Panny’s bed, 
turned away from each other. 

PANNY: I can feel the heat from you. 
HUGO: I’m always warm. 

PANNY: My hands and feet are always cold. 
Poor circulation. 

HUGO: Warm them on me. Are you? Good. 
A moment. 

HUGO: So...when are we going to meet? 
PANNY: Hugo... 

HUGO: I’m good all this week. 

PANNY: I told you. 

HUGO: I know, I know. Still not ready. 
Pause. 

PANNY: I hear that Mormons believe that the 
more souls you save, the better your chances 
of getting into heaven. That’s why you do all 


‘that mission stuff. 


HUGO: Yeah, I guess the hardcore ones believe 
that. epee ga 


you're not white, you don’t get into as good 
a heaven. Like there are these different levels. 
HUGO: Where’d you learn all this? 

PANNY: I looked it up. Internet. 

HUGO: I see. 

PANNY: Is it true? 

HUGO: Truth is like most things. Depends on 
which way you approach it. 


_ PANNY: I don’t think J look like what you think 


I look like. 

HUGO: Okay, I think I understood that. 
PANNY: You’re going to be disappointed. 
HUGO: How could I be? It'll be you. 
PANNY: You say that now. 
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PANNY: And the hardcore ones believe if =~ 


| 
| 


HUGO: I won’t change. 

PANNY: Do you care about me? 

HUGO: You know. 

It’s kind of funny. 

But I do. I really do. 

I don’t even know why. I hardly know you, 
never even seen you. But I think you have a 
good heart. And I think you are full of 
dreams. I want you, whatever happiness 
you've had in your life up to this point, I want 
you to have it a thousandfold. And every sad- 
ness you have, or ever had, or ever will have, 
I wish I could take it from you. Does that make 
sense? 

Tuy. 

Panny? 

PANNY: I need to go. 

HUGO: Did I say something? 

PANNY: No. I just. My uncle’s home. I need 
to eat dinner. Call me tomorrow, okay? 
HUGO: Okay. 

PANNY: Good night. 

HUGO: Good night, Panny. Have some beau- 
tiful dreams. 

They hang up. Hugo stands up, walks off. 
Panny lies alone on her bed. 


SCENE 12 


The mall food court. Lefty and Evvie are seated 
ata small, plastic table. 

EVVIE: What was that? I can’t quite hear 
you. There seems to be some kind of acous- 
tic black hole right above our heads. 
LEFTY: I said: Oh, never mind. 

EVVIE: How long you been working for the 
store? 
LEFTY: Nine, ten years. 

EVVIE: Don’t you get sick of mall food? 
LEFTY: No. 

EVVIE: That tie looks nice on you. I'll put it 
back on the display at the end of the night. 
LEFTY: Thanks. 

EWVIE: Do you think I look nice? 

LEFTY: Yes. You look very nice. 

EVVIE: Because you know that’s what you do. 
Ona date. You tell your date she looks nice. 
LEFTY: You do. Look nice. 

EVVIE: Maybe this wasn’t a good idea. Maybe 
we're better off being friends. Because we are 
friends, aren’t we? 

LEFTY: This is a date? 

EVVIE: Isn’t it? 

LEFTY: I don’t really know. It’s been so long. 
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EVVIE: Suddenly I’m nervous. Say the word, 
“date,” and I’m nervous. 

LEFTY: Am J making you nervous? 

EVVIE: Not you. The idea. I haven’t been on 
a date in. God. At least ten years. Between 
raising Jess and working, it just didn’t seem 
like time...Oh. The books say not to do 
that. Talk about kids on the first date. The 
books say not to show all your cards—bag- 
gage is what they really mean. 

LEFTY: I don’t care about that stuff. Make you 
feel any better, here: I’m a grown man and I 
still live with my sister and her teenage 


daughter. 
CVVIE. Well Pm forty anda single mothes 


LEFTY: In my spare time, I play a role-play- 
ing game whose main audience is thirteen-year- 
old, pimply-faced boys. 

EVVIE: I haven’t had sex in eleven years. 
She laughs. It’s a really nice laugh. 

EVVIE: Like that old Woody Allen joke: I 
haven’t had sex in eleven years—twenty 
counting my marriage. Baddum bum chh. 
LEFTY: You’re not like any black woman I 
know. 

EVVIE: What’s that supposed to mean? 
LEFTY: Because you like Woody Allen. And 
because you like me. 

EVVIE: Oh, now. 

Lefty? 

LEFTY: Uh-huh. 

EVVIE: Who were you buying them earrings 
for? 

LEFTY: My niece. She just turned fourteen. 
EVVIE: Ah. Yes. 
Pause. 

LEFTY: What are you 
doing after work? 
Pause. Evvie laughs. 
EVVIE: I can see auras too, did I tell you 
that? 

LEFTY: No. 

She looks at him and squints her eyes. 
EVVIE: Blue, like ocean. All around your 
head. 


EVVIE: So I’m free 
after work. 


SCENE 13 


The living room. The front door opens. Lefty 
enters. 

ISABEL: Hello? Lefty? That you? 

She enters the living room. Lefty gets out the 
Yellow Pages and looks up a number. 
ISABEL: Where have you been? 


_ Whar, you don’t even say hello anymore? 


LEFTY: Hello. 

He finds what he’s looking for and dials. 
LEFTY (Into the phone): One large pepperoni. 
Uh-huh. 241-9033. Yes. Thank you. 

He hangs up. 

ISABEL: What was that? 

LEFTY: Dinner. 

ISABEL: Marvelous! I’m absolutely famished. 
Lefty leaves the room. 

ISABEL: We haven’t had dinner all together in 
ages. 

(Calling) How was work today? 

LEFTY (Offstage): Fine. 

IsapeL: They still haven’r found the man 
who did it. 

LEFTY: Did what? 

ISABEL: Doesn’t anybody in this house watch 
the news? 

He enters wearing nice pants and buttoning 
up anew shirt. He throws his uniform over 
a chair. 

LEFTY: Here’s money. 

ISABEL: You look nice. Is that new? 

LEFTY: From the men’s department. 

ISABEL: What's that smell? 

LEFTY: Oh, you know how those fragrance 
people are, spray you as soon as you get 
near them. Smell okay? 

ISABEL: Yes. 

LEFTY: There’s soda in the fridge. 

ISABEL: Where are you going? 

LEFTY: I’m going out with some friends from 
work. 

ISABEL: What friends? 

LEFTY: Just friends. 

ISABEL: But I thought, I thought we were 
going to have dinner together. 

LEFTY: Next time. 

ISABEL: Why not tonight? 

LEFTY: I already made plans... 

ISABEL: So break them. We’re your family, 
Lefty. 

LEFTY: I know that. 

ISABEL: I’m just saying there are certain 
duties that come with— 

LEFTY: You don’t have to tell me what my duty 
is, Isabel. Don’t I sit in that stupid department 
store and do it every day? 

ISABEL: Since when do you dislike your job? 
LEFTY: I don’t, I just... 

ISABEL: Lefty, what more could you want than 
this? A home. A family. All the things we 
wanted so much—we have them. Everything 


SEPTEMBER 2008 


we want: it’s already ours. 

LEFTY: I don’t know...it is, but it’s not. 
ISABEL: Who's putting these ideas in your head? 
Your “friends”? I’m sure they’re perfectly nice, 
but it has always been just you and me, 
Lefty, and you know what? It will always be 
just you and me. 

LEFTY: I know you’ve always said that— 
ISABEL: Because it’s true. 

LEFTY: You don’t know that. 

ISABEL: What’s that supposed to mean? 
LEFTY: Nothing. I have to go. 

ISABEL: J am not done with you yet— 
LEFTY: Yes you are. 

Panse, 

LEFTY: I have to go. 

Don’t wait up. 

He leaves. 

ISABEL: Lefty? 

Lefty. 

She opens the door. She stands at the thresh- 
old. She can’t bring herself to step outside. She 
shuts the door. She picks up Lefty’s uniform. 
She looks through the pockets. She finds a slim 
paperback book. 

ISABEL (Reading): How to Start Living. For 
Yourself. 


SCENE 14 


Panny and Hugo are on the phone. 

HUGO: I think it’s time. 

PANNY: For what? 

HUGO: To meet. 

PANNY: Hugo... 

HUGO: Don’t worry. It’ll be okay. 

PANY: You don’t know that... 

HUGO: Trust me. 

PANNY: I do. 

HUGO: Then? 

PANNY: Look, I don’t have a car, how could 
I meet you? 

HUGO: I could come over. 

PANNY: No—I don’t like having people over. 
My family. 

HUGO: Then I'll pick you up. We'll go for a 
drive. Take you anywhere you want. Or just 
sit in your driveway. 

PANNY: I can’t, not tonight. 

HUGO: Then let’s meet in the morning, before 
school, or after school, I don’t care. 

PANNY (Panicking): I can’t meet you. 
HUGO: Tomorrow’s bad? Okay, then how 
about— 
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PANNY: NO. It’s not tomorrow, or the next 
day, it’s—I can’t, Hugo, I just can’t. 

HUGO: I don’t understand. 

PANNY: We can’t meet. 

HUGO: But I thought we were—I mean, I 
thought you wanted to— 

PANNY: No. I don’t. 

HUGO: I see. 

PANNY: Hugo, it’s, it’s complicated. 

HUGO: I guess so. 

PANNY: | just need time. 

HUGO: How much time? Six months? A 
year? 

What are you afraid of? 

Parise, 

HUGO: What’s near you, a park? A store? 
Something within walking distance. 
PANNY: I don’t know, there’s a...there’s a 
Walgreens... 

HUGO: The one on Greenfield? 

PANNY: Yeah, but— 

HUGO: Ill be there in an hour. 

PANNY: What? Hugo... 

HUGO: Look, it’s up to you. But I’ll be there. 
Just think it over, okay? 

PANNY: I don’t know. 

HUGO: In an hour. If you’re there, you’re there. 


“If you’re not...you’re not. 


SCENE 15 


Isabel is in her room. Panny is in the bathroom. 
She sits on the counter with her feet in the sink. 
She looks at herself in the mirror. She pulls out 
a fasbion magazine and flips it open. 


ISABLL:'When I was just a little girl, I asked _ 


my mother what would I be and she said, if 
I were lucky, I would be a housewife just like 
her. Well. I said to her, “I don’t think so.” Just 
like that. “I don’t think so.” 

PANNY (Reading): Don’t line the inside of your 
eyelid. Not only is it possible to injure and 
infect the eye, it will make your eyes look 
smaller. 

ISABEL: I knew what I would be. I would not 
be my mother. I would be what I have always 
wanted to be: a fascinating woman. 
PANNY: Apply the eyeshadow under the crease 
of your eyelid...crease...of your eyelid. 
Panny looks at herself and realizes she has 
no crease. 

PANNY: Okay, skip it. 

ISABEL: At the age of seven, I remember 
going to sleep at night, and on my nightstand 


Ihad a notebook. In this notebook, I had writ- 
ten reminders to myself on How to Be a 
Fascinating Woman. One: Speak quietly. 
PANNY: Use a lip pencil to heap your lipstick 
from bleeding. | 

ISABEL: Two: Listen well. 

PANNY: Use loose powder to control shine. 
ISABEL: Three: Smile without showing teeth. 
PANNY: Apply blush in an upwards, sweep- 
ing motion. 

ISABEL: And four: Always, swags pause in the 
doorway before entering aroom. 

She holds a pose briefly, as if she is leaning 
against the doorframe like a silent movie 
star. Paiiwy sivikes d pose vugiiely. similar lo 
Isabel’s. She has succeeded in applying a lot 
of makeup to her face. She doesn’t exactly look 
older but she does look very different. 
PANNY: On your way to the new you. * 
ISABEL: A fascinating woman indeed. 
Panny turns out the light. Strains of Isabel’s 
soap opera music begin. The General appears. 
GENERAL: I’ve gotten your packages, my 
darling, gotten them all. I’m the best-dressed 
man on the battlefield. 

ISABEL: When will we go to DeeCee? 
GENERAL: Soon, my dear, soon. 

ISABEL: I’m being patient. 

GENERAL: Yes, you are, and I love you for it. 
ISABEL: You do? 

GENERAL: You know what you are? You’re 
my empress. My queen. My— 

The doorbell rings. The General disappears. 
It takes Isabel a moment to realize what the 
sound is. There is now an insistent knocking 
at the door. Isabel finally goes to the door and 
opens it. There stands Jack, a pizza delivery 
guy in a slouchy uniform. 

JACK: Hey. You order a pizza? 

Ma’am? ae ee 

Is this the right place? 

Isabel stares at him. She breaks out into a slow 
smile. 

ISABEL: Why, yes. Yes, it is. 


SCENE 16 


Evvie’s place. 

EVVIE: You okay? 

LEFTY: I like this place. It feels like you. 

It’s funny not knowing where anything is. 
EVVIE: Well, it’s pretty easy. Bathroom. Hall. 
Bedrooms back there. Kitchen. See? Nothing 
to it. 
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He looks at a framed photo. 

LEFTY: Is that her? Jess? She’s cute. 

EVVIE: Yeah, she was. Till she became a 
teenager. Then it was just fight fight fight. 
LEFTY: And now she’s in college? 

EVVIE: Yeah. You know, if she still lived 
here, you could stand here and hear her 
breathing. And she could hear us talking; the 
walls are that thin. It’s funny. Sometimes it feels 
like I never had a child. And all this time it 
was like I wanted to be something for her and 
now I have to learn to be something for 
myself. 

LEFTY: Why’d you and your husband get a 
divorce? 

EVVIE: I don’t know. He cheated on me and 
we tried to work it out. Stay together, you 
know, for Jess. And it seemed okay, for a while. 
I mean, not great, but not awful. Then some- 
how I got on this self-help kick. I mean those 
books are everywhere and I just picked one 
up one day. It was called: How to Get Rid of 
the Clutter in Your Life. had this real bad 
habit, couldn’t throw nothing away. This 
book was real helpful. It had like this test. You 
took every object you owned and took a 
hard look at it and asked yourself three 
things: One: Is it useful? Two: Does it make 
me happy? Three: Do I really, really love it? 
So I’m sitting there, looking at the things in 
my living room and then my eyes just kind of 
straaay over and land on my husband. And 
I think to myself: Is it useful? Does it make 
me happy? Dol really, really love it? 

I started divorce proceedings the next day. 
LEFTY: Wow. 

EVVIE: I tell you; those books changed my life. 
Pause. 

EVVIE: Did you ever come close to getting mar- 
ried? 

LEFTY: No. 

EVVIF: Why not? 

LEFTY: I don’t know...by the time I thought 
about it, I already had a family to take care 
of. My sister got pregnant. And the dad did- 
n’t stick around. So I did. 

EVVIE: It’s a wonder she kept it. A lot of 
girls don’t. 

LEFTY: Yeah, but it was different for her. 
For us. See, we were adopted, my sister and 
me. Don’t know anything about our birth par- 
ents except that they didn’t want us. And the 
family that raised us sure didn’t know what 
to make of us. Lots of times it felt like we just 
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gave birth to ourselves. And I didn’t want her 
kid to grow up like that. Always feel- 
ing...wrong. Like you’ve put on someone else’s 
glasses, or sat in the wrong seat. No. 
EVVIE: You wanted something better for her. 
LEFTY: Yes. And Panny is my child. I mean, 
I think of her like my own. 

EVVIE: Of course you do. 

Pause. 

LEFTY: Evvie? 

EVVIE: Yeah? 

LEFTY: You make me feel like I’m in the 
right seat. 

She smiles. 

EVVIE: Would you like to see my aura? 
LEFTY: I can’t. 

EVIE: Sure you can. 

LEFTY: I don’t have the gift. 

EVVIE: Yeah, you do. You just don’t know it. 
We all start off with these abilities—children 
are great at seeing auras—but then, as we 
become adults, we tune out, we simplify, 
we become linear. And that’s how the world 
loses some of its magic. 

Here. Rub your hands together. Real fast. Just 
do it. Till they’re nice and hot. 

Lefty does. 

EVVIE; Now shake them. Now bring your 
hands together—slowly. You feel it? Like 
this fuzzy ball between your hands? You're 
feeling the aura of one hand bumping up 
against the aura of the other hand. Now, come 
here. Put your hand over me. 

Lefty slowly moves his hand over Evvie's body, 
about four inches away. 

EVVIE: That’s what you’d call scanning my 
aura. Feel it? ~ 
Now look at me. Look at my forehead. Relax. 
In your peripheral vision, there should be a 
kind of fuzz extending out from my body. You 
see it? 

LEFTY: It’s just my eyes blurring— 

EVVIE: Don’t be skeptical. That’s rule one. 
Okay. You should have some sense that some- 
thing’s there, you just don’t know what. Don’t 
give up, just keep looking. Don’t look in my eyes, 
Lefty, you’re not supposed to look at me— 
LEFTY: I love you. 

EVVIE: What? 

LEFTY: I love you. I’m going to go home. 
And I’m going to get my things and come back 
here. I want to be with you. Will you let me 
be with you? 

EVVIE: Yes. 


SCENE 17 


PANNY (To us): Between me and the Walgreens 
on Greenfield is a long grove of orange trees. 
Ir’s a short drive but a long walk. A nice walk. 
The trees bring the temperature down so 
it’s cool. And there’s hardly any traffic. The 
line dividing the street is like a perforation, 
like if you tugged on the street, it’d rip down 
thar broken line all the way to the horizon. 
And there’s nothing but the wind moving 
through the trees. It’s a beautiful sound, I never 
heard anything so beautiful. Like the wind 
could cleanse you. 

Pina walking along chat road and then i hear 
a long, low whoosh. And for the briefest 
moment, I can’t tell if it’s the sound of the wind 
or the rush of an oncoming car. 

In front of the Walgreens. Panny arrives, 
out of breath and nervous. There’s a water 
machine and a bike rack. The lighting is flu- 
orescent and stark. Panny tries to find a 
nonchalant pose. Hugo enters. Panny freezes, 
watching him. Hugo sees her but doesn’t 
really pay any attention to her. He looks 
off, down the sidewalk leading to the drug- 
store. A Man enters and puts an empty bot- 
tle into the water machine. The Man begins 
putting quarters into the machine. There's the 
loud sound of water hitting the bottom of the 
bottle just as Panny says: 

PANNY: Hugo? 

Hugo doesn’t hear her. The Man keeps fill- 
ing the water bottle. The doors of the drug- 
store open and Nancy walks out. , 
NANCY: Hey. What’re you doing here? 


"PANNY: Oh; hi, Nance. Just needed a few 


things. 

NANCY: What’s up? 

PANNY: Good. I mean, nothing much. You? 
NANCY: Same. Nothing much. (Notices 
Panny’s face) Are you wearing—? 

PANNY: So, you going home? 

NANCY: Yeah, I’m all cramp-y, so my man- 
ager’s letting me off early. 

PANNY: Is Will picking you up? 

NANCY: Will and I broke up. 

PANNY: You’re kidding. 

NANCY: Whatever. I was getting sick of him 
anyway. 

PANNY: I’m sorry. 

NANCY: Like I said, whatever. 

Shit. Is that—? 

Hugo? 
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Hey. Hugo. It’s me—Lisa’s friend. 

HUGO: Oh, hey. What’s up? 

NANCY: Nothing. What’re you doing down 
here? 

HUGO: Meeting a friend. You? 

NANCY: I work here. Oh, this is my friend— 
PANNY: Hi. We go to school together. Me and 
Nancy. 

She sticks out her hand. Hugo doesn’t notice. 
HUGO: Is that so? 

Hugo goes back to the edge of the stage, look- 
ing off. 

NANCY (Calling): Is he late? 

HUGO: What? 

NANCY: Whoever you’re meeting. 

HUGO: Kind of. 

NANCY: Well, if you want to give up and go 
home, I could use a ride. 

HUGO: What time do you got? 

NANCY: Quarter after. 

HUGO: Was there anyone else here? Before? 
NANCY: I don’t know. (Turns to Panny) Was 
there? 

PANNY: No. 

NANCY: Nope. 

So what do you say? 

I really, really could use a ride. 

HUGO: Yeah...okay. All right. 

He gives one last long look down the street. 
HUGO: Come on. 

Nancy turns to Panny and gives her some kind 
of excited gesture that basically means: score! 
NANCY: See ya later, Panny. 

Nuavicy loives. Hugo freezes. He turns around. 
Panny turns her face away from him. 
HUGO: Panny? 

Panny slowly nods without looking at him. 
HUGO: How old are you. 

PANNY: Fourteen. 

HUGO: Fourteen. 

Hugo starts to laugh, It isn’t a pleasant 
laugh. - 

PANNY: Hugo, I— 

HUGO: Good one. 

You got me. 

You really did. 

Hugo leaves. . 

PANNY: Hugo, wait—let me explain. Hugo. 
Panny stares after him, unable to believe 
he’s really gone. Beat. 

MAN: It’s cheaper here. 

PANNY: What? 

MAN: Over at the Smith’s, they rip you off. A 
quarter a gallon. Here it’s only fifteen cents. 
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Outside of Walgreens, Nancy (Kel Martin, right) updates Panny on her romantic life. 


Pause. 

MAN: Why you got all that stuff on your face? 
PANNY: What? 

MAN: Pretty girl like you, doesn’t need all that 
stuff. 

Panny starts to cry. 

MAN: Oh, no, hon, what is it? What’d I say? 
Don’t cry, sweetheart. Here. 

He gives her a handkerchief from his pocket. 
MAN: Go on, it’s clean. I don’t care, you can 


just get your snot all over it. Make you feel 
better. Get it all out. 

Panny laughs a little even as she’s crying. 
PANNY: I’m sorry... 

MAN: For what? Life’s tough. Especially at your 
age. So go ahead, have a good cry. 

PANNY: I just feel so stupid. 

MAN: We all do from time to time. Say the 
wrong thing, do the wrong thing. 

It’s hard. Living is hard. 
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There. Feel better? 

PANNY: Yes. Thank you. 

She hands him back the handkerchief. 
MAN: No, go ahead, keep it. It’s yours. 
PANNY: Thank you. 

MAN: Don’t:mention it. 

He gets up and goes back to the water 
machine. His bottle is full. He caps it and pulls 
it out of the machine. It falls to the ground. 
MAN: Damn. 

PANNY: Are you okay? 

MAN: Yeah. Say, I don’t suppose you’d mind 
helping me out a sec? It’s just I threw my back 
out pretty recently. Never thought it’d hap- 
pen to me, thought back trouble was for 
old people, you know? 

PANNY: Yeah. 

MAN: But some help, that’d be great. 
PANNY: Sure. 

MAN: Car’s right over there. 

He goes offstage. Panny faces front. 

PANNY (To us): Later I realized that I had seen 
him before. 

We are back to the scene at the drugstore at 
the beginning. Briefly, we see the Man in 
front of a shelf. He steals the walkman just 
as before. He runs out as Panny stands and 
watches him. 

PANNY (To us): But I didn’t remember this 
in tine. 

Lights come back on the Man. 

MAN: Hey, you okay? 

PANNY: Yeah. 

MAN: Well, sure appreciate the help. 
PANNY: No problem. 

She picks up one end of the water bottle. 


They g0r—- ~~ 


SCENE 18 


The living room. Isabel is looking through 
a purse as if she’s looking for money. Jack is 
waiting. 

ISABEL: It was right here. Don’t know where 
it’s gone. 

JACK: It’s sixteen eighty-two with tax. 
ISABEL: Now if I were a wallet, where would 
I be? You look thirsty. Where are my manners? 
May I offer you a libation? 

JACK: A what? 

ISABEL: A soda? A beer? 

JACK: I don’t think so, I’ve got two more 
deliveries to make— 

ISABEL: But just while you wait. 


BS AMERICAN THEATRE 


BFE JULIA CHO 


JACK: Isn’t that a twenty on the table? 
ISABEL: Well, look at that! How did that get 
there? 

JACK: I’ve got change. 

He reaches for the bill but Isabel pockets it. 
ISABEL: Why be in such a rush? Have a seat. 
You’ve got that padded thing, it’ll keep the 
pizzas warm. Wouldn’t you like a little break? 
JACK: Well, it has been a busy night— 
ISABEL: There. Sit. 

She turns on a tape player. The sound of 
Elvis’s “It’s Now or Never” comes on. 
JACK: What is that? 

ISABEL: Elvis. Don’t you like Elvis? 

JACK: He’s okay. 

Isabel gets out a bottle of wine and two 
glasses. 

ISABEL: Why don’t we just have a nice drink. 
JACK: I don’t know... 

ISABEL: It’s just a tiny, little glass! A light refresh- 
ment. 

JACK: I’m driving. 

ISABEL(She leans forward and reads his 
nametag): Jack. Relax. Just have a sip. 

She hands him a glass, toasts it with him, and 
then downs it in one long swallow. 

ISABEL: Feel it. Feel how hot my face is. , 
She puts his hand to her face. 

ISABEL: You have. Nice hands. 

JACK: I do? : 

She runs her hand along his shoulder. 
ISABEL: And a beautiful uniform. 

JACK: It came with the job. 

She presses her cheek to his chest. 

ISABEL: Smells like...war. And faraway places. 
And power—you command men, yes? 


* JACK: Um; T'm just a driver. 


ISABEL: I love a modest man. 

She begins caressing him. Jack doesn’t know 
what to do, but he doesn’t particularly wish 
to stop it. 

ISABEL: Do you think I’m beautiful? 

JACK: What? 

ISABEL: Yes or no. Just answer. 

JACK: Well, yeah, I guess you’re hot but I 
don’t— 

ISABEL: Then kiss me. 

JACK: What? 

ISABEL: I've been waiting for you, General. All 
this time. Only for you. ; 

She leans in to kiss him. Jack jumps up. 
JACK: Whoa whoa whoa. 

ISABEL: What is it? What’s wrong? 

She turns off the music. 


JACK: Is this some kind of joke? 

ISABEL: What? 

JACK: Let me guess, guys at the parlor, they 
put you up to this, right? 

He walks around the room. 

JACK: Where is it, huh? 

ISABEL: Where is what? 

JACK: Some kind of hidden camera. (He 
looks around) 

ISABEL: Jack—it’s Jack, right? There’s no 
one here but us. . 

JACK: Yeah, you expect me to believe that 
you’re some hot lonely woman who has a thing 
for pizza delivery guys. Who put you up to this? 
ISABEL: No one put me up to anything. 
JACK: Yeah, right—where’d they find you? 
Back of the New Times? 

ISABEL: I’m sorry—? 

JACK: They’re such assholes, God! Always set- 
ting me up, trying to make me look like an 
idiot. But this—paying some woman to jerk 
me around— 

ISABEL: You think I’m some kind of prostitute? 
JACK: Oh, come on. Look at you. Could 
you wear any more makeup? 

ISABEL: I...look...like a prostitute? 

JACK: Well...aren’t you? 

Silence. 

JACK: Oh...oh, shit. 

Ma’am? Ma’am, listen to me— 

ISABEL: Ma’am?? You think I’m old too! 
JACK: NO, no, you don’t look old, you look 
great. Miss...Miss. Iam so sorry. I thought...1 
just assumed...So this is for real? 

ISABEL: It tvas. 


JACK: Oh...God...I. am so, I am SO sorry. _.. 


ISABEL: Stay away from me. 

JACK: Listen, can you blame me? This kind 
of stuff doesn’t happen to a guy like me. I 
mean, look at you: you’re beautiful. Now look 
at me. Women aren’t exactly throwing them- 
selves at me, okay? 

Shit. I can’t believe I just...I’m sorry. I’ll go. 
I'll leave you alone. I really didn’t mean to 
offend you. I swear I didn’t. 

Pause. 

ISABEL: You think I’m beautiful? 

JACK: Well. Yeah. 

ISABEL: You know, Jack, I don’t really see that 
many people. 

JACK: It’s kind of isolated out here. 

ISABEL: No, I mean, I don’t really go outside. 
JACK: Why? 

ISABEL: I don’t know...I mean, I never really 
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~» liked going out in the first place. It’s so hot. 


So lifeless. But lately, I can’t even bring 


myself to leave the house. I get to the door and 
“my legs just freeze. 

So, you see, Jack, it isn’t so strange. That I 
would... 

You're the best thing I’ve seen in a long, 
long time. 

Pause. 

JACK: What’s your name? 

ISABEL: Isabel. 

JACK: Isabel, can we start over? 

ISABEL: I don’t think so... 

JACK: Would you like to have dinner with me? 
ISABEL: I just told you, I dou’t like going 
outside. 

JACK: Who said anything about going outside? 
He gets a blanket off the couch and spreads 
it on the ground. He sets the box of pizza in 
the middle and opens it. 

JACK: May I offer you a piece? 

ISABEL: I would love one. 

She sits. He gives her a slice and then takes 
one himself. They each take a bite and chew 
quietly. She stops chewing. 

JACK: What is it? 

ISABEL: It just tastes so good. 

Food tastes better when you eat it with 
someone, dvesn't it? 

JACK: It sure does. 


SCENE 19 
The desert. 
MAN: Are you cold? 
Here. 


He takes off his jacket and gives it to her. 
PANNY: I don’t want it. 

MAN: Please. Take it. 

PANNY: Don’t touch me. 

MAN: Just thought you might be cold. 
PANNY: Somcone might have seen you. You 
could let me go, it’s not too late. 

MAN: You snuck out, didn’t you? 

PANNY: The guy I was meeting. He’ll know. 
MAN: Wasn’t that him, leaving with your 
friend? Nice friend. 

Pause. 

PANNY: Are you. Going to hurt me? 

MAN: No. 

PANNY: Please. Please don’t do this. 

MAN: Do what? I’m not doing anything. 
We’re just talking. 

PANNY: Are you the same guy who...took 
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those other girls? 

MAN: Maybe. 

PANNY: You must be pretty smart, not to get 
caught. 

MAN: I am smart. 

PANNY: They were pretty, those girls. 

MAN: Yes, they were. 

PANNY: I don’t understand. I’m not like that. 
MAN: Pl tell you a secret. Just between us. You 
were an accident. I came tonight to see 
Nancy. I was finally going to introduce 
myself to her. But just my luck, she runs 
into that boy of yours. And before I know it, 
he’s spirited her away in his car. You can imag- 
ine, it came as quite a shock. All that time and 
planning... 

But then, luckily, there was you. 

PANNY: But all the girls you take. They all look 
the same, right? I’m not your type. If you 
let me go, I won’ tell anyone—I swear. I 
wouldn’t get you in trouble. I like you. 
MAN: And I like you. But it’s true, Panny, you’re 
not my type. 

PANNY (With relief): No, I’m not. 

He takes out a plastic bag and hands it to 
Panny. 

PANNY: What is this? 

MAN: It’s for you. Always be prepared. That’s 
my motto, I say. 

Panny opens the bag and takes out a blond 
wig. 

MAN: I want you to put it on. 

Panny? 

Oh, now, Panny. Why’re you crying? 

You might as well just put it on. 

He leans in.closer. He pats her arm as if to 
comfort her. 

MAN: Because I seriously doubt anyone even 
knows you’re gone. 


SCENE 20 


Evvie’s apartment. 

EVVIE: I feel giddy. 

LEFTY: Me too. 

EVVIE: Are we really doing this? 

LEFTY: Yes. 

EVVIE: I’m not nervous. 

LEFTY: No reason to be. 

EVVIE: Come back quick. If you’re gone for 
too long, I'll start to think you’ve changed 
your mind. 

LEFTY: I’ll just go get my things, tell Panny— 
you'll like her. I know you will. 


EWIE: Yes. 

LEFTY: She’ll get used to the idea, eventually 
she’ll be okay with it. 

EWIE: She’l] understand. 

LEFTY: She’ll like it here. 

EVVIE: Welcome any time. 

LEFTY: And eventually she’ll want to live 


here. 
EWVIE: And she’ll—why would she want to 


do that? ‘ 

LEFTY: Because she...because she will. Live 
here. 

EVVIE: What? 

LEFTY: Won’t she? - 


EVVIE: Lefty. Lefty. She can’t—I mean, I'd like ~ 


you to be here. But I mean just you. 

LEFTY: Oh. 

EVVIE: I'm not ready to be a...a...mother 
figure again. I just got through with that. I just 
assumed...I mean, Panny will stay with her 
mon, right? 

LEFTY: No...it’s not that simple. Her mother 
isn’t really able to take care of her. 

EVVIE: Well, I’m not able to right now 
either. I mean, you, that’s different. But 
a kid... 

LEFTY: I can’t leave Panny. 

EVVIE: I wouldn’t ask you to. 

LEFTY: I want to be with you. 

EVVIE: I want that too. 

LEFTY: But I want a family. 

EVVIE: What do you mean by “family”? You 
mean kids? 

LEFTY: Yes. 

EVVIE: You have a kid. 

LEFTY: Yes, but...not one of my own. 
Pause. For once, Evvie has no idea what 
to say. 

EVVIE: I...I... 

LEFTY: Not now, it doesn’t have to be now. 
Later, after we see how we are together. 
EVVIE: But...after Jess, I knew I didn’t want 
any more... That’s what I meant about living 
for me now. Do you understand? 

Lefty nods. Long pause. They both look a 
little sad and perplexed. 

EVVIE: So now what? 

LEFTY: I don’t know. 

Beat. 

EVVIE: Huh. 

Beat. 

LEFTY: Huh. 

Beat. 

EVVIE: Huh. 
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Hae-Yoon (Sue Jean Kim) revels in her idea of 
American culture. 


SCENE 21 


The living room. Isabel and Jack are sprawled 
on the floor. 

jACK: I am so...totally...fired. 

ISABEL: It’s only been an hour. 

JACK: I had two more deliveries to make. 
ISABEL: You mean there’s more pizzas in 
there? 

She opens the warmer and takes one out. 
JACK: You’re hungry again? 

ISABEL: Aren’t you? 

Jack starts getting dressed. 

ISABEL: Where are you going? 

JACK: Where do you think? Work. Maybe I 
can talk them out of firing my sorry ass. 
What do you think—flat tire? Held up at knife 
point? Maybe I should give myself a cut. 
ISABEL: When will I see you again? 

JACK: ...Soon. 

ISABEL: You hesitated, why did you hesitate? 
JACK: I didn’t—look, don’t worry. I'll come 
see you again. 
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ISABEL: Are you sure? 

He kisses her forehead. 

JACK: Just chill. 

ISABEL: I don’t want you to disappear, I don’t 
want it to be like this never— 

JACK: Now where’s my warmer? 

ISABEL: How about tomorrow night? 
JACK: Tomorrow’s bad. 

ISABEL: Then how about after that? 

JACK: I don’t know. I'll call you. 

ISABEL: Do you have my number? 

JACK: Sure, it’s on the computer down at 


~ the parlor. 


ISABEL: So you’ll call me? 

JACK: Absolutely. 

ISABEL: I have a crazy idea: maybe you could 
take me with you. 

JACK: What? 

ISABEL: I could be ready, I could try— 
JACK: And where’m I supposed to take you? 
To my parents’? 

ISABEL: I just thought that maybe with your 
help I could— 

JACK: We’ll talk about this later, okay? I 
really gotta go. 

Now about the money? 

ISABEL: The what? 

JACK: For the pizza. 

Isabel finds the tiventy and gives it to him. 
JACK: Thanks. Don’t worry, Mirabelle. Pll be 
back. 

He leaves. 

ISABEL (She opens the door; calling): It’s 
Isabel. Isabel! How are you going to call 
me if you don’t have my name right? Jack. 
Jack! 

She. watches.him drive away. She slumps 
against the doorframe. The General appears. 
He squares the hat on his head. He picks up 
his suitcase. He throws his scarf around his 
neck. He salutes. He leaves. 


SCENE 22 


The desert. Panny is wearing the blond wig. 
MAN: Fantastic sky. I love it out here. Away 
from all the streetlights you can see so many 
stars. 

Tell me a little about yourself. Do you have 
a boyfriend? 

PANNY: No. 

MAN: Are you a good girl? 

PANNY: Yes. 

MAN: I think you’re lying. 


Have you ever been kissed? 

PANNY: No. 

He kisses her. 

MAN: Did you like that? 

I said, Did you like that? 

PANNY: Yes. ? 

MAN: Would you like another? 

PANNY: Yes. E 

MAN: Yes what? 

PANNY: Yes please. 

He leans in to kiss her. They freeze. 

PANNY (To us): And that’s when I gouged ou 
his eyes. ; , 

I planted my thumbs on his eyelids and - 
pushed, as hard as I could. Just like they 
taught us in self-defense. He screamed and } 
rolled away from him. I started running anc 
I didn’t stop. There was blood on my hands 
but I didn’t stop. I ran straight for the first lights 
I saw. Iran andI ran until I got away. 
Hae-Yoon appears. 

HAE-YOON: But, my little American friend, this 
is not the thing what happen. 

PANNY: Yes, it is. 

HAE-YOON: That is what the wish for what 
happen was, no? You wish you had gouge out 
evil pervert’s eyes. You wish you had run away. 
Escape with no bad thing on you. 

PANNY: I did. 

HAE-YOON: You know in Korea how girl and 
guy meet? Guy in car will drive by a girl and 
say to her, “Ya! Ta!” Which mean, “Get in 
the car now!” And she will. But that is not 
dangerous because everyone do that. She 
get in, they talk, if they do not like each other, 
she get out and he go and find another girl. 
That how you maybe meet good person to’ 
marry. Because we arc so...pressed on. 
No, wait. Repressed. That is what I mean. 
But anyway, in Korea, you can do this 
because no psycho bad guy take you out to 
BFE and cut you up. 

But in America, I could have told you, stupid 
nut, do not get in guy’s car! Haven’t you seen 
Silence of the Lambs? Don’t you know Ted 


not even American and I know this. Sheeeesh. 
Rewind. The Man is about to kiss Panny. She 
puts her hands on the sides of his face. She 
puts her thumbs on his eyes and presses. 
MAN: FUCK! 

He stands up and knocks her down. 
HAE-YOON (Softly): No, my American friend, 
you just made him mad. 
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She fades away. The Man holds his hands to 
his eyes. He takes his hands down. He stares 
at Panny as the lights on him fade. 

MAN: Shit. That fucking hurt. 

The Man is gone. 

PANNY (To us): It’s like I said. Things happen 
all the time, things you can’t explain. Like 
Sheila Lopez...like keg parties...like Mr. 
Lindhart and. 

Every once in a while, something bad... 
a guy takes a girl out there... 

There are still rumors swirling about what 
happened to me...that I...or that I... 

But none of those things are tre. What is true, 
depends, like Sheila, her mom, and the light 
in the sky on which way you are facing. 
The truth is, I didn’t escape. He beat me 
senseless and when I came to, he was gone. 
He didn’t kill me. I wasn’t his type. I was too 
ugly, even for him. 

He carved it into me. See? 

She raises her shirt. There is a scar. It spells 
out: “UGLY.” She puts her shirt down. 
PANNY: That’s how I know. 


SCENE 23 


heen so long since ! last wrote. Things have 
been very busy. I’m okay now. Please under- 
stand tirat it’s just been a little hectic. 

By the way, I went ahead and had that 
surgery done on my eyes. 

As she talks, she puts gauze on her eyes and 
| puts ona pair of dark sunglasses. 

PANNY: During the.surgery;-it-was so strange.” 
Thad a dream while I was being operated on. 
I dreamed that there were these blue, round 
birds all over the house. They were sitting on 
the chairs, the tables, the lamps. But they could- 
n’t fly very well: they were big, like balloons 
filled with water. And I dreamed that I went 
through the house with a long, steel needle, 
and I pierced these birds and the blood ran 
out of them. 

I don’t know what that means. 

Lights shift. The living room. Panny sits 
down. 

PANNY: Lefty? 

Isabel? 

Can someone get me some water? 

Ineed to take my pills. It’s starting to hurt now. 
The doorbell rings. 

PANNY: Someone get the door? 
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Lefty enters. He opens the door, Hugo stands 
there holding a bouquet of flowers. 

HUGO: Is Panny here? 

LEFTY: What’s your name? 

HUGO: It’s Hugo. 

LEFTY (To Panny): You know a Hugo? 
Panny nods. Lefty lets him in. Hugo slowly 
places the flowers in Panny’s arms and she 
buries her face in them. Lefty leaves. Hugo 
stares at Panny, 

PANNY: How’d you find me? 


' HUGO: Nancy. 


PANNY: Does the whole school know? 
HUGO: There are vumors. The news reports 
didn’t use your name, but Nancy put two and 
two together. 

PANNY: Oh. 

HUGO: What happened to your eyes? 
PANNY: Nothing. I just...had some eye surgery 
and I had a bad reaction. I’m fine, but all 
swollen up. Practically swollen shut. But the 
doctor says the swelling will go down and then 
it’ll be fine. That’s all. 

HUGO: Why did you need surgery? Did he 
hurt them? 

PANNY: No. It was my choice.-I wanted... 
a change. 

Do you hate me? 

HUGO: No. 

Do you hate me? 

PANNY: No. 

I’m glad you're here. 

HUGO: I can’t stay long. 

PANNY: I know. 

It wasn’t a trick, 

I meant all of it. 

HUGO: I know. 

Is there anything I can do for you before I go? 
PANNY: Yeah. I. (Pazise) There’s a glass of water 
over there. Do you see it? Could you get it for 
me? 

Hugo gets her the glass of water and hands 
it to her. She feels for his arm and touches it. 
She takes the water. She drinks. As she drinks 
he quietly leaves. 

PANNY: Thank you. 

Hugo? 

Hugo. 

All is still. Red tears start to stream down 
Panny’s face from behind her glasses. 
LEFTY: Panny? Are you okay? 

Where'd your friend go? Panny? 

PANNY: Don’t look at me, Lefty. Just don’t 
look. ‘ 


SCENE 24 


Lights up on Lefty, Isabel and Panny. They 
are watching TV. 


’ HAE-YOON: Dear Panny, I like your last let- 


ter very much, but somehow, I don’t know 
why, after I read it I feel a little sad. Like a 
heavy little thing in my chest. So I am send- 
ing you things for cheering you up. 

First, this is a picture of my dog, Paachi. He 
is fat like this because my mother feed him too 


~ much. She say it is my father’s fault for not 


walking him. But father say, Paachi is so 
fat, he is ashamed to be seen by neighbors with 
him. My brother is also fat. My father is 
ashamed to be seen with him too. Some- 
time, he goes pee right in the house (Paachi, 
not my brother) and then my father’s face turns 
very red and he yell until he lose his voice. Sec- 
ond, this is a tape of my favorite Korean pop 
songs. You will like first song, “I Will Love 
You Until You Are Dead and Then a Little 
More.” 

Third, I have good joke for you: Why did the 
cow roll down the hill? 

Because it had no leg! 

(I think maybe this joke is funnier in Korean.) 
So cheering up, my friend. Remember, you are 
in America! How can life be bad? 

Your friend, Elizabeth. 

The phone rings. They each look at it fora 
moment. No one picks it up. They watch TV. 


END OF PLAY ~ 
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WELL-MADE PLAY 4.0: FORMULAIC DRAMA IN OUR TIME 
Grace Winn Ellis 


In recent years, many plays staged off Broadway seem to follow a common structure: 


= The cast is small—no more than four or five—and we come to know the each character well. As they 
interact in various combinations, each of the characters pursues goals and undergoes changes over the 
course of the play. 

= The action is broken up into short scenes rather than long acts, and the scenes may be in chronological 
order or not. Each scene is extremely economical, with a cut-to-the bone feeling of nothing extraneous 
to this tiny portion of the whole. Often, a surprise leaves a memorable stage picture as the lights go 
down. And viewers learn to anticipate the coming dark when they hear a challenge, a question, ora 
new piece of essential information. Any messiness or turmoil that might naturally follow from that 
revelatory moment is cut off, and we know that the action will resume, usually at a different place and 
time, often with different characters. 

= Most of the scenes involve only two or three characters—dyads and triads. There can be great 
intensity in such interactions, which is why playwrights through the ages have included them in their 
bag of dramatic tricks. But writers of today’s well-made plays rarely include scenes with more than 
three characters. The gain in intensity is offset by a loss in variety and scope. It is as if a skilled 
composer wrote only duets and trios, never indulging in string quartets, let alone symphonies. Which 
playwrights today demonstrate the kind of skills Lillian Hellman displayed in handling various 
combinations of her cast of nine characters in The Little Foxes? 

= The dialog is primarily an exchange of short lines (what the Greeks called “stichomythia”). While such 
speech is often described as “realistic” or “naturalistic,” it is in fact quite artificial. Anyone who has 


ever eavesdropped in a coffee shop realizes that most conversations involve long awkward pauses and 


that people occasionally speak in paragraphs rather than single sentences. 

= The structure of short scenes has led to the return of the single set. Between scenes, small changes 
may be made to the props by actors or stagehands. If multiple locales are used, the sets tend to be 
minimal and suggestive rather than detailed. 

= Exposition is scrupulously avoided. Plans and motives are not revealed to confidantes, nor do the 


characters in these plays “break the fourth wall” with asides or other explanations to the audience. The 


audience must pay close attention to subtle hints to figure out who these people are and what is going 
on. 


Older forms of theater used “dramatic irony,” in which the audience knew something that characters on stage 
did not know. So, for instance, when Oedipus declared that he would pursue the murderer even if he should 
be a member of his own household, the spectators knew—as he did not—who the murderer would turn out 
to be. But now, each member of the audience must be his or her own Hercule Poirot. While asking the normal 
dramatic questions about the unfolding action (What will happen next? How will the characters react?) the 
“little grey cells” must simultaneously be involved with many other questions—Who are these people? What 
is their relationship to each other? What are they planning to do? The task of discovering the truth is 
complicated by the fact that the characters often lie to each other in our presence, presenting various 
revisions of their accounts of events. 


And in today’s dramas, Poirot never calls everyone together to explain the solution to the mystery and 
confront the villain. The play simply ends with a final piece of the puzzle. When everything in a contemporary 
well-made play works—when enough clues are provided and the audience is very attentive—this missing 
explanatory scene takes place as a kind of explosion in the mind of the viewer, after the final curtain (i.e., 
blackout). Or during the subway ride home. Or in a discussion later in the bar. And this sudden insight can be 
an exciting mental and emotional experience—today’s substitute for Aristotle’s catharsis. But if the clues are 
too obscure or the viewer’s attention lapses, he or she is simply left bewildered. 
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With each passing year, more and more plays seem to follow this formula, which I have come to call “Well- 
Made Play 4.0.” Why 4.0? As students of theater history know, the well-made play (“piéce bien faite”)—with 
its long exposition, secrets revealed to the audience, vital documents and props, radical reversals of fortune, 
revelations and stage pictures at the ends of acts, and necessary scene (“scéne a faire”) where antagonists 
confront each other and all mysteries are cleared up—was invented and promulgated by Scribe and Sardou in 
the 19» century. But this structure was really WMP 2.0, because Scribe and his disciples based their 
prescription for stage action on their understanding of the plays of Sophocles (WMP 1.0). When what we 
think of as modern theater developed toward the end of the 19» century, Henrik Ibsen, who had produced 
many plays by Scribe and his disciples, adapted the formula, making it more appropriate for his realistic 
depictions of the unacknowledged taboos of middle class life. George Bernard Shaw professed to hate the 
mechanical nature of the plots of “Sardoodle-dum,” but he, too, adapted many of its conventions for his 
didactic comedies. The Ibsen-Shaw formula (WMP 3.0) was successfully carried into the twentieth century by 
the long-lived Shaw, Lillian Hellman, and others. Now, over the past thirty years or so, anew formula has 
developed, discarding some of the features of WMP 2.0 and 3.0, resurrecting some from 1.0, and inventing 
others of its own. 


Harold Pinter’s 1978 play Betrayal is perhaps a pre-cursor of WMP 4.0. David Auburn’s Proof (2000) models 
all the elements. And as the 21« century progresses, we see the formula applied more widely. I would include 
as examples Donald Marguiles’ Sight Unseen and Time Stands Still, Naomi lizuka’s 36 Views, Lloyd 

Suh’s American Hwangap, David Adjimi’s Stunning, David Hare’s Skylight, Conor McPherson’s The Night Alive, 
Jon Robin Baitz’s Other Desert Cities, Samuel D. Hunter’s The Few, and Amy Herzog’s 4000 Miles. Some 
playwrights we think of as very experimental have written at least one play that mostly conforms to the 
formula: for example, Suzan-Lori Parks’ Top Dog/Underdog, Moises Kaufman’s, 33 Variations, and Stephen 
Adly Guirguis’ The Mother Fu**ker with the Hat. 


Make no mistake. I admire all these plays. They are incredibly powerful. I do not think they are formulaic 
hackwork. This structure works. And there is some truth to the proposition that writing for the stage or 
screen is more a craft than an art (hence, the troubling spelling of the “wright” part of “playwright.”) 


Still, ] wonder how this single prescription for playwriting has become so prevalent. In the late 1990s, I was 
lucky enough to be in a playwriting seminar with Tina Howe, who admires Ionesco and has never written a 
formulaic play. One of the many things that impressed me about Tina Howe was the helpful way she 
responded to plays in many different genres, perceiving what each script needed in order to be true to itself, 
rather than to some pre-conceived notion of what a play must be. But perhaps many people leading seminars 
today have narrower tastes. And perhaps graduate students who were taught to admire WMP 4.0 are now 
teaching playwriting classes. Or they are judging play contests. Or they are working as dramaturgs to “help” 
playwrights “develop” their work. And so the influence spreads. 


As the WMP 4.0 formula comes to dominate off-Broadway and regional professional theaters, it creates 
certain problems. 


These small-cast productions are well-suited to the financial restraints of small commercial theaters, but they 
are less attractive to community and educational theaters, which thrive on large casts. So those theaters 
continue to present the same old familiar musicals and comedies, year after year, leaving their audiences 
unprepared to deal with contemporary theater. 


And with its demands for total attentiveness, the 21*-century well-made play can “put people off” at a time 
when theaters recognize the need to bring in new audiences. Solving the mysteries of a play involves the 
viewer as a participant in the action. Cool. But if you have some hearing loss (as many current theater-goers 
do) and miss one crucial line, you may not understand what’s happening. If you rarely attend live theater and 
your attention wanders for a moment, you will be lost. If you don’t figure out who became the mad hermit in 
Tom Stoppard’s Acadia—and why—you are left bewildered. If you cannot explain the unlikely happy ending 
of McPherson’s The Night Alive, you will not find it “pleasurable to experience its mysteries” as the program 
promises. Everyone around you is applauding, and you just don’t get it. Your reaction will be similar to one 
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that many people have to contemporary art: “What’s all the fuss about? It’s just a canvas covered in grey 
paint. Is this some kind of a con game? A joke?” You are left feeling stupid and angry. And you won’t come 
back. 


Recently I saw a local community theater production of William Hoffman’s 1985 play, As Js. | was struck by 
the freedom and adventurousness of its form. I speculated that, in some ways, the 1980s were more open to 
theatrical experimentation than the 2010s. Iam not arguing against the many fine plays that follow the WMP 
4.0 formula. But Iam arguing for greater openness. Let us continue to perform and produce plays by Tina 
Howe, Paula Vogel, Chuck Mee, Annie Baker, Anna Deveare Smith, and all the others who are exploring new 
frontiers in both the content and the construction of work written for the theater. 


94 


{ SHELAGH DELANEY 


' A Taste of Honey 


With a Commentary and Notes by 
GLENDA LEEMING 


Debreceni Equetem 
Angol-Amerikai Intézet Ké6nyvtara Methuen Student Editions 
IAN | METHUEN - LONDON 


0814°9565 


95 


This Methuen Student Edition first published in 1982 by Methuen 
London Ltd, 11 New Fetter Lane, London EC4P 4EE. 

A Taste of Honey first published in January 1959 by Methuen s 
& Co. Ltd. New edition April 1959. Contents 

A Taste of Honey copyright © 1959 by Theatre Workshop I 

(Pioneer Theatres Ltd.) 

Commentary and Notes copyright © 1982 by Methuen London Ltd. 
Printed in Great Britain by Richard Clay (The Chaucer Press) Ltd, 


Bungay, Suffolk Page 
Shelagh Delaney v 
ISBN 0 413 49250 8 

Plot and structure vii 
Commentary x 
CAUTION Characters x 
This play is fully protected by copyright. All enquiries concerning Themes XV 
performing rights, professional or amateur should be directed to Comedy xvii 
Tessa Sayle, 11 Jubilee Place, Chelsea, London SW3 3TE. How the play came to be written xix 
Dramatic effectiveness XXili 
Social background: the fifties xxiv 
| Suggestions for further reading XXVIi1 
A TASTE OF HONEY 5 
Notes 88 

Four pages of illustrations appear at the end of the commentary 


Thanks are due to Tessa Sayle and Non Worrall for their belp and 
advice in the preparation of this edition. 


96 


This play was first presented by Theatre Workshop at the 
Theatre Royal, Stratford, London E15, on 27 May 1958. 


On 10 February 1959 the play was presented by Donald 
Albery and Oscar Lewenstein Ltd, at Wyndham’s Theatre, 
London, with the following cast: 


HELEN Avis Bunnage 
JOSEPHINE, her daughter Frances Cuka 
PETER, her friend Nigel Davenport 
THE BOY Clifton Jones 
GEOFFREY Murray Melvin 
THE APEX JAZZ TRIO Johnny Wallbank (corner) 
Barry Wright (guitar) 
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SETTING BY John Bury 
COSTUMES BY Una Collins 


The play is set in Salford, Lancashire, today 


Directed by Joan Littlewood 


Act One 


SCENE ONE 


'he stage represents a comfortless flat in Manchester and the 
street outside. Jazz music. Enter HELEN, a semi-whore, and 
her daughter, 30. They are loaded with baggage. 

HELEN: Well! This is the place. 

jo: And I don’t like it. 

11ELEN; When I find somewhere for us to live I have to con- 
sider something far more important than your feelings ... 
the rent, It’s all I can afford. 

10: You can afford something better than this old ruin. 

HELEN: When you start earning you can start moaning. 

jo: Can’t be soon enough for me. I’m cold and my shoes let 
water ... what a place ... and we’re supposed to be 
living off her immoral earnings. 

HELEN: I’m careful. Anyway, what’s wrong with this place? 
Everything in it’s falling apart, it’s true, and we’ve no 
heating — but there’s a lovely view of the gasworks, we share 
a bathroom with the community and this wallpaper’s con- 
temporary. What more do you want? Anyway it'll do for 
us. Pass me a glass, Jo. 

10: Where are they? 

ELEN: I don’t know. 

jo: You packed ’em. She’d lose her head if it was loose. 

HELEN: Here they are. I put ’em in my bag for safety. Pass me 
that bottle - it’s in the carrier. 

jo: Why should I run round after you? [Takes whisky bottle 
from bag.} 
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HELEN: Children owe their parents these little attentions. 

Jo: I don’t owe you a thing. 

HELEN: Except respect, and I don’t seem to get any of that. 

Jo: Drink, drink, drink, that’s all you’re fit for. You make me 
sick, 

HELEN: Others may pray for their daily bread, I pray for... 

jo: Is that the bedroom? 

HELEN: It is. Your health, Jo. 

Jo: We’re sharing a bed again, I see. 

HELEN: Of course, you know I can’t bear to be parted from 
you. 

jo: What I wouldn’t give for a room of my own! God! It’s 
freezing! Isn’t there any sort of fire anywhere, Helen? 

HELEN: Yes, there’s a gas-propelled thing somewhere. 

Jo: Where? 

HELEN: Where? What were you given eyes for? Do you want 
me to carry you about? Don’t stand there shivering; have 
some of this if you’re so cold. 

jo: You know I don’t like it. 

HELEN: Have you tried it? 

jo: No, 

HELEN: Then get it down you! [She wanders around the room 
searching for fire.] “Where!” she says. She can never see 
anything till she falls over it. Now, where’s it got to? I 
know I saw it here somewhere ... one of those shilling 
in the slot affairs; the landlady pointed it out to me as 
part of the furniture and fittings. I don’t know. Oh! It'll 
turn up. What’s up with you now? 

jo: I don’t like the smell of it. 

HELEN: You don’t smell it, you drink it! It consoles you. 

jo: What do you need consoling about? 

HELEN: Life! Come on, give it to me if you’ve done with it. 
T’ll soon put it in a safe place, [Drinks.] 

JO: You’re knocking it back worse than ever. 

HELEN: Oh! Well, it’s one way of passing time while I’m 
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waiting for something to turn up. And it usually does if I 
drink hard enough. Oh my God! I’ve caught a shocking 
cold from somebody. Have you got a clean hanky, Jo? 
Mine’s wringing wet with dabbing at my nose all day. 

JO: Have this, it’s nearly clean. Isn’t that light awful? I do hate 
to see an unshaded electric light bulb dangling from the 
ceiling like that. 

HELEN: Well, don’t look at it then. 

jo: Can I have that chair, Helen? I’ll put my scarf round it. 
[Jo takes chair from HELEN, stands on it and wraps her 
scarf round light bulb - burning herself in the process.) 

ELEN: Wouldn’t she get on your nerves? Just when I was 
going to take the weight off my feet for five minutes. Oh! 
my poor old nose. 

j0: Christ! It’s hot. 

HELEN: Why can’t you leave things alone? Oh! she gets me 
down. Pll buy a proper shade tomorrow. It’s running like 
a tap. This is the third hanky today. 

jo: Tomorrow? What makes you think we’re going to live 
that long? The roof’s leaking! 

HELEN: Is it? No, it’s not, it’s just condensation. 

jo: Was it raining when you took the place? 

HELEN: It is a bit of a mess, isn’t it. 

10: You always have to rush off into things. You never think. 

HELEN: Oh well, we can always find something else. 

jo: But what are you looking for? Every place we find is the 
same. 

HELEN: Oh! Every time I turn my head my eyeballs hurt. 
Can’t we have a bit of peace for five minutes? 

jo: IP’ll make some coffee. 

HELEN: Do what you like. I feel rotten. I’ve no business being 
out of bed. 

jo: Where’s the kitchen? 

HELEN: Where’s the — through there. I have to be really bad 
before I can go to bed, though. It’s the only redeeming 
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feature in this entire lodging house. I’ve got it in my throat 
now too. I hope you’re going to make full use of it. 

Jo: There’s a gas stove in here. 

HELEN: It hurts when I swallow. Of course there is! 

Jo: It looks a bit ancient. How do I light it? 

HELEN: How do I - with a match. Wouldn’t she drive you 
mad? 

Jo: I know that, but which knob do I turn? 

HELEN: Turn ’em all, you’re bound to find the right one in 
the end. She can’t do a thing for herself, that girl. Mind 
you don’t gas yourself. Every time I comb my hair it goes 
right through me. I think it’s more than a cold, you know - 
more likely it’s *flu! Did you find it? 

{Loud bang.] 

jo: Yes. 

HELEN: The way she bangs about! I tell you, my head’s coming 
off. 

Jo: Won't be long now. Who lives here besides us, Helen? 
Any young people? 

HELEN: Eh? Oh! Yes, I did see a Jad hanging around here 
when I called last week. Handsome, long-legged creature - 
just the way I like ’em. Perhaps he’s one of the fixtures. 
He’d just do for you, Jo; you’ve never had a boy friend, 
have you? 

Jo: No. I used to like one of your fancy men though. 

HELEN: Oh! Which one? 

Jo: I thought I was in love with him. 

HELEN: Which one does she mean? 

jo: I thought he was the only man I’d ever love in my life and 
then he ran off with that landlady’s daughter. 

HELEN: Oh! Him. 

Jo: And I cried myself to sleep for wecks. 

HELEN: She was a silly cat if ever there was one. You should 
have seen her. Honest to God! She was a sight for sore 
eyes. Pll have to tell you about her too sometime. 
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jo: I saw him again one day, on the street. 

HELEN: Did you? 

jo: I couldn’t believe my eyes. He was thin, weak-chinned, 
with a funny turned-up nose. 

HELEN: It wasn’t his nose I was interested in. 

[Tugboat heard.] 

jo: Can you smell that river? 

HELEN: I can’t smell a thing! I’ve got such a cold, 

jo: What’s that big place over there? 

HELEN: The slaughterhouse. Where all the cows, sheep and 
pigs go in and all the beef, pork and mutton comes out. 
jo: I wonder what it’l] be like here in the summer. I bet it'll 

smell, 

HELEN: This whole city smells. Eee, there’s a terrible draught 
in here. Where’s it coming from? Look at that! What a 
damn silly place to put a window. This place is cold enough, 
isn’t it, without giving shelter to the four winds. 

JO: Helen, stop sniffing. It sounds awful. 

HELEN: I can’t help it. You’d sniff if you had a cold like this. 
She’s not got a bit of consideration in her. It’s self all the 
time. 

jo: I’m going to unpack my bulbs. I wonder where I can put 
them. 

HELEN: I could tell you. 

JO: They’re supposed to be left in a cool, dark place. 

HELEN: That’s where we all end up sooner or later. Still, it’s 
no use worrying, is it? 

jo: I hope they bloom. Always before when I’ve tried to fix 
up a window box nothin’s ever grown in it. 

HELEN: Why do you bother? 

jo: It’s nice to see a few flowers, isn’t it? 

HELEN: Where did you get those bulbs? 

jo: The Park. The gardener had just planted about two hun- 
dred. I didn’t think he’d miss half a dozen. 

(IELEN: That’s the way to do things. If you see something 
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you want, take it. That’s my daughter for you. If you spent 
half as much time on me as you do on them fiddling bits 
of greenery I’d be a damn sight better off. Go and see if 
that kettle’s boiling. 

JO: See yourself. I’ve got to find somewhere for my bulbs. 

HELEN: See yourself! Do everything yourself. That’s what 
happens. You bring ’em up and they turn round and talk 
to you like that. I would never have dared talk to my 
mother like that when I was her age. She’d have knocked 
me into the middle of next week. Oh! my head. Whenever 
I walk, you know how it is! What a journey! I never 
realized this city was so big. Have we got any aspirins left, 
Jor 

Jo: No. I dreamt about you last night, Helen. 

HELEN: You're going to have a shocking journey to school 
each day, aren’t you? It must be miles and miles. 

JO: Not for much longer. 

HELEN: Why, are you still set on leaving school at Christmas? 

Jo: Yes. 

HELEN: What are you going to do? 

Jo: Get out of your sight as soon as I can get a bit of money 
in my pocket. 

HELEN: Very wise too. But how are you going to get your 
money in the first place? After all, you’re not very fond of 
work, are you? 

Jo: No. I take after you. 

HELEN [looking at the aspidistra]: That’s nice, isn’t it? Puts me 
in mind of my first job, in a tatty little pub down Whit 
Lane, I thought it was wonderful ... You know, playing 
the piano and all that; a real get-together at weekends. 
Everybody standing up and giving a song. I used to bring 
the house down with this one. [Sings.] 


Id give the song birds to the wild wood 
I'd give the sunset to the blind 
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And to the old folks I’d give the memory 
of the baby upon their knee. 


[To orchestra]: Come on, vamp it in with me. 
Jo: You can’t play to that. It’s got no rhythm. 

HELEN: Oh! They’d tear it up, wouldn’t they? [She sings 

another verse.) It’s nice though isn’t it? 

Jo: What would you say if I did something like that? 

HELEN: I should have taken up singing - everybody used to 
tell me. What did you say? 

Jo: I said what would you say if I got a job in a pub? ; 

HELEN: You can’t sing, can you? Anyway, it’s your life, ruin 
it your own way. It’s a waste of time interfering with other 
people, don’t you think so? It takes me all my time to 
look after myself, I know that. 

JO; That’s what you said, but really you think you could make 
a better job of it, don’t you? 

HELEN: What? 

jo: Ruining my life. After all, you’ve had plenty of practice. 

HELEN: Yes, give praise where praise is due, I always say. I 
certainly supervised my own downfall. Oh! This chair’s a 
bit low, isn’t it? Could do with a cushion. 

yo: Anyway I’m not getting married like you did. 

HELEN: Oh! 

Jo: I’m too young and beautiful for that. 

HELEN: Listen to it! Still, we all have funny ideas at that age, 
don’t we - makes no difference though, we all end up same 
way sooner or later. Anyway, tell me about this dream you 
had. 

jo: What dream? 

HELEN: You said you had a dream about me. 

Jo: Oh that! It was nothing much. I was standing ina garden 
and there were some policemen digging and guess what 
they found planted under a rosebush? 

HELEN: You, 
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JO: No —- you. 

HELEN: Why, had we run short of cemetery space? Well, I’ve 
always said we should be used for manure when we’re 
gone. Go and see to that coffee. I’m dying for a hot drink. 
This bloody cold! It’s all over me. I’m sure it’s "flu - I 
suppose I’d better clear some of this stuff away. She 
wouldn’t think. Well, they don’t at that age, do they? Oh! 
It gets me right here when I try to do anything when I 
bend, you know. Have you ever had it? I was thinking of 
washing my hair tonight, but I don’t think it’s wise to... 
Christ! what the hell’s she got in here ... sooner her 
than me ... what’s this? [Seeing drawings.] Hey, Jo, Jo, 
what’s this? 

jo: What’s what? 

HELEN: Did you do this? 

Jo: Put it down. 

HELEN: I thought you said you weren’t good at anything. 

Jo: It’s only a drawing. 

HELEN: It’s very good. Did you show them this at school? 

Jo: I’m never at one school long enough to show them any- 
thing. 

HELEN: That’s my fault, I suppose. 

Jo: You will wander about the country. 

HELEN: It’s the gipsy in me. I didn’t realize I had such a 
talented daughter. Look at that. It’s good, isn’t it? 

jo: I’m not just talented, I’m geniused. 

HELEN: I think I’ll hang this on the wall somewhere. Now, 
where will it be least noticeable? Don’t snatch. Have you 
no manners? What’s these? 

Jo: Self-portraits. Give *em here. 

HELEN: Self-portraits? Oh! Well, I suppose you’ve got to 
draw pictures of yourself, nobody else would. Hey! Is that 
supposed to be me? 

Jo: Yes. 

HELEN: Don’t I look a misery? They’re very artistic though, 
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I must say. Have you ever thought of going to a proper art 
school and getting a proper training? 

10: It’s too late. 

MELEN: I’ll pay, You’re not stupid. You'll soon learn. 

10: I’ve had enough of school. Too many different schools and 
too many different places. 

HELEN: You’re wasting yourself. 

yo: So long as I don’t waste anybody else. Why are you so 
suddenly interested in me, anyway? You’ve never cared 
much before about what I was doing or what I was trying 
to do or the difference between them. 

HELEN: I know, I’m a cruel, wicked woman. 

Jo: Why did we have to come here anyway? We were all right 
at the other place. 

HELEN: I was fed up with the other place. 

jo: You mean you’re running away from somebody. 

HELEN: You're asking for a bloody good hiding, lady. Just be 
careful. Oh! She’d drive you out of your mind. And my 
head’s splitting. Splitting in two. 

jo: What about me? Don’t you think I get fed up with all this 
flitting about? Where’s the bathroom? I’m going to have 
a bath. 

HELEN: You're always bathing. 

jo: I’m not like you. I don’t wait until it becomes necessary 
before I have a good wash. 

HELEN: You'll find the communal latrine and wash-house at 
the end of the passage. And don’t throw your things about, 
this place is untidy enough as it is. 

Jo: That’s all we do, live out of a travelling-bag. 

HELEN: Don’t worry, you’ll soon be an independent working 
woman and free to go where you please, 

Jo: The sooner the better. I’m sick of you. You’ve made my 
life a misery. And stop sneezing your flu bugs all over me. 
I don’t want to catch your cold. 

HELEN: Oh! Get out of my sight. Go and have your bath. 
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jo: You can get your own coffee too. Why should I do any- 
thing for you? You never do anything for me. 


[Music. Enter PETER, a brash car salesman, cigar in mouth.] 


HELEN: Oh! My God! Look what the wind’s blown in. What 
do you want? 

PETER: Just passing by, you know. Thought Id take a look at 
your new headquarters. 

HELEN: Just passing ... How did you find my address? 

PETER: I found it. Did you think you could escape me, dear? 

Jo: So that’s what she was running away from. 

PETER: Who’s this? 

HELEN: My daughter. 

PETER: Oh! Hello there. That puts another ten years on her. 

jo: What’s this one called? 

HELEN: Smith. 

jo: You told me not to trust men calling themselves Smith. 

HELEN: Oh go and have your bath. 

jo: I don’t know where the bathroom is. 

HELEN: It’s in a little hole in the corridor. 

jo: Is he staying? 

PETER: Yes, I’m staying. 

jo: Then [ll go for my bath later. 

HELEN: What did you want to follow me here for? 

PETER [fumbling]: You know what I want. 

HELEN: Give over! Jo, go and see to that coffee! He would 
show up just when I’ve got her hanging round my neck. 

PETER: Do what your mother tells you. 

jo: Ordering me about like a servant! [She goes. PETER makes 
another pass at HELEN.] The kettle’s not boiling. I suppose 
she hasn’t told you about me. 

PETER: Christ! 

HELEN: Go and lay the table. 

jo: No. 

HELEN: Well, do something. Turn yourself into a bloody 
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termite and crawl into the wall or something, but make 
yourself scarce. 

rerER: Get rid of her. 

HELEN: I can’t. Anyway, nobody asked you to come here. 

'ETER: Why did you come here? I had to chase all over town 
looking for you, only to finish up in this dump. 

KLEN: Oh shut up! I’ve got a cold. 

EYER: What on earth made you choose such a ghastly district? 

HELEN: I can’t afford to be so classy. 

peTER! Tenements, cemetery, slaughterhouse. 

ELEN: Oh we've got the lot here. 

vETER: Nobody could live in a place like this. 

10: Only about fifty thousand people. 

pETER: And a snotty-nosed daughter. 

HELEN: I said nobody asked you to come. Oh my God! Pil 
have to have a dose of something. My head’s swimming. 
Why did you? 

reTER: Why did I what? 

HELEN: Follow me here? 

’ETER: Now you know you’re glad to see me, kid. 

HELEN: No I’m not. The only consolation I can find in your 
immediate presence is your ultimate absence. 

pETER: In that case, I'll stay. 

HELEN: I warned you. I told you I was throwing my hand in. 
Now didn’t I? 

PETER: You did. 

HELEN: Oh! Throw that cigar away. It looks bloody ridiculous 
stuck in your mouth like a horizontal chimney. 

PETER: Your nose is damp. Here, have this. 

HELEN: Oh go away! 

PETER: Give it a good blow. 

HELEN: Leave it alone. 

PETER: Blow your nose, woman. [She does]. And while you're 
at it blow a few of those cobwebs out of your head. You 
can’t afford to lose a man like me. 
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HELEN: Can’t I? 

PETER: This is the old firm. You can’t renege on the old firm. 

HELEN: I’m a free lance. Besides, I’m thinking of giving it up. 

PETER: What? 

HELEN: Sex! Men! 

PETER: What have we done to deserve this? 

HELEN: It’s not what you’ve done. It’s what I’ve done. 

PETER: But [approaching her], darling, you do it so well. 

HELEN: Now give over, Peter. I’ve got all these things to 
unpack. 

PETER: Send her to the pictures. 

HELEN: I don’t feel like it. 

PETER: What’s wrong? 

HELEN: I’m tired. It’s terrible when you've got a cold, isn’t 
it? You don’t fancy anything. 

PETER: Well, put your hat on, let’s go for a drink. Come on 
down to the church and I’ll make an honest woman of you. 

HELEN [she goes to put her coat on, then changes her mind]: No, 
I don’t fancy it. 

PETER: I’m offering to marry you, dear. 

HELEN: You what? 

PETER: Come on, let’s go for a drink, 

HELEN: I told you I don’t fancy it. 

PETER: You won’t find anything better. 

HELEN: Listen, love, I’m old enough to be your mother. 

PETER [petting her]: Now you know I like this mother and son 
relationship. 

HELEN: Stop it! 

PETER: Aren’t you wearing your girdle? 

HELEN: Now, Peter. 

PETER: Whoops! 

HELEN: Well, you certainly liberate something in me. And I 
don’t think it’s maternal instincts either. 

PETER [sings]: “Walter, Walter, lead me to the altar!” 

HELEN: Some hopes. 
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rerER: Helen, you don’t seem to realize what an opportunity 
I'm giving you. The world is littered with women I’ve 
rejected, women still anxious to indulge my little vices and 
excuse my less seemly virtues. Marry me, Helen. I’m 
young, good-looking and well set up. I may never ask you 
again. 

HELEN: You’re drunk. 

rETER: I’m as sober as a judge. 

HELEN: If you ask me again I might accept. 

PETER [sings]: “I see a quiet place, a fireplace, a cosy room.” 

HELEN: Yes, the tap room at the Red Lion. What are you 
after? 

PETER: You know what I like. 

}0 [coughs, enters]: Here’s your coffee. Excuse me if I inter- 
rupted something. I’m sorry the crockery isn’t very elegant, 
but it’s all we’ve got. 

PETER: Don’t run away. 

jo: I’m not running. [Sits.] 

PETER: Is she always like this? 

HELEN: She’s jealous ... 

PETER: That’s something I didn’t bargain for. 

IELEN: Can’t bear to see me being affectionate with anybody. 

Jo: You’ve certainly never been affectionate with me. 

PETER: Still, she’s old enough to take care of herself. What 
sort of coffee is this anyway? It can hardly squeeze itself 
through the spout. 

HELEN: She always does that. Makes it as weak as she can be- 
cause she knows I like it strong. Don’t drink that, it isn’t 
worth drinking. Leave it. 

jo: She should be in bed. 

PETER: I know she should. 

jo: You look very pale and sickly, Helen. 

HELEN: Thank you. 

jo: Is he going? 

HELEN: Yes, come on, you'd better go before you catch my cold. 
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[He pulls her to him as she passes.] 
PETER: Come outside then. 
HELEN: No. 
PETER: What does the little lady want? An engagement ring? 
jo: I should have thought their courtship had passed the stage 
of symbolism, 
HELEN: I always accept the odd diamond ring with pleasure. 
PETER: I know it’s my money you're after. 
HELEN: Are you kidding? 
jo: Hey! 


[He embraces HELEN at the door and begins to tell her a dirty 
story.] 


PETER: Did I ever tell you about the bookie who married the 
prostitute? 

HELEN: No. Go on. 

jo: Hey! What sort of a cigar is that? 

PETER: Why don’t you go home to your father? 

jo: He’s dead. 

PETER: Too bad. Anyway, this bookie... 

jo: Is it a Havana? 

HELEN: Yes. 

PETER: A rich, dark Havana, rolled on the thigh of a coal black 
mammy. 

jo: You want to be careful. You never know where a coal black 
mammy’s thigh’s been. 

HELEN: Take no notice of her. She think’s she’s funny. 

JO: So does he! I bet he’s married. 


[HELEN bursts out laughing at his joke.] 


You’re not really going to marry her, are you? She’s a devil 
with the men. 

PETER: Are you Helen? 

HELEN: Well, I don’t consider myself a slouch. Now come on 
then, if you’ve finished what you came for you’d better 
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get going. We’ve ail this to clear away before we go to 
bed. 

VETER: Well, I won’t be round tomorrow; the cat’s been on the 
strawberries. 

HELEN: Get going. 

"'ETER: Don’t forget me. 

10: Shall I withdraw while you kiss her good night? 

HELEN: Pll kiss you good night in a minute, lady, and it really 
will be good night. 

reTER: Well, take care of your mother while she’s ailing, Jo. 
You know how fragile these old ladies are. 

HELEN: Go on, get! [Exit PETER.] Well, I’m going to bed. We'll 
shift this lot tomorrow. There’s always another day. 

jo: It’s dark out there now. I think I’ll have my bath in the 
morning. 

NELEN: Are you afraid of the dark? 

jo: You know I am. 

NiLEN: You should try not to be. 

1o: Ido. 

WiLEN: And yourre still afraid? 

jor Yes. 

ELEN: Then you'll have to try a bit harder, won’t you? 

jo: Thanks. I'll do that. What’s the bed like? 

MKLEN: Like a coffin only not half as comfortable. 

10: Have you ever tried a coffin? 

HELEN: I dare say I will one day. I do wish we had a hot water 
bottle. 

10: You should have asked him to stay. It wouldn’t be the first 
time I’ve been thrown out of my bed to make room for one 
of your... 

ELEN: For God’s sake shut up! Close your mouth for five 
minutes. And you can turn the light off and come to bed. 

yo: Aren’t we going to clear this lot up? 

HELEN: No, it’ll look all right in the dark. 

jo: Yes, it’s seen at its best, this room, in the dark. 
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HELEN: Everything is seen at its best in the dark - including 
me. I love it. Can’t understand why you're so scared of it. 

jo: I’m not frightened of the darkness outside. It’s the darkness 
inside houses I don’t like. 

HELEN: Come on! Hey, Jo, what would you do if I told you I 
was thinking of getting married again? 

jo: I’d have you locked up in an institution right away! 

HELEN: Come on. 


[Music. Fade out.] 


SCENE TWO 


JO and her BOY FRIEND, a coloured naval rating, walking on the 
street. They stop by the door. 

jo: I’d better go in now. Thanks for carrying my books. 

Boy: Were you surprised to see me waiting outside school? 

Jo: Not really. 

Boy: Glad I came? 

jo: You know I am. 

Boy: So am I. 

jo: Well, I’d better go in. 

BOY: Not yet! Stay a bit longer. 

jo: All right! Doesn’t it go dark early? I like winter. I like it 
better than all the other seasons. 

BOY: I like it too. When it goes dark early it gives me more time 
for — [He kisses her.} 

Jo: Don’t do that. You’re always doing it. 

BOY: You like it. 

jo: I know, but I don’t want to do it all the time. 

Boy: Afraid someone’ll see us? 

jo: I don’t care. 


SCENE It] A TASTE OF HONEY 23 


noy: Say that again. 

jo: I don’t care. 

Boy: You mean it too. You’re the first girl I’ve met who really 
didn’t care. Listen, I’m going to ask you something. I’m 
a man of few words. Will you marry me? 

10: Well, I’m a girl of few words. I won’t marry you but you’ve 
talked me into it, 

BOY: How old are you? 

jo: Nearly eighteen. 

soy: And you really will marry me? 

jo: I said so, didn’t I? You shouldn’t have asked me if you 
were only kidding me up. [She starts to go.] 

Boy: Hey! I wasn’t kidding. I thought you were. Do you 
really mean it? You will marry me? 

jo: I love you. 

BOY: How do you know? 

Jo: I don’t know why I love you but I do. 

nor: I adore you. [Swinging her through the air.] 

jo: So do I. I can’t resist myself. 

noy: I’ve got something for you. 

jo: What is it? A ring! 

uoy: This morning in the shop I couldn’t remember what 
sort of hands you had, long hands, small hands or what. I 
stood there like a damn fool trying to remember what they 
felt like. [He puts the ring on and kisses her hand.) What will 
your mother say? 

jo: She’ll probably laugh. 

noy: Doesn’t she care who her daughter marries? 

jo: She’s not marrying you, I am. It’s got nothing to do with 
her. 

soy: She hasn’t seen me. 

10: And when she does? 

noy: She'll see a coloured boy. 

10: No, whatever else she might be, she isn’t prejudiced against 
colour. You’re not worried about it, are you? 
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BOY: So long as you like it. 

jo: You know I do. 

BOY: Well, that’s all that matters. 

jo: When shall we get married? 

Boy: My next leave? It’s a long time, six months. 

Jo: It'll give us a chance to save a bit of money. Here, see... 
this ring ... it’s too big; look, it slides about ... And I 
couldn’t wear it for school anyway. I might lose it. Let’s 
go all romantic. Have you got a bit of string? 

BOY: What for? 

Jo: I’m going to tie it round my neck. Come on, turn your 
pockets out. Three handkerchiefs, a safety pin, a screw! 
Did that drop out of your head? Elastic bands! Don’t little 
boys carry some trash. And what’s this? 

BOY: Nothing. 

jo: A toy car! Does it go? 

Boy: Hm hm! 

jo: Can I try it? [She does.] 

BOY: She doesn’t even know how it works. Look, not like that. 


[He makes it go fast.] 


jo: I like that. Can I keep it? 

BOY: Yes, take it, my soul and all, everything. 

jo: Thanks. I know, I can use my hair ribbon for my ring. Do 
it up for me. 

Boy: Pretty neck you’ve got. 

Jo; Glad you like it. It’s my schoolgirl complexion. I'd better 
tuck this out of sight. I don’t want my mother to see it. 
She’d only laugh. Did I tell you, when I leave school this 
week I start a part-time job in a bar? Then as soon as I get 
a full-time job, I’m leaving Helen and starting up in a room 
somewhere. 

BOY: I wish I wasn’t in the Navy. 

Jo: Why? 

BOY: We won’t have much time together. 
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Well, we can’t be together all the time and all the time 
there is wouldn’t be enough. 
It’s a sad story, Jo. Once, I was a happy young man, not 

a care in the world. Now! I’m trapped into a barbaric 
ehlt77. 

jo. What’s that? Mau-Mau? 

noy: Matrimony. 

1. ‘rapped! I like that! You almost begged me to marry you. 

woy: You led me on. I’m a trusting soul. Who took me down 
10 that deserted football pitch? 

jo: Who found the football pitch? I didn’t even know it 
existed, And it just shows how often you must have been 
there, too... you certainly know where all the best spots 
are. I’m not going there again . . . It’s too quiet. Anything 
might happen to a girl. 

uoy: It almost did. You shameless woman! 

jo: That’s you taking advantage of my innocence. 

noy: I didn’t take advantage. I had scruples. 

jo: You would have done. You’d have gone as far as I would 
have let you and no scruples would have stood in your way. 

noy: You enjoyed it as much as I did. 

jo: Shut up! This is the sort of conversation that can colour 
a young girl’s mind. 

noy: Women never have young minds. They are born three 
thousand years old. 

jo: Sometimes you look three thousand years old. Did your 
ancestors come from Africa? 

noy: No. Cardiff. Disappointed? Were you hoping to marry 
a man whose father beat the tom-tom all night? 

jo: I don’t care where you were born. There’s still a bit of 
jungle in you somewhere. [A siren is heard]. I’m going in 
now, I’m hungry. A young girl’s got to eat, you know. 

soy: Honey, you’ve got to stop eating. No more food, no more 
make-up, no more fancy clothes; we’re saving up to get 
married. 
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Jo: I just need some new clothes too. I’ve only got this one 
coat. I have to use it for school and when I go out with you. 
I do feel a mess. 

BOY: You look all right to me. 

Jo: Shall I see you tonight? 

Bor: No, I got work to do. 

jo: What sort of work? 

Boy: Hard work, it invoives a lot of walking. 

Jo: And a lot of walking makes you thirsty. I know, you’re 
going drinking. 

BOY: That’s right. It’s one of the lads’ birthdays. I’ll see you 
tomorrow. 

Jo: All right. I'll tell you what, I won’t bother going to school 
and we can spend the whole day together. I’ll meet you 
down by that ladies’ hairdressing place. 

Boy: The place that smells of cooking hair? 

Jo: Yes, about ten o’clock. 

BOY: Okay, you’re the boss. 

JO: Good night. 

BOY: Aren’t you going to kiss me good night? 

Jo: You know I am. [Kisses him.] I like kissing you. Good 
night. 

BOY: Good night. 

Jo: Dream of me. 

Boy: I dreamt about you last night. Fell out of bed twice. 

JO: You're in a bad way. 

Boy: You bet I am. Be seeing you! 

JO [as she goes]: I love you. 

BOY: Why? 

JO: Because you’re daft. 

[He waves good-bye, turns and sings to the audience, and goes. 
HELEN dances on to the music, lies down and reads an evening 
paper. JO dances on dreamtly.] 

HELEN: You're a bit late coming home from school, aren’t 
your 
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yo: [I met a friend. 

WuLin: Well, he certainly knows how to put stars in your eyes. 

jo: What makes you think it’s a he? 

uvieN: Well, I certainly hope it isn’t a she who makes you 
walk round in this state. 

jo: [e’s a sailor. 

WEN: I hope you exercised proper control over his nautical 
ardour. I’ve met a few sailors myself. 

10: He’s lovely. 

HELEN: Is he? 

10: He’s got beautiful brown eyes and gorgeous curly hair. 

ELEN: Has he got long legs? 

jo: They’re all right. 

ELEN: How old is he? 

jo: Twenty-two. He’s doing his national service, but before 
that he was a male nurse. 

1tLEN: A male nurse, eh? That’s interesting. Where did he 
do his nursing? 

10: In a hospital, of course! Where else do they have nurses? 

NELEN! Does he ever get any free samples? We could do with 
a few contacts for things like that. 

10: Oh shut up, Helen. Have a look in that paper and see 
what’s on at the pictures tomorrow night. 

HELEN: Where is it? Oh yes ... I was a Teenage ... what? 
You can’t go there anyway, it’s a proper little flea pit. The 
Ten Commandments, here that'd do you good. Desire 
Under the ... oh! What a funny place to have desire! 
You might as well have it at home as anywhere else, 
mightn’t you? No, there’s nothing here that I fancy. 

yo: You never go to the pictures. 

11FLEN: I used to but the cinema has become more and more 
like the theatre, it’s all mauling and muttering, can’t hear 
what they’re saying half the time and when you do it’s not 
worth listening to. Look at that advertisement. It’s porno- 
graphic. In my opinion such a frank and open display of 
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the female form can only induce little boys of all ages to 
add vulgar comments in pencil. I ask you, what sort of an 
inflated woman is that? She’s got bosom, bosom and still 
more bosom. I bet every inch of her chest is worth it’s 
weight in gold. Let’s have a look at you. I wonder if I 
could turn you into a mountain of voluptuous temptation? 

Jo: Why? 

HELEN: I'd put you on films. 

Jo: I’d sooner be put on’t streets. It’s more honest. 

HELEN: You might have to do that yet. 

Jo: Where did this magazine come from? 

HELEN: Woman downstairs give it me. 

Jo: I didn’t think you'd buy it. 

HELEN: Why buy when it’s cheaper to borrow? 

Jo: What day was I born on? 

HELEN: I don’t know. 

jo: You should remember such an important event. 

HELEN: [’ve always done my best to forget that. 

jo: How old was I when your husband threw you out? 

HELEN: Change the subject. When I think of her father and 
my husband it makes me wonder why I ever bothered, it 
does really. 

jo: He was rich, wasn’t he... 

HELEN: He was a rat! 

jo: He was your husband. Why did you marry him? 

HELEN: At the time I had nothing better to do. Then he di- 
vorced me; that was your fault. 

Jo: I agree with him. If I was a man and my wife had a baby 
that wasn’t mine I’d sling her out. 

HELEN: Would you? It’s a funny thing but I don’t think I 
would. Still, why worry? 

JO [reading from magazine]: It says here that Sheik Ahmed - 
an Arabian mystic - will, free of all charge, draw up for 
you a complete analysis of your character and destiny. 

HELEN: Let’s have a look. 
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10: There’s his photograph. 
utLeN: Oh! He looks like a dirty little spiv. Listen Jo, don’t 
bother your head about Arabian mystics. There’s two w’s 
in your future. Work or want, and no Arabian Knight can 
tell you different. We’re all at the steering wheel of our own 
destiny. Careering along like drunken drivers. I’m going to 
get married. [The news is received in silence.] I said, ’m 
going to get married. 
: Yes, I heard you the first time. What do you want me to do, 
laugh and throw pennies? Is it that Peter Smith? 
HELEN: He’s the unlucky man. 
10: You’re centuries older than him. 
NKLEN: Only ten years. 
}o: What use can a woman of that age be to anybody? 
HELEN: I wish you wouldn’t talk about me as if I’m an im- 
potent, shrivelled old woman without a clue left in her 
head. 
JO: You’re not exactly a child bride. 
HELEN: I have been one once, or near enough. 
jo: Just imagine it, you’re forty years old. I hope to be dead 
and buried before I reach that age. You’ve been living for 
forty years. 
IWiLEN: Yes, it must be a biological phenomena. 
jo: You don’t look forty. You look a sort of well-preserved 
sixty. 
[Music. Enter PETER carrying a large bouquet and a box of 
chocolates and looking uncomfortable.] 


|¢ 


HELEN: Oh look, and it’s all mine! 

jo: Hello, Daddy. 

PETER: Oh! So you told her. 

HELEN: Of course. Come in and sit down. On second thoughts 
lie down, you look marvellous. 
[He gives her the bouquet.} 


Oh! really, you shouldn’t have bothered yourself. I know 
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the thought was there, but ... here, Jo, have we got a 
vase, put these in some water. 

Jo: How did she talk you into it? You must be out of your 
mind. 

PETER: That’s possible, I suppose. 

Jo: Flowers and all the trimmings. Helen can’t eat anything 
sweet and delicious. She’s got to watch her figure. 

HELEN: Nonsense! My figure hasn’t altered since I was 
eighteen. 

Jo: Really? 

HELEN: Not an inch. 

Jo: I hope I’m luckier with mine. 

HELEN: Do you see anything objectionable about my figure, 
Peter? 

PETER: I find the whole thing most agreeable. 

JO: You’ve got to say that, you’re marrying it! 

PETER: The chocolates are for you, Jo. 

Jo: Buying my silence, hey! It’s a good idea. I like chocolates. 

HELEN: Help yourself to a drink, Peter, and I'll go and put my 
glad rags on. [Exit.] 

PETER: Don’t let’s be long, huh? I’ve booked a table. Dammit, 
I thought you’d be ready. 

jo: She’s got no sense of time. 

PETER: Don’t sit there guzzling all those chocolates at once. 
[She throws the lid at him.] 
What the hell are you playing at ... sit down and behave 
yourself, you little snip. 

Jo: Hey! Don’t start bossing me about. You’re not my father. 

PETER. Christ Almighty! Will you sit down and eat your 
chocolates. Do what you like but leave me alone. 
[Suddenly she attacks him, half-laughing, half-crying.] 

JO: You leave me alone. And leave my mother alone too. 
[HELEN enters. | 

PETER: Get away! For God’s sake go and... 

HELEN: Leave him alone, Jo. He doesn’t want to be bothered 
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with you. Got a cigarette, Peter? Did you get yourself a 
drink? 

ruveR: No, I... 

10: Do I bother you, Mister Smith, or must I wait till we’re 
alone for an answer? 

rereR: Can't you keep her under control? 

NtLEN: Pll knock her head round if she isn’t careful. Be quiet, 
Jo. And don’t tease him. 

ri tER: Tonight’s supposed to be a celebration. 

jo; What of? 

itLEN: He’s found a house. Isn’t he marvellous? Show her 
the photo of it, Peter. I shan’t be a tick! 

jo: You’ve certainly fixed everything up behind my back. 

1iKLEN: Don’t you think it’s nice? One of his pals had to sell, 
moving into something smaller. [Goes]. 


[PETER throws snap on to the table.] 


jo: It?s not bad. White walls, tennis courts. Has it got a 
swimming pool? 

PETER: It has twelve swimming pools. 

10: Can I see the other photos? 

PETER: Which photos? 

Jo: In your wallet. I suppose you thought I didn’t notice. 

PETER: Oh! These. Yes, well, that’s a photograph of my 
family, my mother, my father, my sister, my brother and 
... [To himself.] all the rest of the little bastards. 

yo: Is this a wedding group? 

PETER: My brother’s wedding. 

jo: They only just made it, too, from the look of his wife. You 
can tell she’s going to have a baby. 

PETER: Oh? Thank you. 

yo: You can have it back if I can see the others. 

PETER: Which others? What are you talking about? 

jo: Do you want me to tell my mother? 

PETER: I don’t give a damn what you tell your mother. 
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jo: They’re all women, aren’t they? I bet you’ve had thou- 
sands of girl friends. What was this one with the long legs 
called? 

PETER: Ah! Yes, number thirty-eight. A charming little thing. 

jo: Why do you wear that black patch? 

PETER: I lost an eye. 

jo: Where? 

PETER: During the war. 

Jo: Were you in the Navy? 

PETER: Army. 

Jo: Officer? 

PETER: Private. 

JO: I thought you would have been somebody very important. 

PETER: A private is far more important than you think. After 
all, who does all the dirty work? 

Jo: Yes, a general without any army wouldn’t be much use, 
would he? Can I see your eye? I mean can I see the hole? 

PETER: There’s nothing to see. 

jo: Do you wear that patch when you go to bed? 

PETER: That’s something about which I don’t care to make a 
public statement. 

jo: Tell me. 

PETER: Well, there is one highly recommended way for a 
young girl to find out. 

JO [glancing through photos in wallet]: I don’t like this one. 
She’s got too much stuff on her eyes. 

PETER: That’s the sort of thing your sex goes in for. 

jo: I don’t. I let my natural beauty shine through. 

PETER: Is there no alternative? 

jo: Don’t you like shiny faces? 

PETER: I suppose they’re all right on sweet young things but 
I just don’t go for sweet young things - 

jo: Do you fancy me? 

PETER: Not yet. 

Jo: You prefer old women. 
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vereR: She isn’t old. 

10: She soon will be. 

rereR: Ah well, that’s love. [Sings.] “That wild, destructive 
thing called love.” 

jo: Why are you marrying Helen? 

reveR: Why shouldn’t I marry Helen? 

jo: Your generation has some very peculiar ideas, that’s all I 
can say. 

rt TER: Could I have my photographs back, please? 

jo: There... 

veTER: You don’t like your mother much do you? 

10: She doesn’t much care for me either. 

veTER: I can understand that. 

\0 [looking over his shoulder at photographs]: 1 like that one with 
the shaggy hair cut. She’s got nice legs too. Nearly as nice 
as mine. 

VETER: Would you care for a smoke? 

jo: Thanks. 


[HELEN is heard singing off stage]: 


HELEN: Jo! Where’s my hat? 

jo: I don’t know. Where you left it. It’s no use getting im- 
patient, Peter. The art work takes a long time. Are you 
sure you lost your eye during the war? What happened? 

vETER: Go and tell your mother I’ll wait for her in the pub. 

yo: Are you married? 

PETER [going]: No, I’m still available. 

HELEN [entering]: But only just. 

PETER: Helen, you look utterly fantastic. 

HELEN: Thanks. Put that cigarette out, Jo, you’ve got enough 
bad habits without adding to your repertoire. Do you like 
my hat, Peter? 

PETER: Bang-on darling! 

HELEN: What are all these books doing all over the place? Are 
you planning a moonlight flit, Jo? Stop it, Peter. 
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PETER: Got your blue garters on? 

HELEN: Now, Peter. Come on, Jo, shift these books. 

Jo: I’m sorting them, 

PETER [taking HELEN’S hat]: How do I look? 

HELEN: Peter! 

JO: Have you forgotten I’m leaving school this week? 

HELEN: Peter, give it here. Stop fooling about. It took me ages 
to get this hat on right. Jo, do as you're told. 

Jo: All right, 

HELEN: Peter! Don’t do that. Give it to me. It’s my best one. 
Put it down. 

PETER [to himself]: No bloody sense of humour. 

HELEN: What has she got there? Look at ’em. Selected Nursery 
Rhymes, Hans Andersen’s Fairy Tales, Pinocchio. Well, 
you certainly go in for the more advanced types of litera- 
ture. And what’s this? The Holy Bible! 

Jo: You ought to read it. I think it’s good. 

HELEN: The extent of my credulity always depends on the 
extent of my alcoholic intake. Eat, drink and be merry ~ 

Jo: And live to regret it. 

PETER: God! We’ve got a founder member of the Lord’s Day 
Observance Society here. 

Jo: What are you marrying him for? 

HELEN: He’s got a wallet full of reasons. 

Jo: Yes. I’ve just seen ’em too. 

HELEN: Can you give us a quid, Peter? I’d better leave her 
some money. We might decide to have a weekend at 
Blackpool and she can’t live on grass and fresh air. 

JO: I won’t set eyes on her for a week now. I know her when 
she’s in the mood. What are you going to do about me, 
Peter? The snotty-nosed daughter? Don’t you think I’m 
a bit young to be left like this on my own while you flit 
off with my old woman? 

PETER: She'll be all right, won’t she? At her age. 
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mieten: We can’t take her with us. We will be, if you'll not take 
exception to the phrase, on our honeymoon. Unless we 
change our minds. 

rvreR: Pm not having her with us. 

111LEN: She can stay here then. Come on. I’m hungry. 

10: So am I, 

tLEN: There’s plenty of food in the kitchen. 

10: You should prepare my meals like a proper mother. 

1tLEN: Have I ever laid claim to being a proper mother? If 
you're too idle to cook your own meals you'll just have to 
cut food out of your diet altogether. That should help you 
lose a bit of weight, if nothing else. 

ri reR: She already looks like a bad case of malnutrition. 

10: Have you got your key, Helen? I might not be here when 
you decide to come back. I’m starting work on Saturday. 

1t1ELEN: Oh yes, she’s been called to the bar. 

PETER: What sort of a bar? 

jo: The sort you’re always propping up. I’m carrying on the 
family traditions. Will you give me some money for a new 
dress, Helen? 

HELEN: If you really want to make a good investment, you'll 
buy a needle and some cotton. Every article of clothing on 
her back is held together by a safety pin or a knot. If she 
had an accident in the street I’d be ashamed to claim her. 

PETER: Are we going? 

jo: Can’t I come with you? 

HELEN: Shut up! You’re going to have him upset. You 
jealous little cat! Come on, Peter. 

PETER: All right, all right, don’t pull. Don’t get excited. And 
don’t get impatient. Those bloody little street kids have 
probably pulled the car to pieces by now but we needn’t 
worry about that, need we... 

HELEN: I told you you’d upset him. 

PETER: Upset? I’m not upset. I just want to get to hell out of 
this black hole of Calcutta. 
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[They leave flat. J looks after them for a moment then turns 
to bed — she lies across it, crying. Music. BLACK BOY enters.] 

BOY [calling]: Jo! 
[She doesn’t move.] 

BOY: Joee! 

Jo: Coming. 
[They move towards each other as if dancing to the music. 
The music goes, the lights change. 

Jo: Oh! It’s you! Come in. Just when I’m feeling and looking 
a mess. 

BoY: What’s wrong? You been crying? 

jo: No. 

BOY: You have. Your eyes are red. 

Jo: I don’t cry. I’ve got a cold. 

Boy: I think you have, too. Yes, you’ve got a bit of a tempera- 
ture. Have you been eating? 

jo: No. 

BOY: You're a fine sight. Where’s the kitchen? 

Jo: Through there. What are you going to do? 

BOY: Fix you a cold cure. Where do you keep the milk? 

Jo: Under the sink. I hate milk, 

Boy: I hate dirt. And this is just the dirtiest place I’ve ever 
seen. The children round here are filthy. 

Jo: It’s their parents’ fault, What are you putting in that milk? 

Boy: A pill. 

Jo: I bet it’s an opium pellet. I’ve heard about men like you. 

BOY: There isn’t another man like me anywhere. I’m one on 
his own. 

jo: Soam I, 

BOY: Who was that fancy bit I saw stepping out of here a few 
minutes ago? 

JO: If she was dressed up like Hope Gardens it was my mother. 

BOY: And who is the Pirate King? 

JO: She’s marrying him. Poor devil! 
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noy: You'll make a pretty bridesmaid. 

10: Bridesmaid! I’d sooner go to my own funeral. 

noy: You'd better drink this first. 

jo. T don’t like it. 

noy: Get it down you. 

10: But look, it’s got skin on the top. 

uoy: Don’t whine. I’m not spending the evening with a 
running-nosed wreck. Finish your milk. 

}0: Did you treat your patients in hospital like this? 

noy: Not unless they were difficult. Your mother looks very 
young, Jo, to have a daughter as old as you. 

jo: She can still have children. 

soy: Well, that’s an interesting bit of news. Why should I 
worry if she can have children or not? 

jo: Do you fancy her? 

noy: That isn’t the sort of question you ask your fiancé. 

jo: It doesn’t really matter if you do fancy her, anyway, 
because she’s gone. You’re too late. You’ve had your chips. 

uoy: Dll be gone soon, too. What then? 

jo: My heart’s broke. 

noy: You can lie in bed at night and hear my ship passing 
down the old canal. It’s cold in here. No fire? 

10: It doesn’t work. 

noy: Come and sit down here. You can keep me warm. 

10: Is it warm where you’re going? 

hoy: I guess so. 

Jo: We could do with a bit of sunshine. In this country there 
are only two seasons, winter and winter. Do you think 
Helen’s beautiful? 

soy: Who’s Helen? 

jo: My mother. Honestly, you are slow sometimes. Well, do 
you think she’s beautiful.? 

BOY: Yes. 

jo: Am I like her? 

soy: No, you’re not at all like her. 
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JO: Good. I’m glad nobody can see a resemblance between us. 

BOY: My ring’s still round your neck. Wear it. Your mother 
isn’t here to laugh. 

JO: Unfasten it, then. 

BOY: Pretty neck you’ve got. 

Jo: Glad you like it. 

BOY: No! Let me put it on. 

Jo: Did it cost very much? 

BOY: You shouldn’t ask questions like that. I got it from 
Woolworths! 

JO: Woolworth’s best! I don’t care. I’m not proud. It’s the 
thought that counts and I wonder what thought it was in 
your wicked mind that made you buy it. 

BOY: I’ve got dishonourable intentions. 

JO: I’m so glad. 

BOY: Are you? [He embraces her.] 

JO: Stop it. 

BOY: Why? Do you object to the “gross clasps of the lascivious 
Moor”? 

JO: Who said that? 

BOY: Shakespeare in Othello. 

yo: Oh! Him. He said everything, didn’t he? 

Boy: Let me be your Othello and you my Desdemona. 

Jo: All right. 

Boy: “Oh ill-starred wench.” 

JO: Will you stay here for Christmas? 

Boy: If that’s what you want. 

Jo: It’s what you want. 

Boy: That’s right. 

Jo: Then stay. 

BOY: You naughty girl! 

Jo: I may as well be naughty while I’ve got the chance. I'll 
probably never see you again. I know it. 

BOY: What makes you say that? 

JO: I just know it. That’s all. But I don’t care. Stay with me 
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now, it’s enough, it’s all I want, and if you do come back 
I'll still be here, 
woy: You think I’m only after one thing, don’t you? 
10. | know you're only after one thing. 
nov: You’re so right. [He kisses her.] But I will come back, I 
love you. 
19: Tlow can you say that? 
nov: Why or how I say these things I don’t know, but what- 
ever it means it’s true. 
10. Anyway, after this you might not want to come back. After 
all, I’m not very experienced in these little matters. 
woy: Tam. 
jo: Anyway, it’s a bit daft for us to be talking about you 
coming back before you’ve gone. Can I leave that hot 
milk? 
noy: It would have done you good. Never mind. [Embraces 
her. 
10: Don’t do that. 
noy: Why not? 
yo: I like it. 
[Fade out. Music. Wedding bells. HELEN’S music. She dances 
on with an assortment of fancy boxes, containing her wedding 
clothes.) 
iIELEN: Jo! Jo! Come on. Be sharp now. 
[JO comes on in her pyjamas. She has a heavy cold.] 


For God’s sake give me a hand. I’ll never be ready. What 

time is it? Have a look at the church clock. 

jo: A quarter past eleven, and the sun’s coming out. 

HELEN: Oh! Well, happy the bride the sun shines on. 

jo: Yeah, and happy the corpse the rain rains on. You’re not 
getting married in a church, are you? 

ELEN: Why, are you coming to throw bricks at us? Of 
course not. Do I look all right? Pass me my fur. Oh! My 
fur! Do you like it? 
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Jo: I bet somebody’s missing their cat. 

HELEN: It’s a wedding present from that young man of mine. 
He spends his money like water, you know, penny wise, 
pound foolish. Oh! I am excited. I feel twenty-one all over 
again. Oh! You would have to catch a cold on my wedding 
day, I was going to ask you to be my bridesmaid too. 

JO: Don’t talk daft. 

HELEN: Where did you put my shoes? Did you clean ’em? 
Oh! They’re on my feet. Don’t stand there sniffing, Jo. 
Use a handkerchief. 

Jo: I haven’t got one. 

HELEN: Use this, then. What’s the matter with you? What 
are you trying to hide? 

Jo: Nothing. 

HELEN: Don’t try to kid me. What is it? Come on, let’s see. 

Jo: It’s nothing. Let go of me. You’re hurting. 

HELEN: What’s this? 

jo: A ring. 

HELEN: I can see it’s a ring. Who give it to you? 

jo: A friend of mine. 

HELEN: Who? Come on. Tell me. 

jo: You’re hurting me. 


[HELEN breaks the cord and gets the ring. 


HELEN: You should have sewn some buttons on your pyjamas 
if you didn’t want me to see. Who give it you? 

Jo: My boy friend. He asked me to marry him. 

HELEN: Well, you silly little bitch. You mean that lad you’ve 
been knocking about with while we’ve been away? 

jo: Yes. 

HELEN: I could choke you. 

Jo: You’ve already had a damn good try. 

HELEN: You haven’t known him five minutes. Has he really 
asked you to marry him? 

jo: Yes. 
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nitun: Well, thank God for the divorce courts! I suppose 
just because I’m getting married you think you should. 

ia Have you got the monopoly? 

itteN: You stupid little devil! What sort of a wife do you 
think you’d make? You’re useless. It takes you all your 
time to look after yourself. I suppose you think you’re in 
love. Anybody can fall in love, do you know that? But 
what do you know about the rest of it? 

jo: Ask yourself, 

ith LEN: You know where that ring should be? In the ashcan 
with everything else. Oh! I could kill her, I could really. 

jo: You don’t half knock me about. I hope you suffer for it. 

ELEN: I’ve done my share of suffering if I never do any more. 
Oh Jo, you’re only a kid. Why don’t you learn from my 
mistakes? It takes half your life to learn from your own. 

jo: You leave me alone. Can I have my ring back, please? 

HELEN: What a thing to happen just when I’m going to enjoy 
myself for a change. 

o: Nobody’s stopping you. 

; ELEN: Yes, and 2 Be as my back’s turned you'll be off with 
this sailor boy and ruin yourself for good. 

10: I’m already ruined. 

HELEN: Yes, it’s just the sort of thing you’d do. You make me 
sick. 

10: You’ve no need to worry, Helen. He’s gone away. He may 
be back in six months, but there again, he may... 

HELEN: Look, you’re only young. Enjoy your life. Don’t get 
trapped. Marriage can be hell for a kid. 

jo: Can I have your hanky back? 

HELEN: Where did you put it? 

jo: This is your fault too. 

HELEN: Everything’s my fault. Show me your tongue. 

10: Breathing your *flu bugs all over me. 

HELEN: Yes, and your neck’s red where I pulled that string. 

Jo: Will you get me a drink of water, Helen? 
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HELEN: No, have a dose of this [Offering whisky]. It’ll do you 
more good. I might as well have one myself while I’m at it, 
mightn’t I? 

JO: You’ve emptied more bottles down your throat in the last 
few weeks than I would have thought possible. If you don’t 
watch it, you’ll end up an old down-and-out boozer knock- 
ing back the meths. 

HELEN: It’ll never come to that. The devil looks after his own, 
they say. 

JO: He certainly takes good care of you. You look marvellous, 
considering. 

HELEN: Considering what? 

JO: The wear and tear on your soul. 

HELEN: Oh well, that'll have increased its market value, 
won't it? 

JO: Old Nick’ll get you in the end. 

HELEN: Thank God for that! Heaven must be the hell of a 
place. Nothing but repentant sinners up there, isn’t it? 
All the pimps, prostitutes and politicians in creation trying 
to cash in on eternity and their little tin god. Where’s my 
hat? 

JO: Where’s your husband? 

HELEN: Probably drunk with his pals somewhere. He was 
going down to the house this morning to let some air in. 
Have you seen a picture of the house? Yes, you have. Do 

you like it? [She peers and primps into mirror.] 

Jo: It’s all right if you like that sort of thing, and I don’t. 

HELEN: I'll like it in a few years, when it isn’t so new and 
clean. At the moment it’s like my face, unblemished! Oh 
look at that, every line tells a dirty story, hey? 

Jo: Will you tell me something before you go? 

HELEN: Oh! You can read all about that in books. 

JO: What was my father like? 

[HELEN turns away.] 

HELEN: Who? 
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10: You heard! My father! What was he like? 

HELEN: Oh! Him. 

jo: Well, was he so horrible that you can’t even tell me about 
him? 


hLEN: He wasn’t horrible. He was just a bit stupid, you know. 
Not very bright. 

10: Be serious, Helen. 

WELEN: I am serious. 

10: Are you trying to tell me he was an idiot? 

1ttLEN: He wasn’t an idiot, he was just a bit — retarded. 

jo: You liar! 

1tLEN: All right, I’m a liar. 

10: Look at me. 

HELEN: Well, am I? 

10: No. 

WELEN; Well, now you know. 

}0: How could you give me a father like that? 

uLLEN: I didn’t do it on purpose. How was I to know you’d 
materialize out of a little love affair that lasted five minutes? 

jo: You never think. That’s your trouble. 

WELEN: I know. 

jo: Was he like a... a real idiot? 

HELEN: Pve told you once. He was nice though, you know, a 
nice little feller! 

10: Where is he now, locked up? 

HELEN: No, he’s dead. 

}0: Why? 

NELEN: Why? Well, I mean, death’s something that comes to 
us all, and when it does come you haven’t usually got time 
to ask why. 

JO: It’s hereditary, isn’t it? 

HELEN: What? 

jo: Madness. 

I1ELEN: Sometimes. 

jo: Am I mad? 
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HELEN: Decide for yourself. Oh, Jo, don’t be silly. Of course 
you’re not daft. Not more so than anybody else. 

Jo: Why did you have to tell me that story? Couldn’t you have 
made something up? 

HELEN: You asked for the truth and you got it for once. Now 
be satisfied? 

jo: How could you go with a half-wit? 

HELEN: He had strange eyes. You’ve got ’em. Everybody used 
to laugh at him. Go on, I’ll tell you some other time. 

jo: Tell me now! 

HELEN: Mind my scent! 

Jo: Please tell me. I want to understand. 

HELEN: Do you think I understand? For one night, actually 
it was the afternoon, I loved him. It was the first time I’d 
ever really been with a man... 

jo: You were married. 

HELEN: I was married to a Puritan - do you know what I mean? 

jo: I think so. 

HELEN: And when I met your father I was as pure and un- 
sullied as I fondly, and perhaps mistakenly, imagine you 
to be. It was the first time and though you can enjoy the 
second, the third, even the fourth time, there’s no time 
like the first, it’s always there. I’m off now. I’ve got to go 
and find my husband. Now don’t sit here sulking all day. 

jo: I was thinking. 

HELEN: Well, don’t think. It doesn’t do you any good. I'll see 
you when the honeymoon’s over. Come on, give us a kiss. 
You may as well. It’s a long time since you kissed me. 

jo: Keep it for him. 

HELEN: I don’t suppose you’re sorry to see me go. 

jo: I’m not sorry and I’m not glad. 

HELEN: You don’t know what you do want. 

jo: Yes. I do. I’ve always known what I want. 

HELEN: And when it comes your way will you recognize it? 

jo: Good luck, Helen. 
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LEN: Pll be seeing you. Hey! If he doesn’t show up Pll be 


back. 
10: Good luck, Helen. 


[Exit HELEN. “Here comes the Bride”? on the cornet.] 


Curtain 
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Act Two 


SCENE ONE 


As the curtain goes up fairground music can be heard in the dis- 
tance. JO and a boy can be heard playing together. When 
they enter the flat they have been playing about with a bunch of 
brightly coloured balloons. It is summer now and JO’S preg- 
nancy is quite obvious. 


JO [as she falls on a couch in the darkened room]: Let me lie 
here and don’t wake me up for a month. 

GEOF: Shall I put the light on? 

JO: No. Don’t you dare put that light on, 

GEOF: Did you enjoy the fair? 

JO: Loved it. I haven’t been to a fair since Christmas. 

GEOF: Those roundabouts are still going. Can you hear ’em? 

Jo: I should be up at half past seven tomorrow morning. Ill 
never make it. I’ll just have to be late. Anyway, why should 
I slave away for anybody but me? Haven't you got a 
home to go to, Geof? 

GEOF: Of course, 

Jo: Well, why are you lurking about? Come in if you want to, 

GEOF: Thanks. 

Jo: There’s some biscuits and a flask of coffee in the kitchen 
only I’m too tired to get °em. Aren’t you hungry? 

GEOF: No, but you are. 

Jo: That’s right. Go and get ’em for me, Geof. 

GEOF: Where’s the kitchen? 

JO: Straight on. 
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Geor: Pl put the light on. 

10: No, you won’t! I like this romantic half-light, it just goes 
with this Manchester maisonette! 

«tor: Take four paces forward, turn right, turn left, once 
round the gasworks and straight on up the creek. [He 
bangs into a chair or table and cries or swears.] 

10. Put a match on, you daft thing. 

[GEOF strikes a match.] 

GLOF: Ee, this place is enormous, isn’t it? 

10: I know. Pve got to work all day in a shoe shop and all night 
in a bar to pay for it. But it’s mine, All mine. 

uroF: I can tell it’s yours from the state it’s in. No wonder 
you won’t put the light on. Where do you keep the cups? 

jo: In the sink. 

oor: Isn’t this place a bit big for one, Jo? 

10: Why? Are you thinking of moving in? 

GEOF: Not likely. 

jo: You are, you know. Put ’em down here. Don’t you want 
any? 

GEOF: No, 

jo: Well, hand ’em over to me because I’m starved. Has your 
landlady thrown you out? 

GEOF: Don’t be silly. 

10: ve been wondering why you were so anxious to see me 
home. You didn’t fancy sleeping under the arches, did you? 
Why did your landlady throw you out, Geoffrey? I’ll let 
you stay here if you tell me. 

GEOF: I was behind with the rent. 

yo: That’s a lie for a start. 

GtoF: I don’t tell lies. 

10: Come on, let’s have some truth. Why did she throw you 
out? 

GEOF: Pye told you why. 

10 [szoitches on ight]: Come on, the truth. Who did she find 
you with? Your girl friend? It wasn’t a man, was it? 
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GEOF: Don’t be daft. 

JO: Look, I’ve got a nice comfortable couch, I’ve even got 
some sheets. You can stay here if you'll tell me what you do. 
Go on, I’ve always wanted to know about people like you. 

GEOF: Go to hell. 

JO: I won’t snigger, honest I won’t. Tell me some of it, go on. 
T bet you never told a woman before. 

GEOF: I don’t go in for sensation: ! confessions. 

Jo: I want to know what you do. I want to know why you do it. 
Tell me or get out. 

GEOF: Right! [He goes to the door.] 

JO: Geof, don’t go. Don’t go. Geof! ’m sorry. Please stay. 

GEOF: Don’t touch me. 

Jo: I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings. 

GEOF: I can’t stand women at times. Let go of me. 

Jo: Come on, Geof. I don’t care what you do. 

GEOF: Thank you. May I go now, please? 

JO: Please stay here Geof. Ill get those sheets and blankets. 

GEOF: I can’t stand people who laugh at other people. They’d 
get a bigger laugh if they laughed at themselves. 

JO: Please stay, Geof. [She goes off for the sheets and blankets. 
He finds her book of drawings on the table and glances through 
them.] 

GEOF: Are these yours? 

Jo: No, why? Put them down, Geof. 

GEOF: Obviously they are. They’re exactly like you. 

Jo: How do you mean? 

GEOF: Well, there’s no design, rhythm or purpose. 

jo: Hey? 

GEOF: Where’s the design in that? It’s all messy, isn’t it? 
Charcoal. I don’t like it. 

Jo: I do. 

GEOF: What made you choose that for a subject? 

jo: I like... 

GEOF: They’re all sentimental. 
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10 Me? Sentimental? 
«tor: No. No. I don’t like ’em. 
1 Do you really think they’re sentimental ? 
tor: Well, look. I mean... 
jo: [’m sorry you don’t like them. 
«tor: Why don’t you go to a decent school? 
jo: Pve never been to any school. 
FOR: You want taking in hand. 
jo: No, thanks. 
tor: Has anybody ever tried? 
jo: What? 
Gok: Taking you in hand. 
jo: Yes, 
«OF: What happened to him? 
jo: He came in with Christmas and went out with the New 
Year. 
GkOF: Did you like him? 
10: He was all right... 
GEOF: Did you love him? me 
j0: I don’t know much about love. I’ve never been too familiar 
with it. I suppose I must have loved him. They say oye 
creates. And I’m certainly creating at the moment. I’m 
going to have a baby. 
GEOF! I thought so. You’re in a bit of a mess, aren’t you? 
jo: I don’t care. 
GEOF: You can get rid of babies before they’re born, you know. 
Jo: I know, but I think that’s terrible. 
GEOF: When’s it due? 
yo: Reckon it up from Christmas. 
GEOF: About September. 
jo: Yes. 
GEOF: What are you going to do? You can’t be on your own. 
jo: There’s plenty of time. 
GEOF: Got any money? : 
jo: Only my wages and they don’t last long. By the time Ive 
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bought all I need, stockings and make-up and things, I’ve 
got nothing left. 

GEOF: You can do without make-up. 

Jo: I can’t, I look like a ghost without it. 

GEOF: At your age? 

Jo: What’s age got to do with it? Anyway, I’m not working 
for much longer. I’m not having everybody staring at me. 

GEOF: How are you going to manage then? 

Jo: There’s no need for you to worry about it. 

GEOF: Somebody’s got to. Anyway, I like you. 

Jo: I like you too. 

GEOF: Your mother should know. 

Jo: Why? 

GEOF: Well, she’s your mother. Do you know her address? 

Jo: No. She was supposed to be marrying some man. They 
live in a big, white house somewhere. 

GEOF: What sort of a woman is she? 

Jo: She’s all sorts of woman. But she’s got plenty of money. 

GEOF: That’s all you need to be interested in. You’ve got to 
buy all sorts of things for the baby. Clothes, a cot and a 
pram. Here, that teddy bear we won tonight’l] come in 
handy, won’t it? I can make things too. I'll help... 

Jo: Shut up! I’m not planning big plans for this baby or 
dreaming big dreams. You know what happens when you 
do things like that. The baby’ll be born dead or daft! 

GEOF: You’re feeling a bit depressed, Jo. 

JO: I’m feeling nothing. 

GEOF: You'll be your usual self soon. 

Jo: And what is my usual self? My usual self is a very unusual 
self, Geoffrey Ingram, and don’t you forget it. I’m an 
extraordinary person. There’s only one of me like there’s 
only one of you. 

GEOF: We're unique! 

Jo: Young. 

GEOF: Unrivalled! 
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io; Smashing! 
utor: We’re bloody marvellous! 
jo: Hey! Do you like beer? 
GhOF: Yes, 
10. Whisky? 
GhOE: Yes, 
jo: GinP 
«lor: Yes. Have you got some? 
jo: No, but if I had I’d give it all to you. I’d give everything 
I had to you. Here, have a biscuit. You'll like these. They 
taste like dog food. 
“tor: Spratts! 
10: You look like a spratt. Jack Spratt, who’d eat no fat, his 
wife would eat no lean and so between them both, you see, 
they licked the platter clean. Did you enjoy that dramatic 
recitation? 
GEOF: Very moving. 
jo: You say one. 
GEOF: There was a young man of Thessaly, 
And he was wondrous wise. 
He jumped into a quickset hedge 
And scratched out both his eyes. 
And when he saw his eyes were out, 
With all his might and main 
He jumped into another hedge 
And scratched them in again. 
JO: I like that. Do you know any more? 
GEOF: As I was going up Pippin Hill, 
Pippin Hill was dirty. 
And there a I met a pretty miss 
And she dropped me a curtsy. 
Little miss, pretty miss, 
Blessings light upon you. 
If I had half a crown a day 
I'd gladly spend it on you. 
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jo: Would you? 

GEOF: I would. 

Jo: Silly things nursery rhymes when you weigh them up. 

GEOF: I like them. Do you want a cigarette? 

Jo: How many have you got left? 

GEOF: I’ve got enough for one each. 

Jo: No, you keep ’em. They don’t bother me really. I used to 
smoke just to annoy my mother. What’s that? 

GEOF: A free gift coupon. 

Jo: Everything you buy lately has a free gift coupon in it. It’s 
coming to something when they have to bribe the public 
to buy thir stuff. What’s this one for? 

GEOF: There’s a whole list of things to send for if you have 
enough coupons. Hee, there’s even a car, smoke forty 
thousand cigarettes a day for the next ten thousand years 
and you'll get a Lagonda. 

jo: What’s that? 

GEOF: A car. 

jo: A nice car? 

GEOF: A wonderful car. 

Jo: Pll buy you one for Christmas. If you ask me nice I’ll buy 
you two. 

GEOF: Thanks. 

yo: Oh! I’m tired. This couch isn’t going to be very comfort- 
able, is it? 

GEOF: It'll do. 

jo: What are you going to sleep in? 

GEOF: My shirt! 

jo: I’m that tired! I haven’t the energy to get myself to bed. 
You won’t sleep very well on this couch, Geof. 

GEOF: It’s all right. Beggars can’t be choosers. 

jo: We’re both beggars. A couple of degenerates. 

GEOF: The devil’s own! 

JO [she goes to bed. GEOF starts to undress]: Hey! You’d better 
turn that light out, or I might be after you. [He turns the 
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light out and then gets into bed. She begins to sing the song 
“Black Bay” as she lies on her bed.] 
Black boy, black boy, don’t you lie to me. 
Where did you stay last night? 
In the pines, in the pines where the sun never shines, 
I shivered the whole night through. 

GEOF: Jo! 

yo: Yes. 

GEOF: What was that boy like? 

10: Which boy? 

GEOF: You know. 

}o: Oh! Him. He wasn’t a bit like you. He could sing and 
dance and he was as black as coal. 

GEOF: A black boy? 

jo: From darkest Africa! A Prince. 

GEOF: A what? 

10: A Prince, son of a chieftain. 

GEOF: PI bet he was too. 

jo: Prince Ossini! 

GEOF: What was he doing here? 

10: He was a male nurse in the Navy. 

GEOF: Do you wish he was still here? 

yo: Not really. I think I’ve had enough. I’m sick of love. That’s 
why I’m letting you stay here. You won’t start anything. 

GEOF: No, I don’t suppose I will. 

jo: You’d better not. I hate love. 

GEOF: Do you, Jo? 

jo: Yes, I do. 

GEOF: Good night. 

jo: Good night. 

GEOF: You needn’t lock the bedroom door. 

jo: I’m in bed. Geoffrey! Geoffrey! 

GEOF: What do you want? 

10: What time have you got to be up in the morning? 

GEOF: I don’t go to school tomorrow. I’ll stay here and clear 
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this place up a bit. And make you a proper meal. Now go 
to sleep, hey? 

Jo: Geoffrey! 

GEOF: What’s wrong now? 

Jo [laughing]: You're just like a big sister to me. 

[Music to black out. Then quick as lights go up. Waking, GEOF 
dances and goes off with bedclothes. jo dances off. GEOF 
dances in with props for the next scene, which in reality 
would be a month or two later. GEOF is cutting out a baby’s 
gown. JO wanders about the room.] 

JO: God! It’s hot. 

GEOF: I know it’s hot. 

jo: I’m so restless. 

GEOF: Oh, stop prowling about. 

jo: This place stinks. [Goes over to the door. Children are heard 
singing in the street.] That river, it’s the colour of lead. Look 
at that washing, it’s dirty, and look at those filthy children. 

GEOF: It’s not their fault. 

Jo: It’s their parents’ fault. There’s a little boy over there and 
his hair, honestly, it’s walking away. And his ears. Oh! 
He’s a real mess! He never goes to school. He just sits on 
that front doorstep all day. I think he’s a bit deficient. 
[The children’s voices die away. A tugboat hoots.} 

His mother ought not to be allowed. 

GEOF: Who? 

Jo: His mother. Think of all the harm she does, having child- 
ren. 

GEOF: Sit down and read a book, Jo. 

Jo: I can’t. 

GEOF: Be quiet then. You’re getting on my nerves. [Suddenly 
she yells and whirls across the room.) 

Jo: Whee! Come on rain. Come on storm. It kicked me, 
Geof. It kicked me! 

GEOF: What? 


SCENE I] A TASTE OF HONEY 55 
jo: It kicked me. [GEOF runs to her and puts his head on her 
belly.) 


GEOF: Will it do it again? 

10: It shows it’s alive anyway. Come on, baby, let’s see what 
big sister’s making for us. 

GEOF: Put it down. 

10: What a pretty little dress. 

GEOF: It’s got to wear something. You can’t just wrap it up 
in a bundle of newspaper. 

10: And dump it on a doorstep. How did Geoffrey find out the 
measurements ? 

GEOF: Babies are born to the same size more or less. 

jo: Oh, no, they’re not. Some are thin scrappy things and 
others are huge and covered in rolls of fat. 

GEOF: Shut up, Jo, it sounds revolting. 

jo: They are revolting. I hate babies. 

GEOF: I thought you’d change. Motherhood is supposed to 
come natural to women. 

jo: It comes natural to you, Geoffrey Ingram. You’d make 
somebody a wonderful wife. What were you talking about 
to that old mare downstairs? 

GEOF: I was giving her the rent. I got my grant yesterday. 

jo: You’re as thick as thieves, you two. 

GEOF: She’s going to make the baby a cradle. 

jo: What? 

GEOF: You know, she makes wicker baskets. 

jo: A wicker basket! 

GEOF: It’s the best we can do, unless you want to go down to 
the river plaiting reeds. 

jo: I don’t want her poking her nose into my affairs. 

GEOF: You're glad enough to have me dancing attendance on 
you. 

jo: Only because I thought you'd leave me alone. Why don’t 
you leave me alone? [She cries and flings herself down on 
the couch.] I feel like throwing myself in the river. 
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GEOF: I wouldn’t do that. It’s full of rubbish. 

Jo: Well that’s all I am, isn’t it? 

GEOF: Stop pitying yourself. 

jo: Don’t jump down my throat. 

GEOF: How much longer is this going on? 

jo: What? 

GEOF: Your present performance. 

Jo: Nobody asked you to stay here. You moved in on me, 
remember, remember? If you don’t like it you can get out, 
can’t you? But you wouldn’t do that, would you, Geoffrey? 
You've no confidence in yourself, have you? You're afraid 
the girls might laugh... 

GEOF: Read that book and shut up. When the baby comes, if 
it ever does, you won’t Know one end of it from the other. 

JO: Looking After Baby. Isn’t that nice? Three months, exer- 
cises, constipation. Four months, relaxation. It even tells 
you how to wash nappies. How lovely. There’s a little job 
for you, Geoffrey. 

GEOF: Drink that. [He hands her a glass of milk.] 

Jo [flirting with him]: Does it tell you how to feed babies, 
Geoffrey ? 

GEOF: Even you know that. 

Jo: I know about that way, breast feeding, but I’m not having 
a little animal nibbling away at me, it’s cannibalistic. Like 
being eaten alive. 

GEOF: Stop trying to be inhuman. It dcesn’t suit you. 

jo: I mean it. I hate motherhood. 

GEOF: Well, whether you hate it or not you’ve got it coming 
to you so you might as well make a good job of it. 

Jo: I’ve got toothache. 

GEOF: I’ve got bloody heartache! 

Jo: I think you’d like everybody to think this baby’s yours, 
wouldn’t you, Geoffrey? 

GEOF: Not likely. 
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jo: After all, you don’t show much sign of coming fatherhood, 
do you? You like babies, don’t you, Geof? 

GEOF: Yes, I do. 

JO [coquettes with him]: Geoffrey, have you got any of that 
toothache cure? 
[He moves away.] 
Geoffrey, have you got any of that toothache cure? 

GEOF: The only cure for the toothache is a visit to the dentist. 
Drink your milk. 

jo: I hate milk [She looks out of the window.] I never thought I'd 
still be here in the summer. [She puts her arms round GEOF 
playfully.) Would you like to be the father of my baby, 
Geoffrey? 

GEOF: Yes, I would. 
[Jo stands in the doorway. The children can be heard singing 
again.] 
What time is it? 

jo: Half-past four by the church clock. Why do you stay here, 
Geof? 

GEOF: Someone’s got to look after you. You can’t look after 
yourself. 

jo: I think there’s going to be a storm. Look at that sky. It’s 
nearly black. And you can hear the kids playing, right over 
there on the croft. 
[A silence in the room: we hear the children singing.] 


GEOF: What would you say if I started something? 

jo: Eh! 

GEOF: I said what would you say if I started something? 
jo: In my condition I’d probably faint. 

GEOF: No, I mean after. 

jo: I don’t want you. 

GEOF: Am I repulsive to you? 

Jo: You’re nothing to me. I’m everything to myself. 
GEOF: No, you're not. You’re going to need me after. 
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JO: I won’t be here after. 
GEOF: Do you still think he might come back? 
Jo: I’ve forgotten him. 

[She turns towards hint, he to her.] 


GEOF: You do need me, Jo, don’t you? 

Jo: Let go of me. You're squeezing my arm. 
GEOF: I’ve never kissed a girl. 

Jo: That’s your fault. 

GEOF: Let me kiss you. 

Jo: Let go of me. Leave me alone. 


[She struggles but he kisses her.] 


GEOF: How was that for first time? 

Jo: Practise on somebody else. 

GEOF: I didn’t mean to hurt you. 

Jo: Look Geof, I like you, I like you very much, but I don’t 
enjoy all this panting and grunting ... 

GEOF: Marry me, Jo. 

Jo: Don’t breathe all over me like that, you sound like a horse. 
I’m not marrying anybody. 

GEOF: I wouldn’t ask you to do anything you didn’t want to 
do. 

Jo: Yes, you would. 

GEOF: Jo, I don’t mind that you’re having somebody else’s 
baby. What you’ve done, you’ve done. What I’ve done, 
I’ve done. 

Jo: I like you, Geof, but I don’t want to marry you. 

GEOF: Oh, all right. Anyway, I don’t suppose I could live up to 
that black beast of a prince of yours. I bet you didn’t 
struggle when he made love to you. 

Jo: It might have been better if I had. 

GEOF [he gives her a bar of chocolate]: Have some chocolate. 

jo: Thanks. Do you want some? 

GEOF: No. 

Jo: Go on. 
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GEOF: I said no. 

jo: You like strawberry cream. 

GEOF: I don’t want any, Jo. I’ve made my mind up. 

jo: Don’t be daft, have some chocolate. 

GEOF: No... [She gives a piece of chocolate to him just the 
same.) 

yo: I think it would be best if you left this place, Geof. I don’t 
think it’s doing you any good being here with me all the 
time. 

GEOF: I know that, but I couldn’t go away now. 

Jo: You'll have to go some time. We can’t stay together like 
this for ever. 

GEOF: I’d sooner be dead than away from you. 

jo: You say that as if you mean it. 

GEOF: I do mean it. 

jo: Why? 

GEOF: Before I met you I didn’t care one way or the other - I 
didn’t care whether I lived or died. But now... 

Jo: I think I’ll go and lie down. [She goes to bed and hes across 
it.] 

GEOF: There’s no need for me to go, Jo. You said yourself 
you didn’t want anybody else here and I’m only interested 
in you. We needn’t split up need we, Jo? 

jo: I don’t suppose so. 

[Music. Enter HELEN.] 

HELEN: Jo! Your beloved old lady’s arrived. Well, where is 
she, Romeo? 

GEOF: Don’t tell her I came for you. 

HELEN: What? Don’t mumble. 

GEOF: I said don’t tell her I came for you. 

HELEN: All right, all right. This place hasn’t changed much, 
has it? Still the same old miserable hole. Well, where’s 
the lady in question? 

GEOF: In there. 

HELEN: What, lazing in bed, as usual? Come on, get up; plenty 
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of girls in your condition have to go out to work and take 
care of a family. Come on, get up. 

jo: What blew you in? 

HELEN: Let’s have a look at you. 

Jo: Who told you about me? 

HELEN: Nobody. 

Jo: How did you get to know then? 

HELEN: Come on, aren’t you going to introduce me to your 
boy friend? Who is he? 

Jo: My boy friend. Oh, it’s all right, we’re so decent we’re 
almost dead. I said who told you about me? 

HELEN: Does it matter? 

Jo: I told you to keep out of my affairs, Geoffrey. I’m not hav- 
ing anybody running my life for me. What do you think 
you’re running? A “Back to Mother” movement? 

GEOF: Your mother has a right to know. 

Jo: She’s got no rights where I’m concerned. 

HELEN: Oh, leave him alone. You’re living off him, by all 
accounts. 

Jo: Who’ve you been talking to? That old hag downstairs ? 

HELEN: I didn’t need to talk to her. The whole district knows 
what’s been going on here. 

jo: And what has been going on? 

HELEN: I suppose you think you can hide yourself away in this 
chicken run, don’t you? Well, you can’t. Everybody knows. 

GEOF: She won’t go out anywhere, not even for a walk and a 
bit of fresh air. That’s why I came to you. 

HELEN: And what do you think I can do about it? In any case, 
bearing a child doesn’t place one under an obligation to it. 

GEOF: I should have thought it did. 

HELEN: Well, you’ve got another think coming. If she won’t 
take care of herself that’s her lookout. And don’t stand 
there looking as if it’s my fault. 

GEOF: It’s your grandchild. 

HELEN: Oh, shut up, you put years on me, Anyway, I’m having 
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nothing to do with it. She’s more than I can cope with, 
always has been. 

GEOF: That’s obvious. 

HELEN: And what’s your part in this little Victorian melo- 
drama? Nursemaid? 

Jo: Serves you right for bringing her here, Geof. 

HELEN: It’s a funny-looking set-up to me. 

jo: It’s our business. 

HELEN: Then don’t bring me into it. Where’s the loving 
father? Distinguished by his absence, I suppose. 

jo: That’s right. 

HELEN [to GEOF]: Did she hear any more of him? 

Jo: No, she didn’t. 

HELEN: When I’m talking to the organ grinder I don’t expect 
the monkey to answer. 

Jo: I could get him back tomorrow if I wanted to. 

HELEN: Well, that’s nice to know. He certainly left you a nice 
Christmas box. It did happen at Christmas, I suppose? 
When the cat’s away. 

GEOF: You’ve been away a long time. 

HELEN: Oh, you shut up. Sling your hook! 

jo: Will you keep out of this, Geoffrey? 

HELEN: Well, come on, let’s have a look at you. [JO turns away.] 
What’s up? We’re all made the same, aren’t we? 

jo: Yes we are. 

HELEN: Well then. Can you cut the bread on it yet? [Jo turns.} 
Yes, you’re carrying it a bit high, aren’t you? Are you 
going to the clinic regularly? Is she working? 

GEOF: No, I told you, she doesn’t like people looking at her. 

HELEN: Do you think people have got nothing better to do 
than look at you? 

jo: Leave me alone. 

HELEN: She’d be better off working than living off you like 
a little bloodsucker. 

GEOF: She doesn’t live off me. 
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Jo: No, we share everything, see! We’re communists too. 

HELEN: That’s his influence I suppose. 

Jo: Get out of here. I won’t go out if I don’t want to. It’s 
nothing to do with you. Get back to your fancy man or 
your husband, or whatever you like to call him. 

[HELEN begins to chase her.] 
Aren’t you afraid he’ll run off and leave you if you let him 
out of your sight? 

HELEN; I'll give you such a bloody good hiding in a minute, 
if you’re not careful. That’s what you’ve gone short of! 

Jo: Don’t show yourself up for what you are! 

HELEN: You couldn’t wait, could you? Now look at the mess 
you've landed yourself in. 

Jo: I'll get out of it, without your help. 

HELEN: You had to throw yourself at the first man you met, 
didn’t you? 

Jo: Yes, I did, that’s right. 

HELEN: You're man mad. 

Jo: I’m like you. 

HELEN: You know what they’re calling you round here? A silly 
little whore! 

JO: Well, they all know where I get it from too. 

HELEN: Let me get hold of her! I’ll knock her bloody head 
round! 

Jo: You should have been locked up years ago, with my father. 

HELEN: Let me get hold of her! 

GEOF: Please, Jo, Helen, Jo, please! 

HELEN: I should have got rid of you before you were born. 

Jo: I wish you had done. You did with plenty of others, I 
know. 

HELEN: [Il kill her. I’ll knock the living daylights out of her. 

GEOF: Helen, stop it, you will kill her! 

Jo: If you don’t get out of here I'll ... jump out of the 
window. 
[There ts a sudden lull.] 


SCENE 1] A TASTE OF HONEY 63 


GEOF [yelling]: Will you stop shouting, you two? 

HELEN: We enjoy it. 

GEOF:; Helen! 

HELEN: Now you're going to listen to a few home truths, my 
girl. 

Jo: We’ve had enough home truths! 

HELEN: All right, you thought you knew it all before, didn’t 
you? But you came a cropper. Now it’s “poor little 
Josephine, the tragedy queen, hasn’t life been hard on 
her”. Well, you fell down, you get up ... nobody else 
is going to carry you about. Oh, I know you've got this 
pansified little freak to lean on, but what good will that do 
you? 

jo: Leave Geof out of it! 

HELEN: Have you got your breath back? Because there’s some 
more I’ve got to get off my chest first. 

jo: You don’t half like the sound of your own voice. 

GEOF: If I’d known you were going to bully her like this I'd 
never have asked you to come here. 

HELEN: You can clear off! Take your simpering little face out 
of it! 

Jo: Yes, buzz off, Geof! Well, who brought her here? I told 
you what sort of a woman she was. Go and ... go and 
make a cup of tea. 


(He goes.] 


HELEN: Look at your arms. They’re like a couple of stalks! 
You look like a ghost warmed up. And who gave you that 
haircut, him? Don’t sit there sulking. 

Jo: I thought it was the tea break. 

HELEN: I didn’t come here to quarrel. 

jo: No? 

HELEN: I brought you some money. 

jo: You know what you can do with that. 

HELEN: All right! You’ve said your piece. Money doesn’t 
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grow on trees. I'll leave it on the table, Have you been 
collecting your maternity benefit or... 

JO: Or are you too idle to walk down to the post office? Don’t 
be daft! I’m not entitled to it. I haven’t been earning long 
enough. F 

HELEN: You’ve no need to go short of anything. 

Jo: It’s taken you a long time to come round to this, hasn’t 
it? 

HELEN: What? 

jo: The famous mother-love act. 

HELEN: I haven’t been able to sleep for thinking about you 
since he came round to our house. 

jo: And your sleep mustn’t be disturbed at any cost. 


HELEN: There’ll be money in the post for you every week from 
now on. 


jo: Until you forget. 

HELEN: I don’t forget things; It’s just that I can’t remember 
anything. I’m going to see you through this whether you 
like it or not. After all Iam... 

Jo: After all you are my mother! You’re a bit late remembering 
that, aren’t you? You walked through that door with that 
man and didn’t give me a second thought. 

HELEN: Why didn’t you tell me? 

Jo: You should have known. You’re nothing to me. 

[PETER appears.] 

PETER: What the hell’s going on? Do you expect me to wait 
in the filthy street all night? 

HELEN: I told you to stay outside. 

PETER: Don’t point your bloody finger at me. 

HELEN: I said I’d only be a few minutes and I’ve only been a 
few minutes. Now come on, outside! 

PETER: Ah! The erring daughter. There she is, [Sings.] 


“Little Josephine, you’re a big girl now.” Where d’you 
keep the whisky? 


HELEN: They haven’t got any. Now, come on. 
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PETER [seeing GEOF]: What’s this, the father? Oh Christ, 
no! 

GEOF: Who’s he? 

HELEN: President of the local Temperance Society! 

PETER [singing]: ““Who’s got a bun in the oven? Who’s got a 
cake in the stove?” 

HELEN: Leave her alone. 

PETER: Oh, go to hell! 

Jo: I’ve got nothing to say... rm 

PETER: Go on, have your blasted family reunion, don’t eyes 
me! [Notices GEOF again.] Who’s this? Oh, of course! 
Where are the drinks, Lana? [He falls into the kitchen, 
singing.] “Getting to know you, getting to know all about 
you...” 

HELEN: Jo, come on... 


[There is a loud crash in the kitchen.] 
And the light of the world shone upon him. 


[PETER enters.] 

PETER: Cheer up, everybody. I am back. Who’s the lily? Look 
at Helen, well, if she doesn’t look like a bloody unrestored 
oil painting. What’s the matter everybody? Look at the 
sour-faced old bitch! Well, are you coming for a few drinks 
or aren’t you? 

HELEN: The pubs aren’t open a , 

: mind getting out of here? 

ses sti ce pao bubble belly! Before I shut it for 
you. Hey! [To GEor.] Mary, come here. Did I ever tell you 
about the chappie who married his mother by mistake? 

jo: I said get him out of here, nes His breath smells. 

: I can’t carry him out, can I? 

ara : His name se Oedipus, he was a Greek I think. Well, 
the old bag turned out to be his mother ... 

HELEN: Shut up, Peter, for God’s sake! 

PETER: So he scratched out both his eyes. 
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HELEN: Cut the dirty stories! 

PETER: But I only scratched out one of mine. Well, are you 
coming or not? 

HELEN: I’m not. 

PETER: Well, is anybody coming for a few drinks? You stay- 
ing with the ladies, Jezebel? 

GEOF: Listen, mister, this is my friend’s flat... 

PETER: And what do you do, Cuddles? Don’t worry, I know 
this district. Look at Helen, isn’t she a game old bird? 
ae out on the beat but she’s still got a few good strokes 

eft. 

HELEN: Get out of here, you drunken sot. 

PETER: Now I told you to moderate your language. What’s 
this? Giving my money away again? 

HELEN: Take your bloody money and get out! 

PETER: Thank you. 

HELEN: You dirty bastard! 

PETER: You should have heard her the other night. You know 
what happened? Her wandering boy returned. He hadn’t 
been home for two weeks and do you know why? He 
picked up a couple of grapefruit on a thirty-two bust, 


rich, young and juicy ... hey! Where’s the smallest 
room? 


GEOF: This way. 

PETER: And she went off the deep end. [Sings as he goes. 
Another crash offstage.) 

HELEN [to GEOF]: You’d better go with him or Lord knows 
where he’ll end up. 

GEOF: I hope the landlady hasn’t heard him. 

HELEN: Cigarette? 

jo: No. Yes, I will. I'll keep it for Geof. 

HELEN: You'd better have the whole bloody packet if you’re 
in such a state. 

JO: Well, he couldn’t hold it any more, could he? 

HELEN: No one could hold that much. 
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Jo: How long has he been like this? 

HELEN: What does that boy friend of yours do for a living? 

jo: He’s an art student. I suppose that’s what’s been keeping 
you occupied ? 

HELEN: An art student. I might have known. Does he live here? 

jo: Why should I answer your questions? You never answer 
any of mine. 

HELEN: Look at you! Why don’t you take a bit of pride in 
yourself? Grow your hair properly? 

jo: Look at you. Look what your pride in yourself has done 
for you. 

HELEN: Come and stay with me, Jo; there’s a nice room and 
plenty of food. 

jo: No, thanks. 

HELEN: You prefer to stay in this hole with that pansified little 
freak? 

GEOF: Shall I go? 

HELEN: I didn’t know you’d come. 

jo: Would you go and live with her if you were me, Geof? 

GEOF: No, I don’t think I would. 

jo: Neither would anybody in their right mind. 

GEOF: She always said you were a pretty rotten sort of woman. 
I thought she was exaggerating. 

HELEN! Look, can’t you get it into your stupid head that I’m 
offering you a decent home? 


[PETER enters, more sober, more unpleasant.] 


PETER: Bloody cockroaches are playing leapfrog in there. 

HELEN: Look, I'll tell you again, in front of him, my home is 
yours. 

PETER: Ah! Shut up! 

HELEN: J’Il take care of you and see you through it. 

jo: The time to have taken care of me was years ago, when I 
couldn’t take care of myself. 

HELEN: All right, but we’re talking about here and now. When 
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I really set out to take care of somebody I usually do the 
job properly. 

jo: So I see. 

PETER: I’m not having that bloody slut at our place. I'll tell 
you that for nothing. 

HELEN: Take no notice. The house is half mine. 

PETER: Like hell it is. I could throw you out tomorrow. 

Jo: I don’t think... 

PETER: And don’t bring that little fruitcake parcel either! 
[Mumbles.] I can’t stand the sight of him. Can’t stand ’em 
at any price. 

HELEN: Oh, keep out of it. Jo, I can’t bear to think of you 
sitting here in this dump! 

PETER: Neither can I. Now let’s get going. 

HELEN: The whole district’s rotten, it’s not fit to live in. 

PETER: Let’s go before we grow old sitting here. 

HELEN: Shut up, the pubs will be open in ten minutes. 

PETER: You're wrong there. [Looking at his watch.) They’re 
open now. What time do you make it? 

GEOF: There’s one thing about this district, the people in it 
aren’t rotten. Anyway, I think she’s happier here with me 
than in that dazzling white house you’re supposed to be 
SO... 

PETER: Dazzling bunch of bul ... lot of bloody outsiders, 
no class at all. What’s the time anyway? 

HELEN [fo GEOF]: You shut up! I know what she necds if she’s 
not going to finish up in a box. 

PETER: What’s the time by your watch, sonny? 

GEOF: It’s never been right since it last went wrong. 

PETER: Neither have I. How long are we going to sit around 
in this room? I don’t like the smell of unwashed bodies, 

woman. I dragged you out of the gutter once. If you want 
to go back there it’s all the same to me. I’m not having this 
shower at any price. I’m telling you for the last time because 
I’m getting out of it. Stay if you want, it’s all the same to 
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me; it’s your own bloody level. Well, are you coming or 
not? 

HELEN: I’m not. 

PETER: I said are you coming? 

HELEN: And I said I’m not. 

PETER: Well, you can just go and take a flying flip out of the 
window. [He goes.] 

HELEN: ll... Pll... would you sooner I stayed here 
with you? 

jo: No, thanks. 

PETER: Helen ... [Calling]. . .. come on! 

HELEN: I’ll send you some money. 

Jo: Keep it. You might need it. 

PETER: Helen! 

HELEN: Goto... 

PETER: Are you coming? _ 

HELEN [yelling]: Yes. [To GEOF.] See that she goes to the clinic 
regularly and be sure she gets enough to eat. 

GEOF: She has been doing that. 

HELEN: I’ll see you around. [She goes.] 

jo: Well, here endeth the third lesson. 

GEOF: At least she left you some money. We can get some... 

Jo: He took it back. I got you a cigarette though, love. 

GEOF: Oh, smashing! I was out. 


[Music. They dance together. Fade out.] 


SCENE TWO 


GEOFFREY dances in with a mop and bucket and begins to clean 
the place. yo dances back and sits on the table reading. She 
is wearing a long white housecoat and again, in reality , months 
have passed between this and the previous scene. Music out. 
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Jo: “Ninth month, everything should now be in readiness for 
the little stranger.” Where did you find this book, Geoffrey? 
It reads like Little Women. 

GEOF; I got it for fourpence off a book barrow. 

JO: You've got terrible tendencies, haven’t you? 

GEOF: How do you mean? 

Jo: You like everything to be just that little bit out of date, 
don’t you? Clothes, books, women. 

GEOF: You've got no choice, have you? I mean you all start 
by living in the past. Well look, it’s all around you, isn’t it? 

JO: I wonder if we ever catch up with ourselves ? 

GEOF: I don’t know. 

Jo: Now you're a real Edwardian, aren’t you? 

GEOF: What’s that? 

JO: A proper Ted! And me, I’m contemporary. 

GEOF: God help us! 

Jo: I really am, aren’t I? I really do live at the same time as 
myself, don’t I? 

GEOF: Do you mind? I’ve just done all that. Oh come on! 
Get off! 


[He pushes her with the mop.] 


Jo: Hey, hey! 

GEOF: Women! 

JO: You haven’t noticed my home dressmaking. 

GEOF: No. I’ve been trying to ignore it. What is it? 

yo: A house-coat. 

GEOF: It looks more like a badly tailored shroud. 

JO: What the well-dressed expectant mother is wearing this 
year. I feel wonderful. Aren’t I enormous? 

GEOF: You’re clever, aren’t you? 

JO: What’s in the oven, Geoffrey ? 

GEOF: You what? 

JO: What’s cooking? 

GEOF: A cake. 
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Jo: Mm, you’re wonderful, aren’t you? 
GEOF: Pretty good. 
jo: I know, you make everything work. The stove goes, now 
we eat. You’ve reformed me, some of the time at any rate. 
[GEOFFREY shifts the sofa. There 1s old rubbish and dirt under 
it] 
GEOF: Oh, Jo! 
jo: I wondered where that had got to. 
GEOF:; Now you know. It’s disgusting, it really is. 
jo: Oh Geof, the bulbs I brought with me! 
GEOF: Haven’t you shifted the sofa since then? 
jo: They never grew. 
GEOF: No, I’m not surprised. 
jo: They’re dead. It makes you think, doesn’t it? 
GEOF: What does? 
jo: You know, some people like to take out an insurance policy, 
don’t they? 
GEOF: I’m a bit young for you to take out one on me. 
jo: No. You know, they like to pray to the Almighty just in 
case he turns out to exist when they snuff it. 
GEOF [brushing under the sofa}: Well, I never think about it. 
You come, you go, it’s simple. 
jo: It’s not, it’s chaotic—a bit of love, a bit of lust and there 
you are. We don’t ask for life, we have it thrust upon us. 
GEOF: What’s frightened you? Have you been reading the 
newspapers ? 
jo: No, I never do. Hold my hand, Geof. 
GEOF: Do you mind? Halfway through this? 
jo: Hold my hand. 
[He does.] 
GEOF: Hey, Jo. Come on, silly thing, it’s all right. Come on 
there. 
Jo: You’ve got nice hands, hard. You know I used to try and 
hold my mother’s hands, but she always used to pull them 
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away from me. So silly really. She had so much love for 
everyone else, but none for me. 

GEOF: If you don’t watch it, you’ll turn out exactly like her. 

JO: I’m not like her at all. 

GEOF: In some ways you are already, you know. 
[She pushes his hand away.] 

Can I go now? 

jo: Yes. 

GEOF: Thank you very much! [He is pushing the couch back into 
position.] 

JO: “And he took up his bed and walked.” You can stay here 
if you tell me what you do. Do you remember, Geoffrey ? 
I used to think you were such an interesting, immoral 
character before I knew you. I thought you were like that 
.-. for one thing. 


[GEOFFREY chases her with the mop all through this speech.] 


You’re just like an old woman really. You just unfold your 
bed, kiss me good night and sing me to sleep. Hey, what’s 
the matter? Don’t you like living here with me? 

GEOF: It has its lighter moments, but on the whole it’s a pretty 
trying prospect. 

jo: Why do you wear black shirts? They make you look like 
a spiv. 

GEOF: They do, Jo, but I can’t be too particular. Good clothes 
cost money. 

Jo: Well, I weigh in with my share, don’t I? That’s a nice little 
job you got me, retouching those bloody photographs. 
What was it supposed to do, prove I was the artistic type? 
Of course we can’t all be art students, going to our expen- 
sive art schools, nursing our little creative genius. 

GEOF: Must you shout? 

jo: I’m Irish, 

GEOF: Never mind, it’s not your fault. 

JO [laughing]: I like you. 
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GEOF: Do you like me more than you don’t like me or don’t 
you like me more than you do? 

jo: Now you're being Irish. 

GEOF: Fine Irishwoman you are. Where did your ancestors 
fall, in the Battle of Salford Town Hall? 

jo: My mother’s father was Irish. 

GEOF: You'll find any excuse. a 

jo: And she had me by an Irishman—the village idiot, from 
what I can make out. 

GEOF: What do you mean? 

jo: A frolic in a hay loft one afternoon. You see her husband 
thought sex was dirty, and only used the bed for sleeping 
in. So she took to herself an idiot. She said he’d got eyes 
like me. 

GEOF: Are you making it up? 

yO: He lived in a twilight land, my daddy. The land of the daft. 

GEOF: Did she tell you all this? 

jo: Yes. 

GEOF: I’m not surprised. It sounds like Ibsen’s Ghosts. I don’t 
know where Helen gets them from, I don’t really. 

jo: I had to drag it out of her. She didn’t want to tell me. 

GEOF: That doesn’t mean to say it’s the truth. Do people ever 
tell the truth about themselves? 

jo: Why should she want to spin me a yarn like that? 

GEOF: She likes to make an effect. 

jo: Like me? 

GEOF: You said it. You only have to let your hair grow for a 
week for Helen to think you’re a cretin. 

jo: What? 

GEOF: I said you’ve only got to let your hair grow for a week 
for Helen to think you’re a cretin. She always looks at me 
as though I should be put away for treatment, doesn’t she? 

jo: Yes. 

GEOF: I know, you don’t have to tell me! Have you been 
worrying about that all these months? 
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Jo: No. 

GEOF: You have, 

jo: I haven’t. 

GEOF:; Well, I didn’t think you could be so daft. Can you see 
Helen going out with a real loony! 

Jo: Well, now you put it like that, no, I can’t! 

GEOF: No, neither can—I don’t know. Anyway, who knows 
who are the fools and the wise men in this world? 

jo: ie wouldn’t be surprised if all the sane ones weren’t in the 

in. 

GEOF: You're probably right. Anyway everyone knows you’re 
as cracked as an old bedbug. 

JO [laughing]: Thanks, Geof. You know, you’re a cure. 

GEOF: I used to be a patrol leader in the Boy Scouts. 

JO: So long as you weren’t Scoutmaster! You know, I wish she 
was here all the same. 

GEOF: Why? You’d only quarrel. You know you always say 
you hate the sight of her. 

jo: I do. 

GEOF: Well then. 

Jo: She must know my time has almost come. When do your 
exams finish? 

GEOF: On Thursday. 

JO: I wonder which day it’ll be? Put your arms round me, 
Geof. I don’t want you to be worried while your exams are 
on. 

GEOF: Then you shouldn’t have asked me to put my arms 
round you, should you? 

Jo: Ah well, it doesn’t matter if you fail. In this country the 
more you know the less you earn. 

GEOF: Yes, you’re probably right. I’ve got something for you. 
Oh Jo, I’m daft at times. 

Jo: I know that. I was wondering what it was. 

GEOF [from his pack he takes a life-sized doll|: There—isn’t it 
nice? I thought you could practise a few holds on it over 
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the weekend. You’ve got to be able to establish your 
superiority over the little devils. I don’t know where that 
goes. There, look, isn’t it good? 

Jo {seeing the doll}: The colour’s wrong. 

GEOF: Jo. 

jo: The colour’s wrong. [Suddenly and violently flinging the 
doll to the ground.) ll bash its brains out. Tl] kill it. I don’t 
want his baby, Geof. I don’t want to be a mother. I don’t 
want to be a woman. 

GEOF: Don’t say that, Jo. 

jo: J’ll kill it when it comes, Geoff, I'll kill it. 

GEOF: Do you want me to go out and find that chap and bring 
him back? Is that what you want? 

jo: I don’t want that. I don’t want any man. 

GEOF: Well, if you’re going to feel like that about it you might 
as well have it adopted. I thought you’d feel differently as 
time went on. 

jo: I won't. 

GEOF: Perhaps you will when you see the baby. 

jo: No, I won’t. 

GEOF: Do you still love him? 

yo: I don’t know. He was only a dream I had. You know, he 
could sing and he was so tender. Every Christmas Helen 
used to go off with some boy friend or other and leave me 
all on my own in some sordid digs, but last Christmas T 
had him. 

GEOF: Your black prince. 

jo: What was his name? 

GEOF: Prince Ossini. 

Jo: No, it was Jimmie! 

GEOF: Oh well, the dream’s gone, but the baby’s real enough. 

Jo: My mother always used to say you remember the first time 
all your life, but until this moment I’d forgotten it. 

GEOF: Do you remember when I asked you to marry me? 

jo: Yes. 
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GEOF: Do you? 

JO: No. What did I say? 

GEOF: You just went and lay on the bed. 

Jo: And you didn’t go and follow me, did you? 

GEOF: No. 

JO: You see, it’s not marrying love between us, thank God. 

GEOF: You mean you just like having me around till your next 
prince comes along? 

Jo: No. 

GEOF: Oh well, you need somebody to love you while you’re 
looking for someone to love. 

Jo: Oh Geof, you’d make a funny father. You are a funny 
little man. I mean that. You’re unique. 

GEOF: Am I? 

jo: I always want to have you with me because I know you'll 
never ask anything from me. Where are you going? 
[GEOFFREY goes to the kitchen] 

GEOF: To see the cake. 
[yo follows him.] 


JO: ll set the cups and we'll have a celebration, then you'll 
have to study for your exams. It’s a bit daft talking about 
getting married, isn’t it? We're already married. We've 
been married for a thousand years. 


[They march in together from the kitchen, he with the cake, 
she with the tea things.] 


GEOF [putting it down]: Here, look at that, What are you going 
to call it? 

Jo: What, the cake? 

GEOF [laughing}: No, Jo, the baby. 

jo: I think I'll give it to you, Geof. You like babies, don’t you? 
I might call it Number One. It’ always be number one to 
itself, 


[HELEN enters, loaded with baggage as in Act One, Scene 
One.) 
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HELEN: Anybody at home? Well, I’m back. You see, I couldn’t 
stay away, could I? There’s some flowers for you, Jo. The 
barrows are smothered in them. Oh! How I carried that 
lot from the bus stop I'll never know. The old place looks 
a bit more cheerful, doesn’t it? I say, there’s a nice homely 
smell. Have you been doing a bit of baking? I’ll tell you 
one thing, it’s a lovely day for flitting. 

Jo: Would you like a cup of tea, Helen? 

HELEN: Have you got anything stronger? Oh no, course you 
haven’t! Go on, I'll have a cup with you. Let’s have a look 
at you, love. I arrived just in time, by the look of things, 
didn’t I? How are you, love? Everything straightforward? 
Been having your regular check-up and doing all them 
exercises and all the things they go in for nowadays? 
That’s a good girl. Have you got everything packed? 

Jo: Packed? 

HELEN: Yes. 

jo: But I’m not going into hospital. 

HELEN: You’re not having it here, are you? 

GEOF: Yes, she didn’t want to go away. 

HELEN: Oh my God, is he still here? I thought he would 
be. 

GEOF: Do you want a piece of cake, Jo? 

Jo: Yes, please. 

HELEN: You can’t have a baby in this dump. Why don’t you 
use a bit of sense for once and go into hospital? They’ve got 
everything to hand there. I mean, sometimes the first one 
can be a bit tricky. 

GEOF: There’s going to be nothing tricky about it; it’s going 
to be perfectly all right, isn’t it, Jo? 

HELEN: Who do you think you are, the Flying Doctor? 

Jo: Look, I’ve made up my mind I want to have it here. I 
don’t like hospitals. 

HELEN: Have you ever been in a hospital? 
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HELEN: Well, how do you know what it’s like? Oo! Give me 
a cup of tea quick. 

GEOF: Oh well, we’ve got a district nurse coming in. 

HELEN: Oh my God, my feet are killing me. How I got that 
lot from the bus stop I’ll never know. 

JO: Well what are you lugging all the cases about for? 

HELEN: I’ve come to look after you. It’s just as well, by the 
look of things. [Whispers to Jo.] 

Jo: Well, it’s going to be a bit crowded, you know. Is your 
husband coming and all? Is he moving in too? 

HELEN: There wouldn’t be much room for two of us on that 
couch, would there? 

Jo: That’s Geoffrey’s bed. 

GEOF: It’s all right, Jo, I don’t mind moving out. 

JO: For Heaven’s sake, you don’t have to start wilting away as 
soon as she barges in. 

GEOF: I don’t. 

HELEN: I could do with a drink. 

Jo: Start barging around just like a bull in a china shop. 

HELEN: I’ve got some lovely things for the baby, Jo. Where 
did I put them? Where’s that other case, Jo? Oh! 

GEOF: Jo, will you sit down. I’ll get it. 

HELEN: Look, love. I’ve come here to talk to my daughter. 
Can you make yourself scarce for a bit? 

GEOF: I’ve got to go, we need some things for the weekend. 

JO: You don’t have to let her push you around. 

GEOF:; I don’t. 

HELEN: Oh I do wish he wouldn’t mumble. It does get on my 
nerves. What’s he saying? 

GEOF: Where’s my pack? 

Jo: What a couple of old women. 

GEOF: Look here, Jo! 

Jo: Look, just a minute will you. I... look I... there’s 
nothing... 

GEOF: How can I stay... 
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HELEN: Come here. How long is he going to stick around here. 
Bloody little pansy ... 

Jo: Look, if you’re going to insult Geof... 

HELEN: J’m not insulting him. ‘‘ 

jo: Yes you are. 

HELEN: I’m not. I just don’t like his style, that’s all. 

GEOF: It’s all right, Mrs. Smith... 

HELEN: Look, love, I just want five minutes alone with her. 
Do you mind? Is it too much to ask? 

«OF: Do you want any cotton wool? 

HELEN: Good God, does he knit an’ all? 

jo: You don’t have to go. 

GEOF: Jo, I’ve got to gc, I’ll only be a couple of minutes. 

jo: There’s plenty of stuff in the kitchen. Now look... 


{GEOFFREY goes.] 


HELEN: You don’t mean to tell me he’s really gone? 

JO: Now that you’ve been rude to my friend... 

HELEN: What an arty little freak! I wasn’t rude to him. I 
never said a word. I never opened my mouth. 

jo: Look, he’s the only friend I’ve got, as a matter of fact. 

HELEN: Jo! I thought you could find yourself something more 
like a man, 

jo: Why were you so nasty to him? 

HELEN: I wasn’t nasty to him. Besides, I couldn’t talk to you 
in front him, could I? Hey, wait till you see these things 
for the baby. 

jo: You hurt people’s feelings and you don’t even notice. 

HELEN: Jo, I just wanted to get rid of him, that’s all. Look at 
those, Jo. Look, isn’t that pretty, eh? The baby’s going to 
be dressed like a prince, isn’t he? 

Jo: We're all princes in our own little kingdom. You’re not 
to insult Geoffrey. Will you leave him alone? 

HELEN: Hey, look at this Jo, isn’t it pretty? Oh, I love babies— 
aren’t they lovely? 
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jo: Has your husband thrown you out? 

HELEN: Oh come off it, Jo. I had to be with you at a time like 
this, hadn’t I? And what about this sailor lad of yours, have 
you made any attempt to trace him? He’s entitled to keep 
his child, you know. 

Jo: I wouldn’t do that, it’s degrading. 

HELEN: What do you call this set-up? 

Jo: It’s all right. There’s no need for you to worry about me. 
I can work for the baby myself. 

HELEN: Who’s going to look after it when you’re out at work? 
Have you thought about that? 

jo: Yes, I have. 

HELEN: Well, you can’t do two jobs at once, you know. Who’s 
going to nurse it? Him? 

jo: That’s my business, I can do anything when I set my mind 
to it. 

HELEN: Very clever, aren’t you? 

Jo: There’s no need to be so superior. Look where all your 
swanking’s landed you. What does the little lady want— 
an engagement ring? And now he’s thrown you out, hasn’t 
he, and you have to come crawling back here. 

HELEN: Well, it was good while it lasted. 

Jo: Making a fool of yourself over that throw-back. 

HELEN: He threw his money about like a man with no arms. 

Jo: This is my flat now, Helen. 

HELEN: It’s all right, love, I’ve got a bit of money put by. 

Jo: You’re a real fool, aren’t you? 

HELEN: Oh, Jo, look. I’m back aren’t I? Forget it. Don’t keep 
on about it. 

Jo: Do you know what I think? 

HELEN: What? 

Jo: I think you’re still in love with him. 

HELEN: In love? Me? 

jo: Yes. 

HELEN: You must be mad. 
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Jo: What happened? 

HELEN: He’s gone off with his bit of crumpet. Still, it was good 
while it lasted. Anyway. I’ll shift some of this, Jo. 

JO: So we’re back where we started. And all those months you 
stayed away from me because of him! Just like when I was 
small. 

HELEN: I never thought about you! It’s a funny thing, I never 
have done when I’ve been happy. But these last few weeks 
Pve known I should be with you. 

JO: So you stayed away— 

HELEN: Yes. I can’t stand trouble. 

jo: Oh, there’s no trouble. I’ve been performing a perfectly 
normal, healthy function, We’re wonderful! Do you know, 
for the first time in my life I feel really important. I feel 
as though I could take care of the whole world. I even 
feel as though I could take care of you, too! 

HELEN: Here, I forgot to tell you, I’ve ordered a lovely cot for 
you. 

jo: We’ve got one. 

HELEN: It’s lovely. It’s got pink curtains, you know, and frills. 
[Jo gets wicker basket from under bed.) 

Oh, I don’t like that. What is it? 

jo: It’s wicker work. Geof got it. 

HELEN: It’s a bit old-fashioned, isn’t it? 

JO: We like it. 

HELEN: Look love, why don’t you go and lie down? You look 
as though you’ve got a bit of a headache. 

Jo: Do you wonder? 

HELEN: Well, go and have a rest, there’s a good girl. I’m going 
to tidy this place up for you. I’m going to make it just the 
way you like it. Go on. 

jo: Oh no! 

HELEN: Go on, Jo. Go on. It looks more like a laundry basket, 
doesn’t it! Oh! The state of this place! We'll never have it 
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Oh, you’re back are you? Well, come in if you’re coming. 

GEOF: Where’s Jo? 

HELEN: She’s in bed. Where do you think she is? She’s having 
a little sleep, so don’t you dare wake her up. 

GEOF: I wouldn’t do that. [He places pack filled with food on 
the table.} 

HELEN: Don’t put that bag on there, I’m cleaning this place 
up. 

GEOF:; You know I just did it before you came. 

HELEN: It doesn’t look like it. Look, son, we’re going to have 
the midwife running in and out of here before long. We 
want this place all clean and tidy, all hygienic-looking, if 
that’s possible. 

GEOF: Well, it’s clean. 

jo: Is that Geof? 

HELEN: Now look what you’ve done! 

GEOF: Yes, Jo. 

Jo: Have you got any of those headache pills, love? 

GEOF: Yes, I'll get you some. 

HELEN: If you’re going in there take these flowers with you 
and put them in water. You might as well make yourself 
useful. They look as though they’re withering away. [She 
peers into the pack.] What the devil’s he got here? What’s 
that? Spaghetti! I don’t know how people can eat it. And 
that’s a funny looking lettuce. What the hell’s that? Hey, 
what’s this here? 

GEOF: What? 

HELEN: All this muck in here? 

GEOF: Well, Jo likes that type of food. 

HELEN: Since when? She needs proper food down her at a 
time like this. 

GEOF: Oh! 


[HELEN points to wicker basket.) 
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HELEN: Hey, you can throw that bloody thing out for a start. 

GEOF: What thing? 

HELEN: That thing there, You’re not putting my grandchild in 
a thing like that. Oh, this place! It’s filthy! I don’t know 
what you’ve been doing between the two of you. You might 
have kept it a bit cleaner than this. Just look at it! Don’t 
stand there looking silly holding that thing, throw it away, 
or do something with it! I’ve ordered a proper cot of the 
latest design, it’s got all the etceteras and everything. This 
place! You’re living like pigs in a pigsty. Oh, for God’s 
sake give it here, I’ll do something with it. 

GEOF: Yes, but Jo likes it. 

HELEN: Well, I suppose it will come in handy for something 
[She enters the kitchen.) Oh my God, it’s the same in here! 
Nowhere to put anything ... Are you off now? 

GEOF: Yes. 

HELEN: Well, take that muck with you as you’re going. 

GEOF: I don’t want it. 

HELEN: I’m sure I don’t. 

Gror: Mrs, Smith,I...I... 

HELEN: Are you talking to me? 

GEOF: Yes, I wanted to ask you something. 

HELEN: Well, get it said. Don’t mumble. 

GEOF: I don’t want you to take offence. 

HELEN: Do I look the type that takes offence? 

Gor: Would you not frighten Jo? 

HELEN: I thought you said you were going. 

Gror: I said would you not frighten Jo. 

HELEN: What are you talking about, frightening her? 

Gror: You know, telling her that it might be tricky or that 
she might have trouble, because she’s going to be all right. 

LEN: Are you trying to tell me what to do with my own 
daughter ? 

Gror: Oh no. 

HELEN: Well, are you going? 
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GEOF: Yes, although she said she didn’t want a woman with 
her when she had it. 

HELEN: She said what? 

GEOF: She said she wanted me with her when she had it 
because she said she wouldn’t be frightened if I was with 
her. 

HELEN: How disgusting! 

GEOF: There’s nothing disgusting about it. 

HELEN: A man in the room at a time like this! 

GEOF: Husbands stay with their wives. 

HELEN: Are you her husband? 

GEOF: No. 

HELEN: Well, get. 

GEOF: I’m going. She can’t cope with the two of us. Only just 
don’t frighten her, that’s all. 

HELEN: [’ve told you we don’t want that. 

GEOF: Yes I know, but she likes it. 

HELEN: You can bloody well take it with you, we don’t want it. 


[GEOFFREY empties food from his pack on to the table while 
HELEN thrusts it back. HELEN finally throws the whole thing, 
pack and all, on to the floor.] 


GEOF: Yes, the one thing civilisation couldn’t do anything 
about—women. Good-bye Jo, and good luck. [He goes.] 


[JO stirs on the bed.] 


HELEN: It’s all right, love, I’m here and everything’s all right. 
Are you awake now? 

jo: Hello. Yes ... What’s it like? 

HELEN: What? 

jo: Is there much pain? 

HELEN: No! It’s not so much pain as hard work, love. I was 
putting my Christmas pudding up on a shelf when you 
started on me. There I was standing on a chair singing 
away merry as the day is long... 
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jo: Did you yell? 
HELEN: No, I ran. 

JO: Do you know, I had such a funny dream just now. 
HELEN: Oh Jo, you’re always dreaming, aren’t you. Well, 
don’t let’s talk about your dreams or we'll get morbid. 

JO: Where would you like those flowers putting? 

HELEN: Over ... over there ... Come on, you come and 
do it, love. 

jo: Hasn’t Geof come back yet? 

HELEN: No, he hasn’t. 

Jo: Well, where are you going to sleep, Helen? 

HELEN: It’s all right, love. Don’t fall over, now. 

JO: You know, I’ve got so used to old Geof lying there on that 
couch like—like an old watchdog. You aren’t ... 

HELEN: It’s all right, love, don’t you worry about me, I’ll find 
somewhere. 

JO: I wonder where he is ... Oh! 

HELEN: Oh Jo, careful ... Hold on, love, hold on! It'll be 
all right. The first one doesn’t last long. Oh my God, I 
could do with a drink now. Hold on. 


[Jo kneels on bed, HELEN strokes her hair.] 


jo: That’s better. 

HELEN: Are you all right now? There we are. [Children sing 
outstde.| Can you hear those children singing over there on 
the croft, Jo? 

JO: Yes, you can always hear them on still days. 

HELEN: You know when I was young we used to play all day 
long at this time of the year; in the summer we had singing 
games and in the spring we played with tops and hoops, 
and then in the autumn there was the Fifth of November, 
then we used to have bonfires in the street, and gingerbread 
and all that. Have I ever told you about the time when we 
went to a place called Shining Clough? Oh, I must have 
done. I used to climb up there every day and sit aia top 
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of the hill, and you could see the mills in the distance, but 
the clough itself was covered in moss. Isn’t it funny how 
you remember these things? Do you know, I’d sit there all 
day long and nobody ever knew where I was. Shall I go 
and make us a cup of tea? 


[HELEN enters kitchen and fiddles with stove.] 


Oh Jo, I’ve forgotten how we used to light this thing. 
JO: Turn on all the knobs. Mind you don’t gas yourself, 
HELEN: I still can’t do it. 

Jo: Geof’ll fix it. 

HELEN: No, it’s all right. 

JO: Helen. 

HELEN: Yes. 

JO: My baby may be black. 

HELEN: You what, love? 

Jo: My baby will be black. 

HELEN: Oh, don’t be silly, Jo. You'll be giving yourself 
nightmares. 

JO: But it’s true. He was black. 

HELEN: Who? 

JO: Jimmie. 

HELEN: You mean to say that ... that sailor was a black 
man? ... Oh my God! Nothing else can happen to me 
now. Can you see me wheeling a pram with a... Oh my 
God. I'll have to have a drink, 

JO: What are you going to do? 

HELEN: I don’t know. Drown it. Who knows about it? 

JO: Geoffrey. 

HELEN: And what about the nurse? She’s going to get a bit of 
a shock, isn’t she? 

JO: Well, she’s black too. 

HELEN: Good, perhaps she’ll adopt it. Dear God in heaven! 


Jo: If you don’t like it you can get out. I didn’t ask you to 
come here, 
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HELEN: Where’s my hat? 


: On your head. 
Hae On yes ... I don’t know what’s to be done with you, 


I don’t really. [To the audience.] I ask you, what would 
you do? 

yo: Are you going? 

HELEN: Yes. , 

jo: Are you just going for a drink? 

HELEN: Yes. 

jo: Are you coming back? 

HELEN: Yes. ate 
: Well, what are you going to 

ie Put it on the stage and call it Blackbird. [She rushes 

out.] 


[Jo watches her go, leaning against the doorpost. Then Ua 
looks round the room, smiling a little to herself—she remembers 


GEOF.]| 


yo: As I was going up Pippin Hill, 
Pippin Hill was dirty. 
And there I met a pretty miss, 
And she dropped me a curtsy. 
Little miss, pretty miss, 
Blessings light upon you. 
If I had half a crown a day, 
I’d gladly spend it on you. 


Curtain. 


So 


Notes 


(These notes are intended for use by overseas students as well as by 
English-born readers.) 


ActI 


7 Manchester — very large industrial city in the North of England 
(according to a note under the cast list on page 6 the play takes 
place in Salford, a smaller industrial town adjoining Manchester). 

7 living off ber immoral earnings — it is a criminal offence for a 
man to live off a woman’s immoral earnings, i.e. her earnings as a 
prostitute. 

7 gasworks — where gas is generated and stored for piping to 
houses that use it as a fuel; gasworks can smell unpleasant. 

7 contemporary — a decorative style of the fifties, usually 
involving very bright colours, sharp contrasts, and spiky designs. 

7 she'd lose ber bead — a common saying, indicating carelessness. 
8 get it down — drink it. 

8 shilling in the slot — a coin placed in the slot of a gas meter 
buys a certain quantity of gas to burn in fire or cooker. 

8 furniture and fittings — what is supplied by the landlady of a 
furnished flat. 

8 knocking it back — drinking. 

9 take the weight off my feet — sit down. 


10 one of the fixtures — part of the equipment supplied with a flat. 


10 fancy men — lovers. 

10 sight for sore eyes — usually means a pleasant, welcome sight: 
here Helen is being sarcastic. 

12 knocked me into the middle of next week — hit me very hard. 
12 aspirins — painkilling tablets. 

12 set on — determined to. 

13 vamp it — add a simple musical improvisation or 
accompaniment. 

14 geniused — (made up word) endowed with genius, as talented 
means endowed with talent. 

17 classy — insisting on only the best. 

17 kid — used as an endearment. 
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18 the old firm — colloquial term for a reliable, familiar enterprise. 
18 make an honest woman of you — marry you, make a 
relationship legal by marriage. 

18 girdle — corset, tight underwear. 

18 ‘Walter, Walter, lead me to the altar!’ — line from a song of that 
title. 

19 4 see a quiet place, a fireplace, a cosy room’ — line from the 
song ‘My Blue Heaven’. 

20 a rich, dark Havana etc. — the sort of description found in 
advertising slogans. 

22 institution — institution or hospital for the insane. 

22 coloured — a common euphemism in the fifties for someone of 
non-white race. 

22 naval rating — ordinary sailor. 

23 I don't know why I love you but I do — title line of a popular 
song. 

25 Mau-Mau — nationalist movement based on the Kikuyu tribe in 
Kenya in the fifties during the struggle for independence. 

26 daft ~ silly, crazy. 

27 national service — compulsory two years in the armed forces, 
to which all young men were conscripted at this time. 

27 | was a Teenage — several films, usually horror films, had titles 
beginning like this, e.g. I was a Teenage Frankenstein (released in 
1957). Ielen leaves the title incomplete for comic effect. 

27 The Ten Commandments — epic film by Cecil B. De Mille 
based on the Bible (released in 1958). 

27 Desire Under — film version (released in 1958) of Eugene 
O’Neill’s intense drama, Desire under the Elms. Again Helen gets 
fun out of leaving the title incomplete. 

28 sling ber out — throw her out. 

29 spiv — flashily dressed person living on his wits. 

30. glad rags — smart clothes. 

31 a tick — a moment. 

33 ‘That wild, destructive thing called love’ — line from a popular 
song. 

33) bang-on — absolutely right. 

34 Lord’s Day Observance Society — a group who believe that 
Sunday, the Christian Sabbath, should be kept holy. Peter means 
that Jo is being unusually moral and righteous. 

34 a quid — (popular slang) a pound (money). 

34 Blackpool — a very popular, not very genteel seaside resort in 
the north of England within easy reach of Manchester. 
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35 called to the bar — usually said of barristers when they first 
begin their profession. 

35. black hole of Calcutta — used of any dark or confined space; 
originally the completely dark, cramped dungeon into which the 
sultan who captured Calcutta in 1756 crowded his enemies. 

36 opium pellet — drug traditionally given to victims in romantic 
novelettes. 

36 Pirate King — the boy is referring to Peter: pirate kings and 
captains in fiction were often portrayed with a black eye-patch like 
Peter’s. 

37 You've had your chips — you are too late, you have missed 
your chance. 

38 Woolworths — a cheap chain store. 

39 sharp — quick. 

40 spends bis money like water — spends lavishly (cf. p. 80). 

40 knocking about with — going around with. 

42 boozer — (slang) drinker, alcoholic. 

42 meths — methylated spirits, a form of cheap alcohol used as 
fuel, and as intoxicating drink by down-and-outs. 

42 Old Nick — the devil. 

44 balf-wit — mentally deficient person. 

44 Puritan — originally a member of an extreme English Protestant 
party, strict in religion and morals; used of someone who 
disapproves of sex. 


Act II 


47 maisonette — flat (normally a flat on two floors). 

47 up the creek — (slang) all wrong, mistaken. 

47 under the arches — arches under railway bridges or viaducts 
give some shelter to the homeless and the down-and-out. 

48 people like you — Jo thinks Geof is homosexual. 

49 taking in band — looking after and organising. 

51 Spratts — a well-known make of dog biscuit. 

51 Jack Spratt etc. — a nursery rhyme. 

52 Beggars can’t be choosers — well-known proverb meaning that 
those who have little cannot expect to choose what they are given. 
54 walking away ~ i.e. with lice. 

54 deficient — mentally deficient. 

55 thick as thieves — very friendly and in confidence with each 
other. 

57 croft — (dialect) patch of waste land. 
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59 Romeo — name of a typical lover, from Shakespeare’s Romeo 
and Juliet. 

60 you've got another think coming — you'll have to think again. 
61 set-up — situation or arrangement. 

61 organ grinder... monkey — street musicians playing a portable 
organ traditionally had pet monkeys to attract attention and 
money from passers-by. Helen is rudely implying that the 
relationship between Geof and Jo is like that between an organ 
grinder and his monkey. 

61 Christmas box — present traditionally given to tradesmen etc. 
at Christmas. Here used sarcastically. 

61 When the cat’s away — a proverb, meaning that people do what 
they are usually not allowed when unsupervised. The full saying is: 
When the cat’s away, the mice do play. 

61 sling your book — (slang) go away. 

61 can you cut the bread on it yet? — at an advanced stage of 
pregnancy the belly sticks out high and shelf-like. 

62 bloody good hiding — a severe beating. 

62 knock the living daylights out of ber — hit her very hard. 

63 came a cropper — fell down, failed. 

63 pansified — like a homosexual (‘pansy’ is a slang word for a 
homosexual). 

63 get off my chest — reveal. 

63 buzz off — go away. 

64 maternity benefit — weekly payments made to expectant 
mothers by the government. 

65 bun in the oven — (slang) pregnant. 

65 ‘Getting to know you’ etc. — title line of a song from the 
musical The King and I, the film version of which had been released 
in 1956. 

66 went off the deep end — was extremely angry. 

67 leapfrog — a children’s game, in which they jump over the 
hacks of several others. 

68 fruitcake — (slang) homosexual. 

68 at any price —at all. 

O8 box —1.e. a coffin. 

68 shower — (slang) useless crowd of people, presumably referring 
to Jo and Geof (and Helen if she stays with them). 

69 flip — jump. 

69 bere endeth — said after a reading from the Bible in the Church 
ol England service. 

70 Little Women — a nineteenth-century book for girls 4B uisa 
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May Alcott; its tone is very moral. 

70 barrow — carts or barrows are used as stalls in outdoor markets; 
a book barrow would sell second-hand books. 

70 Edwardian ... Ted — Edward VII reigned from 1901 to 1910; 
a period known as Edwardian. But in the 1950s it was fashionable 
for young men, mainly from the working class, to dress in a style 
slightly like that of the Edwardian period, from which came the 
label ‘Teddy boys’ or ‘Teds’. 

71 snuff it — (slang) die 

72 ‘And he took up bis bed and walked’ —a reference to the New 
Testament miracle where Jesus cures a lame cripple. 

72 retouching — improving photographs by brushwork after they 
are printed. 

73 Irish — often used of something comically contradictory. 

73 spin me a yarn —tellmea story. 

73 put away — i.e. in a hospital for the insane. 

74 loony — lunatic. 

74 bin — short for ‘loony bin’, a slang phrase for an institution or 
hospital for the insane. 

74 cracked — crazy, mad. 

74 you're a cure — you make me feel better, 

74 patrol leader in the Boy Scouts — the Boy Scouts is a world 
wide organisation for boys; patrol leader is a boy who leads a small 
group within a company. 

74 Scoutmaster — sensational newspapers sometimes feature 
stories about Scoutmasters using their Position as leaders of a scout 
company to make homosexual advances to the boys. It has become 
a journalistic cliché. 

74 a few holds — grips used in wrestling. 

75 digs — lodgings. 

77 flitting — (dialect) moving house. 

77 check-up — examination by the doctor. 

77 Flying Doctor —a television series was based on the adventures 
of Australian doctors who flew to emergency cases by aeroplane. 
78 district nurse —a nurse who visits people in their homes. 

78 bull in a china shop — proverbial term for a destructive, clumsy 
person. 

80 entitled to keep his child -- Helen may mean that the father has 
a legal obligation to pay for the upbringing of his child, or she may 
simply mean that Jo should pass the child over to him. 

80 swanking — conceited behaviour. 

80 throw-back — primitive creature. 
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i i — vel 
80 threw his money about like a man with no arms — was very 


mean with money. Ae 
rfriend. 
1 bit of crumpet — (slang) attractive gi n Ae 
- seco = em specially trained to help in childbirth. 


3 eet aaa 
teras — extra equipment and trimming: 
- rete —a dialect word (pronounced: cluff) meaning gorge or 


narrow ravine. 
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PRODUCTION HISTORY 


An early version of Elliot, A Soldier’s Fugue was produced 
at Miracle Theatre in Portland, Oregon, in September 2005. 
Tt was directed by Olga Sanchez. Elliot, A Soldier’s Fugue 
received its world premiere at Page 73 Productions (Nicole 
Fix, Liz Jones, Asher Richelli and Daniel Shiffman, Artistic 
Directors) in New York at The Culture Project on January 
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ELLIOT Armando Riesco 
POP Triney Sandoval 
GRANDPOP Mateo Gomez 
GINNY Zabryna Guevara 
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CHARACTERS 


ELLIOT, serving in Iraq, 1st Marine Division, eighteen—nineteen, 


pop, Elliot’s father, served in Vietnam, 3rd Cavalry Division, 
various ages, 


GRANDPOP, Hlliot’s grandfather, served in Korea, 65th Infan- 
try Regiment of Puerto Rico, various ages, 


GINNY, Elliot’s mother, served in Vietnam, Army Nurse Corps, 
various ages, 


SET 


The set has two playing areas, The “empty space” is mini- 
mal, it transforms into many locations. It is stark, sad, When 
light enters, it is like light through a jailhouse window or 
through the dusty stained glass of a decrepit chapel. The 
“garden space,” by contrast, is teeming with life, It is a 
verdant sanctuary, green speckled with magenta and gold. 
Both spaces are holy in their own way. 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 
Fugues 


In the “Fugue” scenes, people narrate each other’s actions and 


sometimes narrate their own. For instance: 
ELLIOT: A boy enters. 
(Elliot enters.) 


GRANDPOP: Clean, deodorized. 
Some drops of water plummet from his nose and 
lips. 


The shower was ice cold. 
(Elliot shivers.) 


Elliot’s action should mirror what the narrator, Grandpop, 
says. The narrator steps in and out of the scene as necessary. 

Time within the “Fugue” scenes is fluid and overlaps. 
When Elliot steps into the “Fugue” scenes, he’s in 2003 
Iraq. When Pop steps into the “Fugue” scenes, he’s in late- 
1960s, Vietnam. When Grandpop steps into the “Fugue” 
scenes, he’s in 1950 Korea. Often, these disparate time peri- 
ods occur simultaneously. 

Additionally, time is not chronological between scenes. 
For instance, in one scene, Elliot may be in 2003 Iraq. The 
following scene may be 2004, after he’s completed his first 
tour of duty. Time ping-pongs back and forth between 
scenes, and stacks on top of itself within scenes. 
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Pop’s Letters 


Pop’s letters are active and alive. They are not reflective, 
past-tense documents. They are immediate communication. 
Sometimes the letters are shared dialogue between Pop and 
Grandpop, but it should always be clear that it is Pop’s story 
being spoken. 


Music 

Flute. Bach, danzénes, jazz, etudes, scales, hip-hop beats. Over- 
lapping lines. 

Other 

Please do not use actual barbed wire or vines in the wrap- 
ping scenes (10 and 13). The stage directions in these 


moments are an important part of the soul of the piece, but 
should not be staged literally. 
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1. FUGUE 


The empty space, very empty. A pair of white underwear is 
on the ground. That’s all we see. 


Ginny: A room made of cinderblock. 
A mattress lies on a cot containing thirty-six springs. 
If you lie on the mattress, you can feel each of the 
thirty-six springs. 
One at a time. 
As you close your eyes. 
And try to sleep the full four hours. 
pop: A white sheet is on the mattress. 
The corners are folded and tucked under. 
Tight, like an envelope. 
cranppopr: Military code. 
The corner of the sheet is checked at 0600 hours, daily. 
No wrinkles or bumps allowed. 
ELLIOT: A man enters. 
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(Hilliot enters in a towel. It’s 2003. He’s eighteen.) 


GRANDPOP: Clean, deodorized. 
Some drops of water plummet from his nose and lips. 
The shower was ice cold. 


(Elliot shivers. He picks up the underwear. ) 
Ginny: He performs his own military-style inspection. 


(Elliot looks at the front and back of the underwear. No 
apparent stains. He sniffs them. They’re clean.) 


ELLIOT: Nice. 
(Elliot puts them on under the towel, removes the towel.) 


pop: There’s little bumps of skin on his arm. 
His pores tighten. 
His leg hair stands on end. 
Cold shower spray. 


(Elliot drops to the ground and does ten push-ups. He 


springs to his feet and seems invigorated.) 


ELLIOT: One two three four five six seven eight nine ten, Rah! 


pop: The mirror in the room reflects a slight distortion. 
(Elliot peers into the mirror: the audience.) 


Ginny: The chin. 
The teeth. 
Uppers and lowers. 
The molars. 
The one, lone filling. 
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(He clenches his jaw, furrows his eyebrows. Holding this 
ace, he curls a bicep, showing off a round muscle.) 
P. S 


ELLIOT (Jo the mirror adversary): What? You want to step? 


Youw’re making Subway hoagies. I’m a Marine. Who are 


you? 


(He shakes out that pose. Now, he smiles like a little angel 
into the mirror) 


(To the mirror Mommy) Mami, quiero chuletas. Pas- 
teles. Morsilla. Barbecue ribs. Sorullito. Macaroni salad. 


Sopa de fideo. When I make it back home, you gonna 


make me a plate, right? A monton of ribs. But no pigs 
feet. Ain’t no other Puerto Rican on this earth be cookin’ 
no pigs feet. 


(Elliot shakes out that pose. He leans in, an inch away 
from the mirror. He pops a pimple. He wipes it on his 
underwear. He scrutinizes his face for more pimples. 
There are none. He fixes his nearly shaved hair. He 


stands in a suave posture, leaning sexy. He blows a subtle 
kiss to the mirror) 


You know you like it. Navy nursee want mi culito? 


(He turns around, looks at his butt in the mirror. He 
clenches his butt muscles and releases. Then he does this 
about ten times in quick succession, watching the mirror 
the whole time. He stops.) 


Por: Blank. 
He’s nervous about something, 
GRANDPOP: He will board the ship to Iraq at 0700 hours. 
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(Elliot starts to put on his uniform under... 
The room is empty. A towel is on the floor.) 


Ginny: A room with steel doors, 
Steel walls, steel windows. 
The room sways up and down. 
Hammocks on top of hammocks swing back and forth. 
GRANDPOP: The room is inside a boat. 
That’s on the ocean to Vietnam. 
Ginny: The floors of the USS Eltinge are inspected at 0530 
daily. 
POP AND GRANDPOP: Military code. 
No dirt allowed. 
GINNY: But the floor is wet. 
It’s the Pacific Ocean, seeping inside. 
pop: A young man enters. 


(Pop enters, It’s 1966. He wears a uniform and catches his 
breath.) 


Ginny: The 0400 deck run was hot. 

The shower will be warm. 

Six hundred and forty muscles will relax. 
GRANDPOP: Military code. 

No bare chests. 


(Pop untucks his shirt, unbuttons it, throws it to the floor) 


pop (Imitating a drill sergeant; under his breath, faux South- 
ern accent): Keep up the pace, Ortiz. You can’t hear me, 
Ortiz? Are you deaf, Ortiz? Corporal Feifer, is Corporal 
Ortiz deaf? 
cGranppopr: Military code. 
No bare feet. 
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ELLIOT, A SOLDIER’s FUGUE 
(He takes off his boots, peels off his socks.) 


pop: You’re the best damn shot in the Marines, Ortiz. You 
could kill a fly. Does your mama know what a great shot 
you are? 


Ginny: Reflect honor upon yourself and your home country. 
(He peels off his undershirt.) 


pop: Where are you from, Ortiz? What’s your mama’s name? 


Eh? Is she fat like you? Your mama got a fat ass, Ortiz? 
(Elliot is fully dressed. He salutes the mirror.) 


ELLIOT: Lance Corporal Elliot Ortiz, Third Light Armored 
Recon Battalion First Marine Division. Muthafucka. 


ee 


(Pop finds a paper and pencil. He taps the pencil, thinking 


GEES 


of what to write. 
Elliot checks inside his duffel bag.) 


Ginny: The duffel is heavy full of boots and pants. 


A map of Iraq, 
A Bible with four small photographs. 
GRANDPoP: Military code. 


No electronic devices. 


ELLIOT: Got my walkman. 
GRANDPOP: Military code. 
No valuables. 
ELLIOT: My Nas CD. Jay-Z. Slow Jams. Reggaeton 2002. 
pop: April 12, 1966... 


(Elliot opens a little green Bible, looks at photos.) 


ELLIOT: My photos. Mom. In your garden, 
ti 
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(He kisses the photo. Finds a new one.) 
Grandpop. Senile old head. 
(Taps the photo. Finds a new one. ) 


Pops. With your beer-ass belly. 

pop (Writing): Dear Pop... 

ELLIOT (Still to the photo): When I get home, we gonna have 
a father and son. Chill in Mom’s garden. Drink some 
bud light out them mini cans. I don’t want to hear about 
no “leave the past in the past.” You gonna tell me your 
stories, 


(Elliot puts on headphones and starts bobbing his head to 
the hip-hop beat. 

Pop continues to write under... 

The room is empty. A towel is on the floor.) 


Ginny: A tent. 
No windows, no door. 
Walls made of canvas. 
A floor made of dirt. 
The soil of Inchon, Korea, is frozen. 
GRANDPOP: Sixteen cots they built by hand. 
Underwear, towels, unmade beds. 
Dirty photos. 
Ginny: That is, snapshots of moms and daughters and wives. 
That have dirt on them. 
GRANDPpop: A boy enters. 


(Grandpop enters. It’s 1950. He’s wearing heavy soldier 
clothes. He rubs his arms for warmth. He puts on addi- 
tional clothing layers.) 
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Ginny: His breath crystallizes. 
His boots are full of icy sweat. 


The 0500 swamp run was subzero. 


(Grandpop blows into his hands for warmth. He bends 
his fingers.) 


GRANDPOP: One two three four... five. My thumb is as pur- 
ple as a flower. 


(He pulls a black leather case from his cot. He opens it, 
revealing a flute. He pulls out pieces of the flute, begins to 
assemble them, cleaning dirt from the joints.) 


Ah, this Korean dirt is too damn dirty. We lost another 
man to frostbite this week. These guys deserve some 
Bach. Light as a feather, 

pop (Finishing the letter): Your son, 

GRANDPOP: free as a bird. 

pop: Little George. 


(Grandpop puts the flute to his lips, inhales, begins to 
play. The melody of a Bach passacaglia. 

Pop folds up the letter, puts it in an envelope. Addresses 
the envelope.) : 


Ginny: Military code. 

Make no demands. 
Military code. 

Treat women with respect. 
Military code, 


Become friends with fellow soldiers. 


No rude behavior. 
Pray in silence, please. 
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(Pop drops the letter, lays down, sings himself to sleep. 
It overlaps with Grandpop’s flute and Elliot's head- 
bobbing.) 


POP: 
One two three four. 
We’re gonna jump on the count of four. 
If I die when I hit the mud 
Bury me with a case of bud 
A case of bud and a bottle of rum 
Drunk as hell in kingdom come, 
Count off: 
One two three four. 


(Elliot skips forward a few tracks on his walkman. He 
finds his jam. Head-bobbing, feeling it.) 


ELLIOT: Uh, uh. 


And when I see ya I’ma take what I want so 
You tryin to front, hope ya 

Got ur self a gun 

You ain’t real, hope ya 


Got ur self a gun 


ELLIOT: POP: 
Uh, uh, uh, uh. One two three four. 
I got mine I hope ya... We're gonna charge 
uh, uh on the count of four. 


You from da hood J hope If my heart begins to 


| 

| ya... bleed 

| You want beef I hope Bury me with a bag full 
ya... a weed 


* Based on traditional military cadences. 
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Uh, uh, wh, uh. 
And when I see you ’ma 


Take what I want so 


You tryin to front, hope 
ya.. 


You ain’t real, hope ya... 


Uh, uh, uh, uh. 


ELLIOT, A SOLDIER’S FUGUE 


A bag full a weed and a 

Bottle of rum 

Laugh at the devil in 
kingdom come. 

Count off: 


Bud bud bud bud 
Bud bud bud bud. 


(It is three-part counterpoint between the men. Lights 


Jade, counterpoint lingers.) 
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2. PRELUDE 
The empty space. A flashbulb goes off: 


SPORTSCASTER voice: Thanks, Harry. I’m standing outside 
the Phillies locker room with hometown hero Lance 
Corporal Elliot Ortiz. He’ll be throwing out tonight’s 
opening pitch. 

ELLIOT: Call me Big El. 

SPORTSCASTER VOICE: You were one of the first Marines to 
cross into Iraq. 

ELLIOT: Two days after my eighteenth birthday. 

SPORTSCASTER vorcE: And you received a Purple Heart at 
nineteen. Big El, welcome home. 

ELLIOT: Philly! 

SPORTSCASTER VOICE: You’re in Philadelphia for a week and 
then it’s back to Iraq for your second tour of duty? 

ELLIOT: We’ll see. I got until Friday to make up my mind. 

SPORTSCASTER VOICE: Did you miss the City of Brotherly Love? 
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ELLIOT: Mom’s food. My girl Stephanie. My little baby cousin. 
Cheesesteaks. 

SPORTSCASTER VOICE: Any big plans while you’re home? 

ELLIOT: Basically eat. Do some interviews. My mom’s gonna 
fix up my leg. I’m a take my pop out for a drink, be like, 
all right, old head, time to trade some war stories. 

SPORTSCASTER VOICE: | hope you order a shirley temple. Aren’t 
you nineteen? 

ELLIOT: [ll order a shirley temple. 

SPORTSCASTER VOICE: Big Phillies fan? 

ELLIOT: Three years in a row I was Lenny Dykstra for Hal- 
loween. 

SPORTSCASTER VOICE: A few more seconds to pitch time. 

eLLIoT: Hold up. Quick shout out to North Philly. Second 
and Berks, share the love! To my moms. My pops. I’m 
doing it for you. Grandpops—videotape this so you 
don’t forget! Stephanie. All my friends still out there 
in Iraq. Waikiki, one of these days I’m going to get on 
a plane to Hawaii and your mom better cook me some 
kahlua pig. 

SPORTSCASTER VOICE: Curveball, fastball? 

ELLIOT: Wait and see. I gotta keep you on your toes. ’m 
gonna stand on that mound and show ya'll I got an arm 
better than Schilling! Record lightning speed! 
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4, PRELUDE 


The garden. Grandpop opens a letter and reads. Pop appears 
separately. 


| GRANDPOP AND PoP: May 24, 1966, 

i pop: Dear Pop, / 

bop It’s hot wet 

| : GRANDPOP: cold muddy 

Pop: miserable. Operation Prairie has us in the jungle, and 
it’s a sauna. 


GRANDPOP: One hundred twenty degrees by 1100 hours, 


Pop: you think you're gonna cook by 1300. Then yesterday 
it starts to rain. 

GRANDPOP: Drops the size of marbles— 

pop: my first real shower in weeks. Monsoon. They said, 

GRANDPOP: “Get used to it.” Corporal shoved a machete in my 
hand and told me to lead. 

pop: He’s the leader, but I get to go first! 
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GRANDPOP: | cut through the vines, clear the way. We get 
lesions, 

PoP: ticks, 

GRANDPOP: leeches. 

pop: At night we strip down, everybody pulls the things off 
each other. We see a lot of rock ape. 

GRANDPOP: They’re bigger than chimps and they throw 


rocks at us. 

pop: They’ve got great aim! You just shoot up in the air, they 
run away. 

GRANDPOP: At night you can’t see your own hand in front of 
your face. 

pop: I imagine you and Mom on the back stoop, having a 
beer. Uncle Tony playing his guitar. My buddy Joe Bobb, 


GRANDPOP: from Kentucky, 
por: he carries all his equipment on his back, plus a guitar, 
and he starts playing these hillbilly songs. 


EEE SE EES 


GRANDPOP: They’re pretty good. 


pop: I think Uncle Tony would like them. I pulled out your 
flute and we jammed a little. C-rations, gotta split, 


POP AND GRANDPOP: Little George. 


IS 
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4, PRELUDE 


Ginny in the garden. 


cinny: The garden is twenty-five years old. It used to be 


20 


abandoned. There was glass everywhere. Right here, it 
was a stripped-down school bus. Here, a big big pile of 
old tires. I bought it for one dollar. A pretty good deal. 
Only a few months after I came back from Vietnam. 
I told myself, You’ve got to do something. So I bought it. 
I went and got a ton of dirt from Sears. Dirt is expensive! 
TI said, when I’m done with this, it’s going to be a spit- 
ting image of Puerto Rico. Of Arecibo. It’s pretty close. 
You can see electric wires dangling like right there and 
there. But I call that “native Philadelphia vines.” If you 
look real close, through the heliconia you see antitheft 
bars on my window. 

Green things, you let them grow wild. Don’t try to 
control them. Like people, listen to them, let them do 


their own thing. You give them a little guidance on 
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the way. My father was a mean bastard. The first time 


IT remember him touching me, it was to whack me with 


a shoe. He used to whack my head with a wooden spoon 
every time I cursed. I still have a bump on my head 


from that. Ooh, I hated him. But I was mesmerized 


to see him with his plants. He became a saint if you 
put a flower in his hand. Secrets, when things grow at 
night. Phases of the moon. He didn’t need a computer, 
he had it all in his brain, “I got no use for that.” That 
was his thing. “I got no use for church.” “I got no use 
for a phone.” “I got no use for children.” He had use for 
a flower. 

There are certain plants you only plant at night. 
Orchids. Plants with provocative shapes. Plants you want 


to touch. Sexy plants. My garden is so sexy. If I was young, 


I'd bring all the guys here. The weirdest things get my 
juices going. I sit out here at night, imagine romances in 


ee 


the spaces between banana leaves. See myself as a teen- 
ager, in Puerto Rico, a whole different body on these 
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bones. I’m with a boyfriend, covered in dirt. 

When I was a nurse in the Army Nurse Corps, they 
brought men in by the loads. The evacuation hospital. 
The things you see. Scratched corneas all the way to... 
A guy with the back of his body torn off. You get the 
man on the cot, he’s screaming. There’s men screaming 
all around. Always the same thing, calling out for his 
mother, his wife, girlfriend. First thing, before anything 
else, [ would make eye contact. I always looked them 
in the eye, like to say, Hey, it’s just you and me. Touch 
his face like I was his wife. Don’t look at his wound, 
look at him like he’s the man of my dreams. Just for 
one tiny second, Then, it’s down to business. Try to 
keep that heart going, that breath pumping in and out, 


keep that blood inside the tissue. Sometimes I was very 
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attracted to the men I worked on. A tenderness would 
sweep through me. Right before dying, your body goes 
into shock. Pretty much a serious case of the shakes. If 
T saw a man like that, I thought, Would he like one last 
kiss? One last hand on his ass? Give him a good going- 
away party. 

Just things in my mind, Not things you act on. 

With George, though. We had a great time when he 
was in the evacuation hospital. I stitched his leg up like 
a quilt and we stayed up all night smoking joints. Every- 
one in the hospital was passed out asleep. The first time 
George got up and walked to me, I took his head in my 
right hand and I kissed him so hard. That kiss was the 
best feeling in my body. Ooh. You see so much death, 
then someone’s lips touches yours and you go on vaca- 
tion for one small second. 

Gardening is like boxing, It’s like those days in Viet- 
nam. The wins versus the losses. Ninety percent of it 
is failures, but the triumphs? When Elliot left for Iraq, 
I went crazy with the planting, Begonias, ferns, trees. 
A seed is a contract with the future. It’s saying, I know 
something better will happen tomorrow. I planted 
bearded irises next to palms. I planted tulips with a bor- 
der of cacti. All the things the book tells you: “Don’t 
ever plant these together,” “Guide to Proper Garden- 
ing.” Well I got on my knees and planted them side by 
side, I’m like, You have to throw all preconceived notions 
out the window. You have to plant wild. When your son 
goes to war, you plant every goddamn seed you can find. 
Tt doesn’t matter what the seed is. So long as it grows. 
I plant like I want and to hell with the consequences. 
I planted a hundred clematis vines by the kitchen win- 


dow, and next thing I know sage is growing there. ‘The 
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tomato vines gave me beautiful tomatoes. The bamboo 


shot out from the ground. And the heliconia! 
(She retrieves a heliconia leaf.) 


Each leaf is actually a cup. It collects the rainwater. So 


any weary traveler can stop and take a drink. 
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5, PRELUDE 


The garden. Grandpop opens & letter and reads. Pop appears 
separately. 


por: October 7, 1966, 
eranppop: Dear Dad and all the rest of you lucky people, 
pop: Got my next assignment. All those weeks of wait- 
ing and boredom? Those are the good old days! They 
marched us to Dong Ha for Operation Prairie 2. Pm 
infantry. Some guys drive, go by tank. Infantry walks. 
We walk by the side of the tank. Two days straight, 
we've been scouting for body parts. You collect what you 
find, throw it in the tank, they label it, and take it away. 
Where they take it? You got me. What they write on the 
label? It’s like pird-watching. You develop your eye. 
@RaNDPoP: Don’t show this letter to Mom, please. And don’t 
ask me about it when T get home. If I feel like talking 
about it I will but otherwise don’t ask. 
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pop: Today this one little shrimp kept hanging around, chas- 
ing after the tank. Looking at me with these eyes. I gave 
him my crackers I was saving for dinner. | made funny 
faces and he called me dinky dow. That’s Vietnamese 
for crazy, I guess. Dinky dow! Dinky dow! He inhaled 
those crackers, then he smiled and hugged my leg. He 


was so small he only came up to my knee. 


SERN ep 
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6. FUGUE 
The empty space. Two wallets are on the ground. 


Ginny: In my dreams, he said. 
Everything is in green. 
Green from the night-vision goggles. 
Green Iraq. 
Verdant Falluja. 
Emerald Tikrit. 


(Elliot enters. He puts on night-vision goggles.) 


eLLiot (Jo unseen night patrol partner): Waikiki man, whatcha 
gonna eat first thing when you get home? I don’t know. 
Probably start me off with some French toast from 


Denny’s. Don’t even get me near the cereal aisle. Pll 


go crazy. I yearn for some cereal. If you had to choose 
between Cocoa Puffs and Count Chocula, what would 
you choose? Wheaties or Life? Fruity Pebbles or Crunch 
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Berry? You know my mom don’t even buy Cap’n Crunch. 
She buys King Vitaman. Cereal so cheap, it don’t even 


come in a box. It comes in a bag like them cheap Jewish 
noodles. 


Ginny: Nightmares every night, he said. 


A dream about the first guy he actually saw that he 
killed. 


A dream that doesn’t let you forget a face. 

ELLIOT: The ultimate Denny’s challenge. Would you go for 
the Grand Slam or the French Toast Combo? Wait. Or 
Western Eggs with Hash Browns? Yo, hash browns with 
ketchup. Condiments. Mustard, tartar sauce. I need me 
some condiments. 

GINNY: Green moon. 

Green star. 
Green blink of the eye. 
Green teeth. 


The same thing plays over and over. 
(Elliot’s attention is suddenly distracted.) 


ELLIOT: Yo, you see that? 

cinny: The green profile of a machine gun in the distance. 

evLLioT: Waikiki, look straight ahead. Straight, at that busted 
wall. Shit. You see that guy? What’s in his hand? He’s got an 
AK. What do you mean, “I don’t know.” Do you see him? 


(Elliot looks out.) 
We got some hostiles. Permission to shoot. 
(Pause.) 


Permission to open fire. 
Q7 
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(Pause.) 


Is this your first? Shit, this is my first, too. All right. You 
ready? 
GINNY: In the dream, aiming in. 
In the dream, knowing his aim is exact. 


In the dream, closing his eyes. 
(Elliot closes his eyes.) 
ELLIOT: Bang. 
(Elliot opens his eyes.) 


GINNY: Opening his eyes. 
The man is on the ground. 
ELLIOT: Hostile down. Uh, target down, 


(Elliot gets up, disoriented from adrenaline.) 


Ginny: In the dream, a sudden movement. 

ELLIOT: Bang bang. Oh shit. That fucker moved. Did you see 
that? He moved, right? Mother f, Target down. Yes, I’m 
sure, ‘Target down. 

Ginny: Nightmares every night, he said. 

A dream about the first guy he actually saw that he 
killed. 


(Pop enters, sits on the ground. He’s trying to stay awake. 
He looks through binoculars.) 


GRANDPoP: In my dreams, he said. 
Ginny: Walking toward the guy. 


(Elliot walks to the wallet.) 
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GRANDPOP: Everything is a whisper. 
GINNY: Standing over the guy. 


(Elliot looks down at the wallet.) 


GRANDPOP: Breathing is delicate. 


a 
o 
i 


Ginny: A green face. 

GRANDPOP: Whisper of water in the river. 
Ginny: A green forehead. 

GRANDPOP: Buzz of mosquito. 

Ginny: A green upper lip. 

GRANDPOP: Quiet Dong Ha. 

Ginny: A green river of blood. 


(Elliot kneels down, reaches for the wallet on the ground. 
He puts his hand on the wallet and remains in that post- 
tion, frozen.) 


GranppopP: Echo Vietnam. 
por: Joe Bobb, Wake up, man. Tell me about your gang from 
Kentucky. What, back in the Bronx? Yeah, we got our- 
selves a gang, but not a bad one. We help people on our 
street. Like some kids flipped over an ice-cream stand. 
It was just a nice old guy, the kids flipped it, knocked 
the old guy flat. We chased after them. Dragged one. 
Punched him till he said sorry. We called ourselves the 
Social Sevens. After the Magnificent Sevens. 
GRANDPOP: Nightmares every night, he said. 
A dream that doesn’t let you forget a voice. 
The same sounds echoing back and forth. 
pop: Guns? Naw, we weren't into none of that. We threw a 
lot of rocks and bottles. And handballs. Bronx Hand- 
ball Champs, 1964. Doubles and singles. Hm? What’s a 
handball? 
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GRANDPoP: The snap of a branch. 

pop: Shh. 

GRANDPOP: Footsteps in the mud. 

pop; You hear something? 

GRANDPOP: Three drops of water, 
A little splash. 


(Pop grabs his binoculars and looks out.) 


por: VC on us. Ten o’clock. Kneeling in front of the river, 
alone. He’s drinking. Fuck, he’s thirsty. Joe Bobb, man, 
this is my first time. Oh shit. Shit. Bang. (Pause) Bang. 
GRANDPOP: Whisper of two bullets in the air. 
Echo of his gun. 
A torso falling in the mud. 
por: Got him. I got him, Joe Bobb. Man down. VC down. 


(Pop rises, looks out.) 


GRANDPoP: Hearing everything. 
Walking to the guy. 
Boots squishing in the mud. 


(Pop walks to the second wallet. ) 


Standing over the guy. 
The guy says the Vietnamese word for “mother.” 
He has a soft voice. 
He swallows air. 
A brief convulsion. 
Gasp. 
Silence. 
Water whispers in the river. 
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POP AND ELLIOT: Military code. 


Remove ID and intel from dead hostiles. 


(Pop kneels in front of the dead man’s wallet. He reaches 
out his hand and touches the wallet, Killiot and Pop are in 
the same position, each of them touching a wallet. They 


move in unison.) 


pop: The wallet. 
The body. 


The face. 
The eyes. 


(Elliot and Pop open the wallets.) 


ELLIOT: The photo. 
The pictures. 
Bullet. 


(Elliot and Pop each pull a little photo out of the wallets.) 


por: Dog tags. 
The wife. 
ELLIOT: The children. 


(They turn over the photo and look at the back of it.) 


Black ink. 
pop: A date. 
POP AND ELLIOT: Handwriting. 
A family portrait. 


(They each drop their photo. They each find a second 
photo. Lights fade.) 
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7. PRELUDE 


The empty space. A flashbulb goes off Elliot is in a TV studio. 
Harsh studio lighting is on him. 


PRODUCER voice: ABC evening local news. And we're rolling 
to tape in three, two... 

ELLIOT (Tapping a mike on his shirt collar); Hello? What? 
Yeah. So where do we start? 


(He presses his fingers against his ear, indicating that 
a producer or someone is talking to him through an ear 


monitor.) 
My name? Elliot Ortiz. 
(Listens) 


Sorry. Lance Corporal Elliot Ortiz, 3rd Light Armored 
Recon Battalion, {st Marine Division. 
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(Listens) 


What? How was I injured? 

PRODUCER VOICE (Impatient): Someone fix his monitor. Don’t 
worry, Mr. uh, Ortiz. Just tell us the story of your injury, 
would you? 

ELLIOT: Okay. Well. I was on watch outside Tikrit. I don’t 
know. I feel stupid. I already told this story once. 

PRODUCER VOICE: You did? 

ELLIOT: Just now. In the screen test. 

PRODUCER VOICE: Right, right. ‘That was to acclimate you to 
the camera. 

ELLIOT: It loses the impact to repeat it over and over. 

PRODUCER VOICE: Was it scary? 

ELLIOT: People say, Oh that must be scary. But when you’re 
there, youre like, Oh shit, and you react, When it’s hap- 
pening you're not thinking about it. You’re like, Damn, 
this is really happening. That’s all you can think. You’re 
in shock basically. It’s a mentality. Kill or be killed. You 
put everything away and your mentality is war. Some 
people get real gung ho about fighting, I was laid back. 

PRODUCER VOICE: Yes, Mr. uh Ortiz. This is great. This is exactly 
it. Let’s go back, and do you mind repeating a couple sen- 
tences, same exact thing, without the expletives? 

ELLIOT: Say what? 

PRODUCER VOICE: Same thing, But no “shit” and no “damn.” 

ELLIOT: I don’t remember word for word. 

PRODUCER VOICE: No problem. Here we go: “But when you're 
there, you're like, Oh shit, and you react.” 

ELLIOT: But when you're there you're like, Oh snap, and you 
react. 

PRODUCER VOICE: “You're like, Damn, this is really happening.” 

ELLIOT: You're like, Flip, this is really happening. 

PRODUCER VOICE: “F'lip”? Do people say “flip” these days? 


33 


180 


QUIARA ALEGRIA Hupes 
ELLIOT: You're like, FUCK, this is reall 


PRODUCER VOICE: Cut! 
ELLIOT: It’s a Marine thing. 
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8. PRELUDE 


i 


Grandpop in the garden. 


GRANDPoP: Of everything Bach wrote, it is the fugues. The 
fugue is like an argument. It starts in one voice. The 
voice is the melody, the single solitary melodic line. 
The statement. Another voice creeps up on the first one. 
Voice two responds to voice one. They tangle together. 
They argue, they become messy. They create disso- 
nance. Two, three, four lines clashing. You think, Good 
god, they'll never untie themselves. How did this mess 
get started in the first place? Major keys, minor keys, all 
at once on top of each other. (Leans in) It’s about untying 
the knot. 

In Korea my platoon fell in love with Bach. All night 
long, firing eight-inch howitzers into the evergreens. 
Flute is very soothing after the bombs settle down. They 
begged me to play. “Hey, Ortiz, pull out that pipe!” 
I taught them minor key versus major key. Minor key, 
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it’s melancholy, it’s like the back of the woman you love 
as she walks away from you. Major key, well that’s more 
simple, like how the sun rises. They understood. If we 
had a rough battle, if we lost one of our guys, they said, 
“Eh, Ortiz, I need a minor key.” But if they had just got 
a letter from home, a note from the lady, then they want 
C-major, up tempo. 

“Light as a feather, free as a bird.” My teacher always 
said the same thing. Let your muscles relax. Feel like a 
balloon is holding up your spine. He was a gringo but he 
lived with us rural Puerto Ricans. Way in the mountains, 
He was touring in San Juan with his famous jazz combo, 
fell in love with a woman, never left. We accepted him 
as one of our own. He was honorary Boricua. “Light 
as a feather, free as a bird.” J said, You know, if I get 
any lighter and freer, I’ll float to the moon. But that’s 
how you learn. By repeating. Over and over. At Inchon 
my right hand was purple with frostbite, I developed a 
technique for left hand only. In Kunu-ri? Every night 
we took our weapons to bed, like a wife. One night 
I shot myself in the shoulder. So I mastered the left- 
hand method. 

Elliot always wanted to know. “Abuelo, tell me a story.” 
About life in the service, about Puerto Rico, “Abuelo, 
how old were you when? How old were you when this, 
when that?” “Carajo, I don’t remember!” All I know is 
what music I was playing at the time. When I started 
school, when I was a boy, helping Mom in the house, 
it was etudes and scales. The foundations. The first 
girl I “danced with,” it was danzones around that time, 
mambo with a touch of jazz. But in Korea, I played Bach 
only. Because it is cold music, it is like math. You can 


approach it like a calculation. An exercise. A routine. 
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At the airport, I handed the flute to little George. 
I thought, He needs a word of advice, but what is there 
to say? I sent him to boot camp with a fifty-dollar bill 
and a flute. That he didn’t know how to play. But with- 


out it my fingers grew stiff. I started losing words. 
Dates. Names of objects. Family names. Battles I had 
fought in. I started repeating words as if I was playing 
scales. Practice. Bookmarks to remind myself. “Inchon, 
Inchon, Inchon.” “Korea, Korea.” “Bayamén.” “Howit- 


zer.” “Evergreen.” 
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9. PRELUDE 


The garden. Grandpop opens a letter and reads. Pop appears 
separately, in a good mood. 


pop: November 30, 1966, 

Did you ever notice a helmet is an incredibly useful 
item? I got a wide range of artistic and practical uses 
for mine. 

GRANDPOP: ‘Today I took a bath, if you want to call it that, 
out of my helmet. The newer ones have two parts. 

pop: If you take the metal part out, you can cook in it. 
Tonight we had two cans of tuna. A hamburgers in 
gravy. Hess’s contribution? 

POP AND GRANDPOP: Ham with lima beans. 

pop: Everyone empties out their cans. Make a little blue 
campfire with some minor explosives. Voila, 

GRANDPOP: helmet stew. 

pop: So that’s our Thanksgiving feast. The guys are singing 
carols, They’re in the spirit! 
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Jingle bells 

Mortar shells 

VC in the grass 

Take your Merry Christmas 
And shove it up your ass. 
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10. FUGUE 


The empty space. Two cots are there. 

Elliot lies on the ground. Grandpop, Ginny and Pop 
wrap Elliot’s legs in barbed wire. They entangle Elliot in this 
position, trapping him. Elliot lies helpless. 


Ginny: A road outside Tikrit. 

A mile short of Saddam’s hometown. 
GRANDPOP: Cars are allowed out, but not back in. 
pop: The boy was standing guard. 

GRANDPOP: He saw an incoming car. 

Ginny: The headlights approached. 

pop: He fired into the car. 

GRANDPOP: ‘The horn sounded. 

pop: The car collided into the barricade. 

Ginny: The concertina wire slinkied onto his legs. 
GRANDPOP: ‘Two seconds ago. 

ELLIOT: Sarge! Sarge! Waikiki! 

GINNY: Seventy-four thorns dig deep into his skin. 
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pop: Seventy-four barbs chew into his bone 


GRANDPOP: It is not a sensation of rawness 
GINNY: It is not excruciating pain. 
por: It is a penetrating weakness. 


GRANDpPOP: Energy pours out of his leg. 


cinny: Like water from a garden hose. 


ELLIOT: Sarge! 
por: The boy knows he is trapped. 


cranppor: He doesn’t know he is injured. 


ginny: He does a military-style inspection 


(Elliot reaches up his pant’s leg.) 


cranppor: His hand enters the warm meat of his calf. 


pLLIOT: Oh 
Drink a cup of water. 


shit. Stay calm. Put the tourniquet on. Lay back 


(Elliot pulls a strip of cloth from his pocket. He wraps it 
like a tourniquet around his thigh. Tight. ) 


_ ginny: Forty-one percent of all injuries are leg wounds 


pop: Military code. 
GRANDPOP: Carry a tourniquet at all times 


GINNyY: Instructions in the event of rapid blood loss 


GRANDPOP: One. 

ELLIOT: Stay calm. 

pop: lwo. 

ELLIOT: Put the tourniquet on. 
GRANDPOP: Three. 


piiiot: Lay back. 
Four ... Four? 


ginny: Drink a cup of water. 


ELLIOT: Someone get me a cup of water. 


por: Stay 
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GRANDPOP: calm. 
Put 

POP: tourniquet. 

GINNY: Lay 


GRANDPOP: back. 
Drink 

POP: cup 

GINNY: water. 

ELLIOT: Hello? Stay calm. Put a beret on. Fall away. Drink a 
hot tub. Fuck. Stay with me, Ortiz. Big El going to be 
okay. Hello? Big El okay. Right? 

pop: Fast-forward pictures: 

cinny: Mom 

por: Pop 

GRANDPOP: Grandpop. 

pop: Fast-forward: 

Ginny: Grandpop 

GRANDPOP: Pop 

por: Mom. 

Ginny: Rapid shutter motion. 

GRANDPOP: Frames with no sound. 

cinny: Moving lips, no words. 

ELLIOT: Mom 

pop: Pop 

GRANDPOP: Grandpop. 

ELLIOT: Stay calm. Lay back. Smoke a cigarette. 


(He pulls a cigarette out of his pocket.) 
Anyone got a light? 
(He smokes the unlit cigarette) 


por: Instructions if wounded while alone. 
GRANDPoP: Call for help. 
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PoP: Signal commander. 

Ginny: Call for your corpsman. 

pop: Identify yourself. 

ELLIOT: Sarge! Waikiki! Big El down. Big El down. 

pop: His blood congeals in the sand. 

GRANDPOP: His fingertips are cool. 

Ginny: He enters a euphoric state. 

GRANDPOP: The boots: 

ELLIOT: Beautiful. 

por: The barbed wire: 

ELLIOT: Beautiful. 

Ginny: The stars: 

ELLIOT: Beautiful. 

GINNY: In the event of extended blood loss. 
Reflect on a time you were happy. 
When have you felt a sensation of joy? 

ELLIOT: Mom... 

Pop. 


(Elliot remains injured under... 
Pop enters and lays on a cot. y) 


GRANDPOP: An evacuation hospital. 
Made of a Vietnamese monastery. 
Ancient windows with no glass. 

Ginny: Through the window, views of Vietnam. 
That look like views of Puerto Rico. 
Mountains. 

ELLIOT: Mountains. 

GRANDPOP: Waterfalls. 

ELLIOT: Waterfalls. 

cinny: All different colors of green. 
Rock formations. 
A few bald spots from the bombs. 
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GRANDPoP: The wood floor is covered with cement. 
The cement is covered with water and blood. 
The cement is cool. 
The blood is cool. 

ELLIOT: Cool. 


(Elliot nods off, going into shock.) 
Ginny: A woman enters. 


(Ginny enters, approaches Pop’s cot.) 


Hey. 

pop: Nurse Ginny. Still on duty? 

cinny: Shh. Don’t wake the babies. 

pop: Can’t sleep? 

cinny: Yeah. 

pop: Me, too. 

cinny: Nightmares. Weird stuff, I kept seeing your leg. [thought 
I should check up on you. 

por: It itches, but you know. The guy next to me’s got no 
left leg at all. 

cinny: I was thinking, a private physical-therapy session. 

pop: Sounds good. 

Ginny: Clean you up. 


(Ginny lifts up his pant’s leg. There is a big gauze patch 
there. She slowly pulls back the gauze.) 


pop: That’s as far back as it goes. The rest is stuck to the gauze. 
cinny: We’re all out of anesthetic. P’'ll be gentle. 


(She works on his wound. He is clearly in great physical 
pain.) 
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Twenty-eight stitches. 
‘Two diagonals. 
The first time she touched the man’s wound, a pain 
pierced up through her index finger. 
Through her knuckle. 
Wrist. 
Forearm. 
Elbow. 
Humerus, 
Shoulder. 
The pain jolted in her veins. 
Exploded in her vital organs. 
Pancreas, lungs, brains, spleen. 
Planted itself between her legs. 
She touched the blood on his skin and had the desire 
to make love to the wounded man. 
pop: Ay dios mio. Fuck. 
Ginny; Think of the time in life you were happiest. 
pop: Why? 
Ginny: You forget the pain. 
pop: It’s not pain. It fucking itches! 
GINNY: Sorry. 
POP: Sorry. 


(Pause. Ginny covers the wound. She pulls down his pant’s 
leg. She sits on top him.) 


Ginny: Is it too much weight? 

pop: Please, crush me to death. 

Ginny: There’s too many bells and whistles in hospitals. ‘To 
be a nurse is easy. Give a dog a bone. 

pop: Reach into my pocket, 

Ginny: Lance Corporal Ortiz. 

pop: Go ahead. 
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(She puts her hand into his pocket. She feels around.) 


Ginny: What am I looking for? 
Pop: You'll know when you find it, 


(She removes her hand from his pocket. She’s holding a 
Joint.) 


Medicine. 
GInny: Anesthetic. 


(Ginny lights the joint. They pass it back and forth, 
Between inhales, they touch each other.) 


GRANDPoP: Through the window, views of Vietnam. 
That look like views of Puerto Rico, 
Mountains. 

Green. 

Stars. 

Bamboo. 

Little huts up the mountainside. 

POP (Stoned): I got one. I was a little boy in Puerto Rico. 
Bayamén. I had this ugly scrappy dog. We used to run 
around scaring my dad’s roosters. One of the roosters 
got pissed and poked the dog’s left eye out. 

Ginny: What was his name? 

Pop: Jimmy. 

GINNY: Jimmy? Jimmy! 


(Elliot shivers.) 


ELLIOT: Ugghhh... 

pop: Shh. Did you hear something? The operating room. 

GINNY: No, it’s the monkeys. There’s a whole family of them 
that live in the tree. 
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pop: They’re not rock ape are they? 
Ginny: What’s rock ape? 

pop: Big, brown, and ugly. 

GINNY: Rock apel 


(They laugh. She suddenly gets off him and walks to afar 
corner of the room. She still has the joint.) 


Tonight you’re going to do like Jesus did. You’re going 
to get up and walk on water. Defy all the odds, And ’'m 
going to do like a circus tamer. Like someone who trains 
dogs or exotic animals. If yow’re a good tiger and you do 
your trick and you don’t bite, you get a reward. If you 
do your dolphin tricks, I give you a fish. 

PoP: Seafood is my favorite. 

Ginny: Walk to me. See if you can make it. 

pop: Not even a hand out of bed? 

Ginny: If you want a taste of this ripe avocado, you got to 
pick it off the tree all by yourself. 


(Pop struggles to get up. This is a difficult, painful pro- 


cess. He slowly makes his way across the room.) 


pop: Shrapnel. 
In the ligaments. 
In the soft-hard knee cap. ELLIOT: Stay 
In the spaces between stitches. 
Shrapnel from a mortar bomb, Back 
Splinters that fragment within you. Lay 
Wobbling within your guts. 


Creating ripples in your bloodstream. Home 


(Pop arrives at Ginny. He falls into her. 
They kiss.) 
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ELLIOT: 
Signal 
Elliot Ortiz, 
(Ginny and Pop stop kissing.) 
pop: Do you heal all your patients 
this way? 
Elliot Ortiz. 
GINNY: Let’s go outside and watch the 
monkeys. 
pop: No, really. You do this a lot? 
Elliot Ortiz. 
Ginny: Think you can make it outside? 
Pop: Give me a hand this time. 
Ortiz. 
Ginny: There’s a gorgeous view of 
the moon. 
(They exit, slowly, carefully, in each 
other’s arms. They pass in front of 
Elliot, who is shivering.) 
Mom? 
Pop? 
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11. PRELUDE 
The empty space. Elliot wears big radio station headphones. 


RADIO VOICE: Yow’re listening to WHY Y, member-supported 
radio, welcome back. I’m having a conversation with 
Elliot Ortiz, a North Philadelphia native who graduated 
from Edison High in 2002. So, Elliot, you’re seventeen 
years old, just finishing boot camp, and the president 
declares war. What was going through your mind? 

ELLIOT: I was like, okay then, let’s do this. 

RADIO VOICE: You were ready. Is it exciting to be a Marine? 

ELLIOT: People say, Oh, it’s like a video game. Oh, it’s like 
the movies. Naw. Base is the most depressing place ever. 
You wake up, go outside, you see rocky-sand mountains, 
That’s it. Rocks. Sand. You gotta drive thirty minutes to 
find a Walmart. I just mainly stay on base, rent a lot of 
movies. 

RADIO VOICE: But not base, let’s talk about Iraq. Did you see 


a lot of action? 
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eLLIoT; Yeah. 

RADIO VOICE: Were there times you were scared? 

ELLIOT: The first time I heard a mortar shell. That scared 
the crap out of me. Literally. 

RADIO voice: And you were injured. Tell me about that. 

ELLIOT: It’s a long story. 

RADIO voricE: What sticks out in your mind? About the 
experience? 

ELLIOT: I got two corrective surgeries. They'll send me back 
if I want. 

RADIO VoicE: To Iraq? Will you go? 

ELLIOT: I mean, my leg is still messed up, but I’m not trying 
to stay here and work at Subway hoagies. “Pardon me, 
sir, you want some hot peppers with that roast beef?” 

RADIO voice: What do the troops think about politics? Do 
they support the war? 

ELLIOT: Politics? Nobody cares about that. People drink their 
sorrows away. You hear people running down the hall- 
way like, “F this!” “F that!” “Kill raghead!” 

RADIO VOICE (Slightly changed tone): Editor flag last remark. 


(Back to interview) Both your father and grandfather 
served in the military. 
ELLIOT: My pop was in Vietnam, Marine Corps. ‘Three pur- 


ple hearts. 

RADIO VOICE: It must be something else to trade war stories 
with your father. 

ELLIOT: He doesn’t bring up that stuff too much. 

RADIO VOICE: Some say there’s a code of silence after return- 
ing home. 


ELLIOT: My mom’s got a box of his old letters, his uniform, 


dog tags. Our basement flooded and everything is in 
piles down there. But I was like, Mom, you gotta find 
that stuff. 

RADIO vorcE: What about your grandfather? 
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ELLIOT: He was in Korea. He was a flute player. He’ll be 
like, “I played Mozart in the north when everyone had 
frostbite.” He’s got two or three stories that he just tells 
them over and over. He’s got old-timers. 

raApIo voice: Alzheimer’s? 

ELLIOT: Right. 

RADIO VorIcE: You must have felt a great deal of pressure to 
enlist. 

ELLIOT: Naw, I didn’t even tell them. I just went one day and 
signed the papers. 

RADIO VOICE: Just like that. 

eLiiot: Dad was actually kind of pissed, like, “he Marines 
is no joke. The Marines is going to mess with you.” 

RADIO VOICE: So why go then? 


(No answer.) 


Why did you enlist? 
ELLIOT: I was like, Dad was a Marine. I want to be a Marine. 
T really did it for him. 
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The garden. Ginny holds a large yellow envelope stuffed full 
of papers. She pulls out one sheet at a tume. 

Grandpop appears separately, reading a letter. 

Pop appears separately. He is incredibly happy, slightly 
drunk. 


pop: April 4, 67, 
To my pop back in the Bronx, aka “Little PR.” 
The evac hospital was like Disneyland. Real beds. 
GRANDPOP: Clean sheets. 
pop: Fresh pajamas. The women there? I met this one nurse, 
Ginny. Nurse Ginny. So let me ask you. 
cinny: “Nurse Ginny.” 
por: How old were you when you fell for Mom? 
GRANDPOP: Did you know right away she was your woman? 
pop: I’m serious, old man, I want answers. Got back to the 
platoon this morning. The guys were still alive, which 
is a good feeling. We had a big celebration. 
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Ginny: “Helmet stew.” 

pop: Hess’s mom sent a package with wood alcohol. Stuff 
she made in the bathtub. Awful stuff. 

GRANDPOP: We got drunk. 


pop: Joe Bobb pulled out his guitar. I pulled out your flute. 
I made a big official speech, told them the whole story. 
You’re a decorated veteran, 

Ginny: “Bird-watching.” 

pop: you served in Korea, back when they kept the Puerto 
Ricans separate. 

How you played the same exact flute to your platoon. 

Then when I enlisted you handed me the flute and said, 

GRANDPOP: “You're a man. Teach yourself how to play.” 

pop: Joe Bobb showed me a hillbilly song. I showed him a 
danzén. The keys are sticking, it’s the swamp. Low D 
won’t budge, two of the pads fell off. Here’s my little 
plan I’m putting together. 

GRANDPoP: Get home safe. 

pop: Marry nurse Ginny. 

Ginny: “C-rations.” 

pop: Have a son, give him the flute. One flute, three genera- 


tions. Aw man, right now Joe Bobb is throwing up all 
over. The smell is bad. It’s the wood alcohol. 

GRANDPOP: Tell Mom my leg is okay. 

Ginny: “Date unknown.” 

pop: And sorry I didn’t write for so long. 
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The garden, at night. Elliot stands in the garden. Pop’s letters 
are on the ground. 


ELLIOT: My little green Bible. Every soldier has something 
you take with you, no matter where you go, you take 
that thing. Waikiki had a tattoo of his mom. Mario 
had a gold cross his grandma had gave him. He wore 
it around his neck even though it was against the rules. 
I kept the Bible right inside my vest pocket. I had a 
picture of Stephanie in it, like a family portrait with all 
her cousins. My senior prom picture with all the guys. 
A picture of Mom and Pop. I looked at those pictures 
every day. Stared at those pictures. Daze off for like 
two hours at a time. (Pause) The first guy I shot down, 
I kept his passport there. 

One night, I don’t know why, I was just going to kill 
my corporal, He was asleep. I put my rifle to the corpo- 
ral’s head and I was going to kill him. All I kept think- 
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ing was the bad stuff he made us do. He was the kind 
of guy who gets off on bringing down morale. Like 
making us run with trench foot. Trench foot is when 
your feet start rotting. Because of chemical and biologi- 
cal weapons, we didn’t take our boots off for thirty-six 
days straight. When I finally took my boots off, I had 
to peel my socks from the skin. They were black, and 
the second they came off, they became instantly hard. 
Corporal made us run with trench foot. Run to get the 
water. Run to get the ammo. Everyone was asleep and 
I was ready to pull the trigger. Waikiki woke up and saw 
what I was doing. He kicked my arm like, “Eh, man, 
let’s switch.” So I looked at my pictures and slept, he 
went on watch, The next day me and Waikiki were run- 
ning to get the water and he was like, “Kh, man, what 
were you doing last night?” I was like, “I don’t know.” 
He was like, “It’s all right. We’ll be out of here soon.” 

After I got injured, when my chopper landed in Spain. 
They pulled me out of there. They cut. My clothes were 
so disgusting they had to cut them off my body. My 
underwear was so black. The nurse had to cut it up the 
sides and take it off me like a pamper. The second she 
did that, it turned hard like a cast of plaster. You could 
see the shape of everything. Everything. It looked like 
an invisible man was wearing them. She threw it like 
a basketball in the trash. When the guys had finally 
found me, they had stuffed my leg full of cotton rags. 
The nurse counted one two three then ripped all the 
cotton out. I thought I was gonna die. I broke the metal 
railing right off the stretcher. 

They didn’t have underwear to put on me so they 
put a hospital gown instead. The kind that opens in the 
back and you can see the butt. I was still on the runway. 


The chopper took off, my gown flew up over my face, 
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but my hands were tied down so I couldn’t do nothing. 
I was butt naked in the middle of everybody. Next thing 
I know, someone pulled the gown away from my face 
and I saw this fine female looking down at me, When 
aq I saw her, it was like angels singing. (He imitates angels 
| singing) Like, aaaaaaah. So what’s the first thing that’s 
gonna happen to a guy? She saw it. I was so embarrassed. 

The sponge baths I got while I was over there? 


They give you a sponge bath every other day. The first 
time. Once again, it was another fine female. It was four 
months since I seen one. Most female officers, out in the 
field, they don’t look like this one did. So something hap- 
pened, you know what happened. She was sponging me 
down and saw it and was like, “You want me to leave the 
room?” After three days she got used to it. She would be 
chatting, changing the subject. When you catch a woody 
with an officer, who you have to see every day in Spain? 
The day I left she was like, “Yo, take care of your friend.” 

When I first landed in Philly, Chucky and Buckwheat 
met me at the airport. They came running up to the 
gate like, “Did you kill ’em? Did you kill ’em? Did you 
have a gun? Did you have a really big gun?” I was like, 
Nah, don’t you worry about none of that. Don’t think 
about those things. I was trying to forget, but that’s how 
they see me now. That’s what I am. That’s how Stepha- 
nie sees me. And the guys. 


On the airplane flying home. All I could think was, 
TI have to talk to Pop. Hear his stories. He used to tell 
stuff from the war but looking back, it was mostly jokes. 
Like he swallowed a thing of chewing tobacco and 
puked for three days. He took a leak off a tank and a 


pretty Vietnamese lady saw him. He never sat me down 


and told me what it was like, for real. The first night 


I got here, I was like, Pop, I need to hear it from your 
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mouth. That was Monday. He was like, We’ll talk about 
it Tuesday. Wednesday rolled around, I’m like, Pop, ’'m 
only home a week. Did you have nightmares, too? Every 
single night? Did you feel guilty, too? When you shot 
a guy? Things he never opened up about. Finally I got 
him real drunk. I’m like: Now’s the time. I was like, Did 


you shoot anyone up close? Did you shoot a civilian? Any- 
thing. He threw the table at me. Threw his beer bottle on 
the steps. Marched up the stairs, slammed the door. 
Seeing Mom, it takes so much stress off. She laid me 
down, and worked on my leg in an old-fashioned way. 
Went to the herb store, got all her magic potions. The gauze 
bandage, it hardly came off. I could peel it back like a inch. 
The rest was infected, stuck to the gauze. At night, it itched 
so bad I had to scream. Mom laid me down in her garden, 
she told me to relax. Breathe in. Breathe out. Breathe like 


a circle. She told me to close my eyes and imagine the 
time I was happiest in my entire life. Then I felt her 
fingers on my leg. That felt so good. Hands that love you 
touching your worst place. I started to cry like a baby. 
I don’t know why. It’s just, I forgot how that feels. Like 
home. The tears were just coming. She put aloe and all 
sorts of stuff in there. I could tell she was crying, too. 
She knows I been through a lot. She understands. 


(Ginny enters. She begins to braid vines around Elliot's 
body, from the garden. She wraps his body in intricate, 
meticulous ways. She adds leaves and other flora. This ts 


a slow process. It lasts until the end of the scene.) 


It’s a hard question. Of every second in your life, nail 
down the best one. I started playing memories, like a 
movie in my mind. The prom. Me all slicked-out with 


the guys, in our silver suits. Matching silver shoes. Hook- 
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ing up with Stephanie. All the different places me and 
Steph got freaky. In her mom’s house. On top of the roof 
for New Year's. This one time I took Sean fishing down the 
Allegheny. He farted real loud. He ripped a nasty one. All 
the white dudes, in their fisherman hats, they were like, 
“Crazy Puerto Ricans. You scared the fish away.” 

The first time I ever went to Puerto Rico. With Mom 
and Pop. We drove around the island with the win- 
dows rolled down. I was like, Damn, so this is where 
I come from. This is my roots. This one time we stopped 
at Luquillo Beach. The water was light light blue, and 
flat like a table, no waves. Mom was like, “Pull over, 
George, and teach me to swim.” We swam in there like 
for five hours. Pop was holding Mom on the surface 
of the water. He would hold on, like, “You ready? You 
ready?” She was like, “jAy! Hold on, papi! ’'m gonna 
sink!” And he would let go and she would stay, floating, 
on the top. She was so happy. It looked like they were in 
love. Then you could see the moon in the water. It was 
still day but she floated on the moon. I could live in that 
day forever. See them like that every day. 

After Mom fixed my leg, she was like, “I got a gift 
for you. Something important.” She gave me a fat yel- 
low envelope. Crusty and old. She was like, “Burn this 
or read it. It’s up to you.” I sat out in the garden, started 
pulling letters out of the envelope. It was all of Pop’s 
letters from Vietnam. 


(Pop enters the garden.) 


pop: Date unknown 


ELLIOT: [ read every one. All night, I didn’t hardly move. 
por: Dad, 
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ELLIOT: [ was like, Pop, I fucking walked in your shoes. 
pop: I threw your flute away. 


ELLIOT: Pop, we lived the same fucking life. 


por: All these thoughts were going through my head like 
thinking about the Bronx, you, Mom. 

ELLIOT: It’s scary how much was the same. Killing a guy. 

Getting your leg scratched up. Falling in love. 

pop: They got Hess and Joe Bobb. 

mLiiot: Nightmares. Meds. Infections. Letters to your father. 

por: One instant. Their bodies were covered with dust. Tree 
bark. Their eyes. 

ELLIOT: Even ripping them up, taping them back together. It 
was like the feeling from Puerto Rico, but not a peace- 
ful feeling. 

pop: It was like, shoot someone, destroy something. I threw 
your flute in the river. 

ELLIOT: You see all the shit you can’t erase. Like, here’s who 
you are, Elliot, and you never even knew. 

pop: You can’t sit around and feel sorry for yourself or you’re 
gonna die. I had to do something, so that’s what I did. 


(Pop’s letter is done.) 
ELLIOT: Pop’s up on the second floor, got the AC on, watch- 
| ing TV. Probably smoking weed. Probably doesn’t even 


know I seen his letters. I know he won’t even come to 


the airport tomorrow. He’ll just be like: 
(Pop speaks directly to Elliot:) 


pop: Well, you chose it, so good luck with it. Don’t do any- 
thing stupid. 


| (Elliot is tangled in vines. Lights fade.) 
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The empty space. 
Three duffel bags are on the floor. 


GINNY: A runway. 
The Philadelphia airport tarmac. 
July 2003 is dry and windy. 
‘Two seagulls fly even though the ocean is miles away. 
Luggage carts roll in one direction, 
Taxiing planes in another. 
The windows are sealed to airtight, noisetight. 
People crowd around the departure monitors, 
ELLIOT: A man enters. 


(Elliot enters.) 


Cologne is sprayed on his neck. 
A clean shave. 
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(Elliot looks at his watch.) 


I 


0700 hours. 
Thinking in military time again. 
He fixes his short hair. 


(Elliot fixes his short hair) 
Grabs his life. 
(Elliot picks up a duffel bag.) 


Inside his bag are two fatigues his mother ironed this 
morning. 
Fresh sorullito from Grandmom. 
Still warm, wrapped in two paper towels. 
Grease-sealed in a plastic bag. 
A naked photo from Stephanie. 
In the photo she is smiling and holding in her stomach. 
Her skin is brown. 
The hair on her body is brown. 
She is blinking, her eyes half closed. 
Ginny: San Juan Bay. 
A boarding ramp. 
A transport ship to South Korea 
Via Japan via Panama Canal. 
September 1950 is mild. 
The water is light hight blue. 
And flat like a table, no waves. 


GRANDPOP: A boy enters. 


(Grandpop enters. He stands beside Elliot and picks up 
another duffel bag. Grandpop waves good-bye to his fam- 


ily, offstage) 
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Slacks pressed. 
Hair combed. 
Family standing at the rails, 
His wife wears a cotton dress. 
Sweat gathers in her brown curls. 
On her hip, Little George, 


His five-year-old son. 


A boarding ramp. 
Corrugated steel. 


His first ride on the ocean. 
(Grandpop picks up his duffel and freezes.) 


GINNY: A runway. 
The Newark Airport tarmac. 
August 1965 is unseasonably cool, 


(Pop enters, He stands beside Elliot and picks up a duffel 
bag.) 


pop: A boy enters. 


(He looks at his watch.) 


9:15 A.M. 
He will never get used to military time. 
He grabs his life. 
At the bottom of his duffel, good-luck charms. 
A red handball glove. 
A bottle of vodka from the Social Sevens. 


‘Two pencils and paper. 
A long corridor. 

A gray carpeted ramp. 
A plane to Parris Island 
To a ship to Vietnam. 
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(Pop picks up his duffel and freezes.) 


ELLIOT: The bag 
The duffel 
The photo 
Stephanie 
Teeth 
Jazz 
Calvin Klein 
Fubu 
Flute 
Helmet 
Thirty-six springs 
Ink 


Heliconia 


Handwriting. 
(Elliot grabs his duffel, steps forward.) 


He walks down the gray carpeted ramp. 
Boards the plane to Camp Pendleton. 
Where he will board his second ship to Kuwait. 
Where he will cross the border north into Iraq. 
Again. 
Happy he has an aisle seat. 


Going back to war. 


END OF PLAY 
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This week we are holding space for a series on decolonizing theatre practice, which is not an easy thing to do. Instead of asking 


for single-narrative articles from multiple individuals, we have asked communities to have discussions and share them to keep 
the conversation around decolonization diverse and complex. Each piece is itself a conversation and we hope you'll join! We 
couldn't possibly cover everything, so please add your voice and perspective from wherever you sitStand/breathe in the circle— 


Madeline Sayet and Annalisa Dias, series curators. 


Over the last year, the American theatre, like many other fields, has been looking at its roots and raising difficult questions. How 


could we as afield be guilty of so many instances of oppression, sexual harassment, and other forms of dehumanization despite 


increasing understanding of “equity, diversity, and inclusion” principles? What problematic systems did we step into and support 


that we may not even be aware of? Is there some invisible structure currently embedded in our institutions and the (inter)national 


theatre ecology? 


This week, HowlRound is offering a series on Decolonizing Theatre Practice to increase basic understanding of how colonialism 
(still!) functions on these lands and across the globe. This series aims to create room for dialogue about how the “American” 


theatre has been and still is complicit in these systems, and also how it might be a space for needed healing. 


We tend to think of colonization as a historical event, but...colonization is a 
structure, not an event. We can still see examples of classic colonial structure 


in many of the practices of our field. 


You may have heard about the recent movement to decolonize the Brooklyn Museum and wondered what the implications 


might be for theatrical practice. Over the course of this week, we have invited a variety of artists to participate in a series of 
conversations about the way colonial structure inhabits our stories, our practice, and our communities, and to think about ways 
we might decolonize each and all of these. (As a note, each piece in the series has two or more voices as an intentional way to 


complicate the notion of a single narrator, even here on HowlRound.) 
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But first, what is colonialism anyway? We have invited Shakespeare cartoonist Good Tickle Brain (Mya Gosling) to collaborate 
with playwright Annalisa Dias to help us understand the structures and vocabulary around decolonization. For anyone interested 
in a more thorough set of definitions, check out this handout created by Claudia Alick, Ty Defoe, Annalisa Dias, and Larissa 


FastHorse for their “decolonizing theatre practice” session at the 2017 TCG conference. 


CLASSIC COLONIZATION 


OH LOOK! I SAW IT, THEREFORE OOOceQOOo0000, NATURAL 


THIS IS A JOKE, 
RIGHT? 


THIS REALLY ISN'T OK. 
PLEASE GO AWAY NOW. 


MOTHER 
COUNTRY 


INDIGENOUS 
PEOPLE 


WHAT? WAS THAT AN 
ANIMAL TRYING TO 
SAY WORDS? GO AWAY! 


YOU WANT US 
TO GO AWAY? 


AAAAAAH! 
SOLDIERS! PRIESTS! 
GOVERNORS! 


©2018 Mya Lixian Gosling & Annalisa Dias www.goodticklebrain.com 
The structure of classic colonization, typically characterized by a mother country that enters into an extractive and genocidal 
relationship with what becomes a colony, is usually what people think about when they hear the word “colonialism.” We tend to 


think of colonization as a historical event, but many, many theorists have written about how colonization is a structure, not an 


event. We can still see examples of classic colonial structure in many of the practices of our field. 
Some examples for further discussion might include: 


e Prominently funding the use of Shakespeare in educational programming for “at-risk” populations, based on the notion that 
Shakespeare will “improve” people. This has been termed by Dawn Monique Williams and others as “The Shakespeare 
Missionary Complex.” While well-intentioned, this unfortunately mirrors practices of missionary conversion: the idea that 
bringing this famous white author to people of color improves their lives perpetuates the idea that one culture is superior to 
others. 

e Educational theatre programs in “at risk” or “underdeveloped” neighborhoods. (These words are usually coded language for 
communities of color, which are positioned as in-need-of-saving. How might we critique and decolonize these power 


dynamics?) 
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SETTLER COLONIALISM 


OH LOOK! 

GET OFF MY LAWN! 
I'VE RESERVED A PLACE 
FOR YOU OVER THERE. 


PRETTY SURE YOU 
MY DESTINY... I FEEL SIGNED A TREATY THAT 
IT MANIFESTING! SAYS DIFFERENTLY. 


I NEED FOOD AND CLOTHES, 
LIKE... SUGAR AND COTTON! 


BUT THAT MEANS WORKING. 
AAAH! POLICE! 
HEY YOU! DO EVERYTHING PRISONS! GUNS! 


©2018 Mya Lixian Gosling & Annalisa Dias www.goodticklebrain.com 
The structure of settler colonialism, which grows out of classic colonialism but is characterized by the colonists staying rather than 
returning to the mother country, relies on the erasure of Indigenous peoples and conversion of people (of color) and lands into 


property. The US, Canada, New Zealand, and Australia are considered settler colonial societies. 
Some examples of settler colonial structures in theatre include: 


e The fact that very few theatre institutions have produced native plays or have reciprocal relationships with Indigenous artists 


and the lands on which theatres operate. 


e The commodification of “equity, diversity, and inclusion” initiatives (think about the ways in which black and brown bodies 


are commodified in the name of “diversity”). 


¢ Beyond individual institutions, think about the rhetoric of Creative Placemaking, Creative Cities, and Arts Districts and 


their relationship to gentrification/displacement of primarily communities of color. How does this dynamic mimic settler 


colonial structure? 
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OH LOOK! UNTAPPED MARKETS! 


LOOK AT ALL THESE POOR 
PEOPLE WITH NO STUFF. 
LET ME HELP THEM BY 
SELLING THEM THINGS. 


CAPITALIST 
"DEVELOPING 
NATION" 


SPEAKING OF MONEY, YOU 
OWE ME FOR TEACHING YOU 
ABOUT ECONOMICS. 
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NEO COLONIALISM 


WHY DO YOU THINK WE 
HAVE NO STUFF, EXACTLY? 


IT'S CUTE WHEN YOU TRY 
TO SPEAK ENGLISH. HERE, 
BUY ALL THIS GARBAGE. 


YOU TOLD US WE WERE 
PART OF YOU FOR THE 
LAST 500 YEARS! 


ALSO, WHY DON'T I TEACH 
YOU HOW TO BUILD A 
FACTORY WHERE YOU CAN 
MAKE THINGS FOR ME? 


I LITERALLY DON'T HAVE) 
ANY MONEY, SO... SURE? 


WHITE PEOPLE... 


PSYCH! BORDER PATROL! 
GENTRIFICATION! PIPELINES! 


IMMIGRANTS ARE THE | 


WORST! GO AWAY! 


©2018 Mya Lixian Gosling & Annalisa Dias www.goodticklebrain.com 

Neocolonial structure, typically characterized by an economic system that mimics classic colonization with the mother country 
repositioned as a “first world” nation and colonial countries as the “developing world,” also persists in the international theatre 
ecology. Neocolonialism is also characterized by the extractive commodification of lands and by cultural appropriation, specifically 


insofar as profit can be made by selling cultural products extracted from “developing” countries. 


Some examples of neocolonial structure in theatre include: 


e International arts partnerships that assume dominant Western stories and theatremaking have anything to do with “saving” 


or “developing” other communities. 
e The role of exporting US cultural products in the service of global US imperialism. 


e Funding structures that rely on extractive technologies (many theatres accept corporate funding from or have investments 


in the fossil fuel industry). 


e Predominantly white institutions receiving funding and prestige for “equity, diversity, and inclusion” work while theatres of 


color continue to receive disproportionately low funding. 


e In season planning, the economic quantification and tokenization of “identity” plays (ie. having a “Black play” or a “Latinx 


play,” etc). 
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DECENTERING THE CENTER 


I'M A CIS-GENDERED, ABLE- 
BODIED, NEUROTYPICAL WHITE 
DUDE WITH A STABLE ECONO 
SITUATION AND UNDISPUTED 
CITIZENSHIP! MY IDEAS ARE 
THE MOST IMPORTANT! 


EVERYONE! 
LOOK AT ME! 
LOOK AT ME! 


D 


I JUST WANTED 
TO SAY-- 


SHHH, YOU'RE 
GOING TO SCARE 
PEOPLE. 


YO. DUDE BRAH. HEY. 


WHAT? WHO SAID 
THAT? DO OTHER 
PEOPLE EXIST? 


“BE NOT AFEAR 


SHAKESPEARE 
IS THE BEST. 


BUT... BUT NOW THERE'S 
NO ONE IN THE CENTER! 
AAAH! WHAT'S HAPPENING? 
NOTHING MAKES SENSE! 


ABSOLUTELY NOT! I'M 
REAL COMFORTABLE HERE! 


©2018 Mya Lixian Gosling & Annalisa Dias 


Decentering is one of many strategies for moving toward decolonization. 


THE ISLE IS FULL 
OF NOISES!" GOSH, 
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HEY BRAH-- 


YOU KNOW WHAT'S BEST? 


THE CLASSICS! I LOVE ART 
MADE FOR AND BY PEOPLE 


HO LOOK AND THINK LIKE 
ME, DON'T YOU? 


ACTION OF 
ECENTERING 


DON'T YOU THINK 
THE COMPLEXITY 
OF DIFFERENCES 
ENRICHES US ALL? 


NO! STOP TRYING 
TO TAKE MY POWER 


D! 


CALM DOWN, DUDE BRAH. 

LOOK AT ALL THE PEOPLE 

YOU CAN SEE NOW. AREN'T 
THEY BEAUTIFUL? 


www.goodticklebrain.com 


As we saw above, classic colonial structure presumes 


that the “mother country” is the “center” toward which all things flow and from which all things come. This is one version of 


history that has been systematically centered over time. Decentering opens space in the circle so all can be heard and seen. If we 


acknowledge the circle we stand in with everyone else (human and more-than-human), it will be easier to connect and learn. 


Decentering involves understanding that there are many models for story, narrative, and leadership. For example, many 


traditional Indigenous leaders take the entire group into consideration in 


(colonial) decision-making processes where individuals function on their 


decision-making, rather than using hierarchical 


own and report back (to the center!). Decentering helps 


us remember that our communities are healthier when every voice is in the circle with us. 


Some examples of decentering questions we might ask include: 


What assumptions do | make in meetings, collaborative processes, 


are most valid? What are my implicit biases? 


Are there other ways to rethink whose story is being told and how? 


and other decision-making spaces about whose opinions 


What is the structure of a play and the way it is cast? Who has the most stage time? What character is most often speaking? 


When | find myself in the center, how do | step out and offer space to others? How can | listen better? If my or my 


community’s voice has been systematically silenced, how can | work to center that narrative? 


How does my work or my institution center capitalist cis-heteronormative ableist white supremacy? How can | or my 


institution decenter those and center voices and bodies that have historically been silenced and/or erased? 
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DECOLONIZATION 


NO! THAT IS NOT WHAT I! 
LISTEN UP EVERYONE! WE ? 
HAVE WORK TO DO THAT IS WHAT IS YOUR JOB TITLE? ASKED. WHAT IS YOUR 


HEIRARCHICAL POSITION? 


OECOLONIZATION. POWER | HAVE OVER YOU. 


RIGID COLONIAL 
STRUCTURE 


LET US TRY THIS AGAIN. WELL, OK... MAYBE YOU KNOW... REKINDLING 
. be 
WHAT IS YOUR JOB TITLE? IT'S NOT A "JOB", BUT RELATIONSHIPS WITH THE 


REGENERATOR OF THAT'S WHAT I DO. LAND AND ENVIRONMENT. 
RELATIONAL LIFEWAYS. REGENERATING INDIGENOUS 
ERRORINO NO NO. WAYS OF LIFE AND THOUGHT. 


THAT |S NOT A JOB. 


BUILDING RECIPROCAL SYSTEM ERROR! 
RELATIONSHIPS WITH HUMANS 1 AM MELTING! 
AND NON-HUMANS. RESPECTING | AM MELTING! 


SOVEREIGNTY OF INDIVIDUALS 
AND NATIONS OVER WHOOPS. BETTER YOU 


THEMSELVES. THAN THE GLACIERS... 


©2018 Mya Lixian Gosling & Annalisa Dias www.goodticklebrain.com 


There are many strategies for decolonization. Most of them have to do with rekindling relationships to the land, pausing the cycle 
of production to create space for listening, and decentering white supremacy and its need for strict boundaries, borders, and 


binaries. 
Some questions we all might ask ourselves on our decolonial journey are: 


e What is my relationship or my theatre's relationship to the lands and Indigenous territories | live and work on? What degree 
of reciprocity is there? How can | begin to acknowledge and build reciprocal relationships with Indigenous peoples where | 


live and work? 
e How is my work or institution complicit in colonial structures and how might we interrupt and reimagine those structures? 


e How does my work or my institution participate in environmental harm? 


This week, we're excited to go on a decolonizing journey and we can't wait to dialogue as an interconnected field about the ways 
we might all move forward together. We'll start with a conversation about decolonizing the primacy of text, words, and language. 
Then we'll move into a conversation about decolonizing creative processes. Next, we'll hear from a variety of folx about decolonial 
ethical principles for working with/in communities. Then we'll broaden the perspective beyond Turtle Island and think about 
representation, borders, and identity in an international context. Finally, we'll get together again for a live conversation about 


interconnected theatre ecologies. 
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Questions that may come up this week: 


e What are the ways we colonize our audiences, our artists and ourselves? 


e How can we dismantle these faulty principles and offer new solutions to connect to the community and land we are a part 
of? 
e How often do you think about where you're from? The waterways giving life to the land around you? What are your roots? 


Your community? Where do you connect? 


We hope that each piece in this series will end with more questions than answers, and we hope you'll use the comments to 
engage in dialogue around the many ways that colonial structures manifest in our theatre spaces and processes. In that spirit, we 
invite you to name, reflect on, and make visible other instances (in your own practice or in your community) where you've 
observed colonial power dynamics at work. 


Bog 


En Espanol: 


Esta semana seremos anfitriones de una serie de articulos sobre la descolonizacion en la practica teatral, tema cual no serd 
nada facil. Nuestra meta es la de alejarnos de Ia narrativa de un solo individuo y en ves comisionar aquellas escritas por varios 
individuos. De esta forma, pedimos a una serie de comunidades que se involucraran en estos temas y que compartieran sus 
conocimientos con tal de otorgarle la diversidad y complejidad necesaria a las conversaciones sobre la descolonizacion. Cada 
articulo en esta serie es en si una conversacion a la cual esperamos que usted, lector, también se le una. No es posible cubrir 
todos los temas, asi que por favor unase y dele voz y perspectiva a esta conversacion desde donde usted se encuentre. — 


Madeline Sayet y Annalisa Dias. 


Durante el ultimo afo, el teatro norteamericano, igual como muchos otros campos, han observado cuidadosamente sus raices y a 
la ves, han planteando preguntas dificiles sobre estas raices. ~COmo es que nosotros los del mundo artistico también hemos sido 
culpables de tantos casos de opresi6n, acoso sexual, y otras formas de deshumanizaci6n cuando a la vez nos decimos conocer 
bien los principios de la “equidad, diversidad, e inclusidn”? ~Cuales son aquellos sistemas inevitablemente problematicos cuyos 
hemos heredado y a los cuales seguimos apoyando, tal vez sin darnos cuenta? ~Existe aquella estructura invisible que 
actualmente forma parte del tejido organizacional de nuestras instituciones y por ende forma parte del ecosistema teatral 


internacional? 


Esta semana, Howlround ofrece esta serie sobre la descolonizacid6n en la practica teatral con tal de incrementar nuestro 
conocimiento basico de como es que el colonialismo (jaun!) funciona en nuestro pais y en el resto del mundo. Por medio de esta 
serie esperamos crear espacio para que se forme un dialogo sobre la complicidad del teatro norteamericano, e igualmente 


podamos sanar y recapacitar juntos. 


Recientemente se dio a cabo un empeno para descolonizar el Museo de Brooklyn. Naturalmente, es imposible no pensar en las 
implicaciones que tuvo este empeno en nuestras practicas teatrales. Durante el curso de esta semana, invitaremos a una variedad 
de artistas a ser participes en esta serie de conversaciones sobre las muchas maneras en las que la estructura colonial habita en 
nuestras historias, nuestra practica, yen nuestras comunidades, y a pensar en maneras en las que podamos descolonizar cada 
una de ellas. (Vale notar que cada articulo de esta serie contiene mas de dos ‘voces’ de forma intencional con tal de texturizar la 


nocidn del autor singular por medio de HowlRound.) 


Pero primero que nada, ¢a que nos referimos con el colonialismo? En este articulo, invitamos a la caricaturista Shakesperiana 
Good Tickle Brain (Mya Gosling) en colaboracién con la dramaturga Annalisa Dias a ilustrar las estructuras y el vocabulario al que 
nos referimos cuando hablamos de la descolonizacion. Para aquellos interesados en una definici6n mas directa, léase aqui este 
folleto creado por Claudia Alick, Ty Defoe, Annalisa Dias, y Larissa FastHorse, cual fue creado como parte de su sesion en la 


conferencia TCG 2017 llamada “descolonizaci6n en la practica teatral.” 


La estructura de la colonizacidn clasica, tipicamente caracterizada por una madre patria (o el pais natal), cual al entrar a un estado 
extractivo y de genocidio con otra tierra, la convierte en su colonia, es usualmente en lo que pensamos al escuchar la palabra 


“colonizacion.” Solemos caracterizar a la “colonizaci6n” como un evento histdrico, pero son muchisimos los teoristas que han 
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escrito acerca de como la colonizaci6n en una estructura, y no un solo evento histdrico. Podemos observar en la actualidad varios 


ejemplos de cémo las estructuras de la colonizaci6n clasica se manifiestan en varias areas de practica en nuestro campo. 


Algunos ejemplos incluyen: 


e El abundante apoyo financiero ante el uso de los programas educacionales basados en Shakespeare para las comunidades 
“en riesgo,” basada en la noci6dn de que Shakespeare “mejora” a las personas. A este fendmeno se le ha denominado el 
“Complejo Misionero Shakesperiano” por parte de Dawn Monique Williams y varios otros. Aunque bien intencionado, esta 
practica desafortunadamente imita a la de los misioneros religiosos en busca de la conversion religiosa: la idea de que al 
brindarle conocimiento a este famosisimo autor blanco a las comunidades de color las mejorara automaticamente perpetua 


la idea de que una cultura (la blanca) es superior a la otra. 


e Los programas educacionales en las zonas “en riesgo” o en “subdesarrollo.” (Estas palabras son comunmente usadas como 
idioma cdédigo para referirse a las comunidades de color, cuyas se les posiciona como aquellas con necesidad de ser 


rescatadas. ~COMo podemos darle giro decolonial a estas dinamicas de poder?) 


La estructura del colonialismo de los colonos, naciente del colonialismo clasico pero caracterizado por los colonizadores que se 
quedan en vez de regresar a Su pais natal, depende de la eliminacién de las razas indigenas y de la conversion religiosa de las 


personas (de color) y la conversid6n de las tierras en propiedades. Los Estados Unidos, Canada, Nueva Zelanda, y Oceania (Australia) 


son consideradas sociedades con estructuras del colonialismo de los colonos. 
Algunos ejemplos de estas estructuras en las practicas teatrales incluyen: 


e El hecho de que muy pocas instituciones de teatro producen obras sobre las personas de raices nativas o tienen relaciones 


reciprocas con sus comunidades indigenas o con las tierras en las que estas instituciones se manejan. 


e Lamercantilizacién de las palabras “equidad, diversidad, e inclusidn” y sus iniciativas (piense en las varias formas en las que 


las personas de color son mercantilizadas en el nombre de la “diversidad”). 


e Mas alla de las instituciones individuales, piense en la retorica detras de las ideas como las de Lugares Creativos, Ciudades 
Creativas y Distritos Culturales y su relacion al aburguesamiento/elitizacién residencial primordialmente de las comunidades 


de color. ¢C6mo es que esta dinamica imita la estructura de la colonizaci6n del colono? 


La estructura neo-colonial, tipicamente se caracteriza por un sistema econdmico el cual imita a la colonizacién clasica, pero con la 
patria natal reposicionada como nacidn “primer mundista” y a los paises colonos como el “mundo en desarrollo” (o tercer 
mundista); un sistema cual también se nota de forma persistente en el ecosistema del teatro internacional. El neo-colonialismo es 
también caracterizado por la mercantilizacion de los sistemas extractivos de las tierras y por la apropiacion cultural, 


especificamente con fines de lucro, es decir que se puedan vender los productos culturales extraidos de los paises “en desarrollo”. 


Algunos ejemplos de las estructuras del neo-colonialismo en el teatro incluyen: 


e Cualquier asociacién internacional que asume que las narrativas occidentales y el teatro proveniente de estas brindan “la 
salvaci6n” o el progreso ante comunidades “en desarrollo.” 

e El hecho de la exportacién de productos culturales estado unidenses que llevan como fin servir al imperialismo global por 
parte de los EUA. 

e Brindar apoyo financiero a las instituciones o estructuras dependientes de compafias que ejercen la tecnologia extractiva 


(varios teatros aceptan donaciones corporativas de parte de, o tienen inversiones en la industria del combustible fésil.) 


e Las instituciones primordialmente blancas cuyas reciben dinero y son galardonadas por su trabajo entorno a la “equidad, 


diversidad, e inclusi6n” mientras que los teatros de y para las personas de color continuan sin recibir el mismo apoyo. 


e Ala hora de la planificacién de la temporada, la cuantificacid6n econdmica y la tokenizacidn de las obras de "identidad" (es 


decir, tener una obra “negra" o una obra “Latinx", etc.). 


La descentralizaci6n es una de muchas estrategias para comenzar la descolonizaci6n. Como antes dicho, la estructura colonial 
clasica posiciona al pais natal en el “centro,” en aquel lugar del cual toda cosa va y viene. Esta es solo una version de la historia y 


aquella que ha sido sistematicamente centralizada durante nuestros tiempos. La descentralizacién, en este sentido, abre el 
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espacio de aquel circulo imaginario con de que todos los presentes sean escuchados y vistos. Si le damos reconocimiento al 
circulo, nos situamos junto con todos los demas (humManos y mas-que-humanos), y de esta forma se nos hara mas facil conectar y 
aprender uno del otro. Descentrar el centro significa entender que existen muchos tipos de historias, narrativas, y liderazgo. Por 
ejemplo, varios lideres tradicionales de raiz indigena toman en cuenta a su circulo y al grupo entero a la hora de tomar decisiones 
en vez de usar el sistema jerarquico (colonial) para tomar decisiones en el cual los individuos actuan por su propio acorde y luego 
reportan sus decisiones al grupo (jal centro!). El descentrar nos recuerda que las comunidades sanas son aquellas en las que toda 


voz del grupo o circulo se incluyen. 


Algunos ejemplos de preguntas sobre la descentralizacidn que nos puedan ayudar incluyen: 


e éQué suposiciones hago durante juntas, procesos colaborativos, y otros puntos de tomar decisiones sobre las opiniones que 
mas valen? ~Cuales son mis prejuicios implicitos? 

e éCual es la estructura de una obra y la forma en la que se elije el elenco? ~Quién toma la mayor parte del montaje? ~Cual 
personaje tiene la mayoria de las lineas? ~Existen otras maneras de pensar de quien es la narrativa que estoy contando y 


como hacerlo? 


e Cuando me encuentro en el centro, ~CdOmo es que me posiciono como parte del circulo para darle lugar a otros? ~COmo es 
que puedo aprender a escuchar mejor? Si mi voz o la de mi comunidad es aquella que a sido sistematicamente silenciada, 


écOmo es que le puedo dar enfoque a esa narrativa? 


e ~Cdmo es que mi trabajo o el de mi institucidén le da el centro a los sistemas capitalistas, heteronormativos, y de supremacia 
blanca? ~COmo puedo yo o mi institucidn descentrar a estos y centrar en vez a las voces y los cuerpos de aquellos que 


histéricamente han sido silenciados o erradicados? 


Existen varias estrategias para la descolonizacién. Muchas de ellas tienen que ver con reavivar nuestra relacion con la tierra, darle 
pausa al ciclo de la produccién con tal de darle lugar al saber escuchar y descentrar la supremacia blanca junto con su ideologia 


de crear barreras estrictas, fronteras, y a sistemas binarios. 
Algunas preguntas que nos podemos hacer en nuestro peregrinaje ante la descolonizacion son: 


e éCual es mi relacion, o la de mi teatro, con las tierras y los territorios indigenas en los que vivo y trabajo? ~qué grado de 
reciprocidad existe? ~COmo es que puedo comenzar a reconocer y a construir relaciones reciprocas con las personas 


indigenas de los lugares en los que vivo y trabajo? 


e ~Cdmo es mi trabajo o institucién complice en las estructuras coloniales y como podria interrumpir y volver a imaginar o 


reinventar esas estructuras? 


e éCdmo es mi trabajo o institucidn participe en los dafhos hacia el medio ambiente? 


Compartimos nuestra emocién durante esta semana al embarcar sobre este peregrinaje ante la descolonizaci6n y esperamos con 
emocidn el dialogo que surgira en este campo tan conectado sobre las varias formas en las que, unidos, podamos avanzar a un 
mejor futuro. Empezaremos con la conversacién sobre la descolonizacién del texto, las palabras, y el lenguaje. Después, 
empezaremos a conversar sobre como descolonizar el proceso creativo. Siguiente, escucharemos sobre los principios éticos para 
trabajar con/ y entre varias comunidades. Seguiremos con avanzar la perspectiva mas alla de la Isla Tortuga (Norte América) y 
pensaremos acerca de la representacidn, las fronteras, y la identidad en un contexto internacional. Finalmente, nos uniremos en 


conversacion en vivo sobre la interconectividad del ecosistema teatral. 


Las preguntas que puedan surgir esta semana incluyen: 


e ~De que manera(s) colonizamos a nuestro publico, a nuestros artistas, ya nosotros mismos? 
e ~Como podemos desmantelar estos principios erréneos y ofrecer soluciones hacia la conexién entre la comunidad y la tierra 
de la cual somos parte? 


e ~Qué tan seguido pensamos sobre nuestros origenes naturales? {Sobre los rios y cuerpos de agua que nos brindan vida a 


nosotros y a lo que nos rodea? ¢Cuales son nuestras raices? ~Las de su comunidad? ~En donde se conectan unos con otros? 
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Esperamos que cada articulo en esta serie brinde mas preguntas que respuestas, y esperamos que los lectores utilicen el area de 
comentarios para unirse al dialogo sobre las varias formas en las que las estructuras coloniales se manifiestan en nuestros 
espacios y procesos creativos. Dicho esto, les invitamos a compartir otros momentos (personales o como miembros de su 
comunidad) en los cuales se ha observado la dinamica de poder de las estructuras coloniales, ya sea en su practica individual o 


trabajo artistico. 


ANNALISA DIAS 


MADELINE SAYET 
THOUGHTS FROM THE CURATORS 


This series explores ways in which theatre artists can decolonize their practice 


and the field. 


Decolonizing Theatre Practice / Decolonarizar Practicas de 


Teatro 
e 
Topics 
Accessibility Anti-Racist Theatre Australia 
Canada Creative Placemaking Diversity, Equity, & Inclusion 
Gender Politics Global Engagement New Zealand 
Race & Representation Shakespeare Spanish 


United States 


Comments 2 


JANE ELLIOTT 2 years ago 


@ As acis white lady theatremaker/educator who is committed to doing work for social 
change, | want to admit that found myself having a lot of initial reactions of, like “pinch,” 

- “ouch,” etc - realizing that | am complicit in many of these practices, but then also 
having that impulse to resist, to “throw up my hands,” or wish that there was the voice 
of the “devil’s advocate” represented more. But | am proud that with each of those 
reactions, | was able to breathe and try to step back and just listen, reflect, and accept 
that there is so much truth here and that there is so much implicit bias not only in the 
content of my work, but also in the *way* | work. | feel a little like the dude brah in the 
de-centering cartoon, maybe, and | really appreciate the sentiment of that one - the 
idea that we can be uncomfortable, but if we have the courage to step out of the center 


and work with our own discomfort, there is so much beauty (and truth!) to be seen. So | 
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want to say thanks to the folks in this series for being the the lady in the de-centering 
cartoon (and all the cartoons) for taking the time and energy to do this article and this 


series. |am excited to read the rest. Thank you! 


ANNALISA DIAS 2 years ago 


Hi Jane, Thank you for this insight! | think you're super not-alone here. I've heard very 
similar things from a bunch of folx about leaning into the discomfort and being able to 
find the beauty. Madeline and | did a session on decolonizing Shakespeare at the 
Shakespeare Theatre Association conference this year, and there were similar points 
raised. I'm always inspired when people are brave enough to name the discomfort 


publicly. You know? We're in it together. Thank you for sharing your perspective! 


The staff of HowlRound Theatre Commons at Emerson College wish to respectfully acknowledge that our offices are situated on land stolen from its 
original holders, the Massachuset and Wampanoag people. We wish to pay our respects to their people past, present, and future. Learn more. 


Emerson 


C-O-L EEG E 
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Where the Wars of Self-Definition are Fought 


19 May 2020 Ted Witzel 


When I retreated to my house after COVID-19 struck down the show I was supposed to open on 
18 March, a show in many ways about the AIDS epidemic, the first thing I did was hunt down 
my volume of Czech writer Karel Capek’s plays. He’s best known for coining the word “robot” 
in his play R.U.R., but I was looking for a lesser-known piece, The White Plague, a vicious 
skewering of a war-mongering authoritarian state during an outbreak of a deadly virus 
originating in China. It ended up being a bit too real for me so I settled, like many others, into an 


abyss of Tiger King and Drag Race. 


I wasn’t the only one who went straight for the plague canon. My collaborator ordered 

herself How to Survive a Plague by David France, a history of the AIDS epidemic. My sister 
watched Contagion again and started measuring her windows to order plywood covers for when 
shit inevitably gets real. Actors at the Deutsches Theater in Berlin are streaming daily readings 
from Decameron. From Oidipos Tyrannos to La Peste, Mary Shelley to José Saramago, this 
canon of contagion tells us humanity has been here before. “The existence of a book,” writes Jill 
Lepore for the New Yorker, “no matter how grim the tale, is itself a sign, evidence that humanity 


endures.” 


With that said, the very notion of a canon can be problematic. All the works I named above, and 
all the listicles out there of top ten plague reads and plague films, disproportionately center white 
voices and white experiences. Curating canons is inherently based on a process of exclusion and 
is often done using metrics of “excellence” and “significance” that tend to have supremacy 
ideologies baked into them. Harold Bloom, who literally wrote the eponymous book on the 
Western canon twenty-five years ago, laments in its opening chapter about a “flight from the 
aesthetic” (toward the insidious dogmas of feminism and diversity) by the academic 
community—as though aesthetic values are objectively separable from histories of domination 


and empire. 
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In a conversation at Theatertreffen’s Stiickemarkt (new play festival) in Berlin in May 2019, jury 
member Branden Jacob-Jenkins (playwright of An Octoroon) was asked whether we need a new 
or revised canon. If Harold Bloom is a panicked preservationist, Jacob-Jenkins is progressive and 


measured: 


Canons, by definition, are always being revised. They are where the wars of self-definition 
are truly fought by every culture, every generation, and I just think we’re in the middle of 
some important ones right now—but I don’t think it’s anything to freak out about. I think a 
lot of young artists feel that in order to make themselves seen or be seen they have to ‘tear 
down the establishment,’ but I think it is actually about figuring out how your work might 
actually exist in conversation with a canon, how you might be entangled in these forces of 
privilege despite considering yourself dispossessed in some way. It is about sifting through 
your cultural inheritance and taking on what is useful to you as an artist and communicator 
and as a member of a social world, releasing what isn’t, and having faith in the fact that 
maybe these generations of theatremakers before you actually have more in common with 


you than in conflict. 


It is this idea of a cultural inheritance that interests me in canons. At their most basic, canons are 
collections of works that tell us who we are and where we’ve come from. But the “we” in that 
construction is increasingly slippery. How we define ourselves as a collective is shifting rapidly. 


Whose cultural inheritance are we talking about? 


We’re standing on the fault line of a seismic culture shift, with technological innovations driving 
massive changes in artistic expression, demographics, human migration, and information 
exchange (not to mention the planet on which we live). As Jacob-Jenkins says, we’re in the midst 
of a battle for cultural self-definition. The centrality of the colonial Euro-Christian gaze is being 
challenged, and cultural genealogies are being rethought. At this cultural turning point, we’re 


again asking ourselves “who are we, and how did we—all of us—get here?” 
FEE 


I am the artistic associate for the Lab at the Stratford Festival. Located about a hundred 
kilometres west of Tkaron:to (Toronto), on ancestral lands of the Anishinaabe, Haudenosaunee, 


Wendat, and Neutral Confederacy, the Stratford Festival is North America’s largest classical 
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repertory theatre. The company’s artistic mandate has a special focus on the works of 
Shakespeare, but over the past seventy years it has expanded to include musicals, classical work 


from other traditions, and original Canadian plays. 


The Lab is the festival’s research and development (R&D) wing. We’re a team of five who 
operate like a scrappy start-up nested inside of a large heritage organization. On one hand, we 
support the work of the festival by incubating new works and offering professional development 
opportunities. On the other, we design explorations to generate strategies and provocations to 
organically evolve the artistic mandate and organizational culture of the festival, with a focus on 


agility, holistic process, and speculative futures. 


For the 2019 season, we ran the second iteration of our Lab Ensemble program. We brought 
together an intersectional micro-company from the acting ensemble to take part in a series of 
explorations and investigations. The aim for the season’s work was to help the festival reach 


beyond the limits of its traditional mandate—the Western canon. 


With a nod to language used by Indigenous thought leaders Vanessa Andreotti and Elwood 
Jimmy, we collected these explorations under a mission of “gesturing toward a decolonial 
canon.” I am drawn to their notion of “gesturing toward” something rather than simply 
“decolonizing the canon,” because, as they frame it, you can’t just roll up your sleeves and 
vacuum up colonial legacies—they are embedded deeply into our aesthetic assumptions, our 


creation models, and our producing structures. 


I invited seven artists to lead units exploring a body of work from their own cultural inheritance. 
We also engaged a group of guest artists for each unit, from the unit leaders’ artistic 


communities. Those units were: 


1. Approaching New Dramaturgies with Guillermo Verdecchia 
Indigenous Body of Work with Keith Barker 

Wole Soyinka with Tawiah McCarthy 

Toward a Trans Canon with Emma Frankland 


Plays from Modern China with Jovanni Sy & Leanna Brodie 


ir GS oe ee ND 


Latinx Perspectives with Carmen Aguirre 


224 


7. A Post-Colonial Tempest with Mel Hague 


I offered unit leaders a two-part prompt: “What texts and projects can you bring that (a) are 
ambitious in scale and scope, and (b) you could imagine being performed in mixed company?” 
These prompts were generated with an eye to Stratford’s own producing structures: the festival 
has the resources to work at scale, and its repertory model means that we assemble a company of 
actors to perform in multiple plays in a season rather than casting a single show. We also created 


a short video series on the 2019 lab ensemble, covering their work and conversations around it. 


Canon in theatre dictates more than just the texts that are chosen for performance, it affects all 
the systems that are built to support the conditions of production and it informs the audience 
reception, from the architecture of our theatre spaces to our rehearsal process. In Stratford, most 
of the systems we work with are designed to support executing high-calibre productions of 


Shakespeare with a rep company. 
The learning I hoped the project might generate could be roughly divided into three categories: 


(i) People: Building relationships with artists we didn’t yet know. 
(ii) Projects: Turning up texts and projects for potential future development. 
(111) Processes: Institutional learning about the protocols we might need to put in place to 


support artists and works coming from different backgrounds and experiences. 


It was this third category that was the most challenging, and the most generative. In these 
conversations we had to navigate histories of oppression, exclusion, and intergenerational 
trauma. We had to confront our own fragilities at being asked to have these conversations and 
listen. I did not want this work to become an extractive exercise, mining texts and fresh new 
artists to work within structures that evolved with a particular theatre practice in mind. I hoped 


we would find ourselves thoughtfully negotiating how we come together to explore these stories. 


The articles collected in this series all respond in some way to that negotiation: of bringing 
people together and designing collective processes to push and prod at the edges of a dominant 


cultural inheritance. 


Keith Barker (artistic director of Native Earth Performing Arts in Tkaron:to) and Lindsay 


Lachance (artistic associate for Indigenous Theatre at the National Arts Centre, on unceded 
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Algonquin territory in Ottawa) dialogue about bringing Indigenous and settler artists together to 
rehearse Indigenous-authored plays, and the active reckoning with knowledge gaps about 
colonial violence it requires. Carmen Aguirre, playwright and associate artist at the Electric 
Company Theatre on Coast Salish territory (Vancouver), offers a Marxist provocation to the 
neoliberal current that has commodified identity politics in casting practices. Emma Frankland, a 
trans performance maker from the UK, offers both an account of the unit she led staging a trans 
takeover of the canon and a set of institutional guidelines generated by the group of 2-spirit, 
nonbinary, and trans performers she assembled. And finally, Sadie Berlin, the Lab’s creative 
assistant, poses a sharp critique of the pornographizing assumptions that require minority voices 


to perform marginalization through a framework of strict realism. 


HHH 


In the before, when this series was conceived, conducting R&D at a theatre of Stratford’s scale 
felt luxurious. The space we’d carved out to focus on social justice, agile program design, and 
unusual collaborative processes was something I would expect at the smaller community-driven 
organizations I am used to working in. And let’s be clear: it was an immense privilege. To do 
this work in dialogue with an anchor institution, with resources to employ artists, and without the 
pressure of generating anything other than learning, ideas, and relationships would have felt 


extravagant had it not also felt deeply necessary. 


I bristle when I hear the truism that “big ships turn slowly” (usually said with a helpless shrug). 
There are more ways of turning than hoping the prevailing winds blow you onto a new course. 
Incremental change can be accelerated. Making space for R&D and learning generated through 


new relationships is a means of integrating evolution into your basic assumptions. 


Until something like a pandemic obliterates all of those assumptions, and turns R&D into a basic 


state of survival. 


This isn’t the iceberg most large institutions were trying to steer away from. Changing audience 
demographics and buying habits, perceptions that traditional arts orgs are elitist and inaccessible, 
and practices and systems that affirmed those perceptions were contributing to a sense of 
declining relevance. Precarity, inequity, and inherited colonial practices were affecting the 


mental and spiritual health of artists, especially those who experience marginalization. We 
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needed to broaden and diversify the audiences who could make meaning by participating in these 
institutions, while generating holistic approaches to process that empowered all artists to do their 


best work. 


Right now, I’m not sure if we’re piling into liferafts or trying to patch our gouged hulls with duct 
tape and chewing gum. Now, not even the shrinking minority who still engaged with live 
performance can attend the theatre as they knew it. When we reach shore (okay, the big ship 
metaphor is officially dead now I promise) and begin to invite audiences back to sit together and 


breathe the same air for an evening, everything could be up for grabs. 


We have an opportunity to rebuild the sector with deliberateness and care. I wonder how we will 
define ourselves collectively: Who will “we” have become? How many of the productions that 
were planned for this year will still feel important to mount? What other stories will define who 
we are and how we might heal? Aside from Tiger King, whose place in the canon has been 
strangely assured, what will be the cultural inheritance of the world to come? How will we 


gather around it as makers and as audiences? 


The plague canon is already being revised, with different voices represented and new means of 
dissemination. Penguin Random House moved up the ebook launch of Saleema Nawaz’s 

novel Songs for the End of the World by several months when COVID hit. Like Capek’s The 
White Plague, it’s an account of a novel virus with uncanny parallels to the pandemic we’re 
living through. But far from being too real or too cynical, it’s gentle and expansive, affirmative 


of the power of connection in a time of painful isolation. 


When we return, I hope we will do so with all our senses heightened, and savor and value all the 
ways we negotiate sharing space with each other to tell stories again. I hope we come to that 
process with deep care and conscientiousness, building ways of meeting each other in the 
present, and with a lot of intention about the stories we choose to gather around. Here I am 
drawn back to Vanessa Andreotti and Elwood Jimmy’s teachings, which deeply informed how 


we built and approached last year’s work, and their notion of radical tenderness: 


radical tenderness is practicing attunement 
It is listening to collective unuttered wisdom, nurturing intrinsic, rather than productive 


value 
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It is engaging with each other beyond desires for consensus, coherence and control 
It is dancing beyond the loop of identification and dis-identification 


It is not holding ‘being’ hostage to ‘knowing’ 


[co-authored with Dani d’ Emilia] 


The artists you will meet through this series in the coming days are all, in their own ways, 
gesturing toward that future. In this time of physical isolation, projecting towards those possible 


futures is what’s getting me through. 
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FAIRVIEW 


Jackie Sibblies Drury 


Derek Zasky | WME 
DZasky@wmeentertainment.com 
212.903.1396 
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Cast List: 


BEVERLY 
DAYTON 
JASMINE 
KEISHA 


Then: 
SUZE 
MACK 
BETS 
JIMBO 


Then: 
Everyone 


Act One appears to be a comedic family drama. 
Act Two watches Act One. 


Then, Act Two pushes further into Act One and drives it forward to make 


Act Three. 


A Quote: 


“Dirty nigger!’ Or simply “Look, a Negro!’” 
- from Black Skin White Masks by Frantz Fanon 


This, reversed, is the play, in a way. 


v. 6/12/18 


Act One, 2 
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ACT ONE 


Lights up on a negro: 

BEVERLY its peeling carrots, real carrots, 

on a theater set that looks like a nice living/dining room 
in a nice house in a nice neighborhood. 


BEVERLY stops peeling carrots to put on music. 
Music plays. 

She dances her way back over to peeling carrots. 

She peels until the music from the speaker goes a little 
funny; feedback, or something like it. 

It makes BEVERLY nervous, for a moment. 


BEVERLY steels herself. 
She glares at the speaker. 
The speaker fixes itself. 


And then BEVERLY thinks: 
Everything is fine. 

Everything is going to be perfect today. 
Good. 


And then BEVERLY does that thing: 

she applies makeup in a pretend mirror 

hung on the fourth wall. 

It’s a very normal thing to have happen in a play. 


As she looks at herself, 

DAYTON enters with a bunch of silverware. 
He sees her. 

He watches her. 


Eventually she feels herself being looked at. 
She jumps and turns to him, startled: 


BEVERLY 
What are you looking at?! 


DAYTON 
You. 
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BEVERLY 
Me? 


DAYTON 
That’s right. 


BEVERLY 
You can’t just sneak up on people, Dayton. 


DAYTON 
“Sneak up on people” ?? 


BEVERLY 
You say hello when you come in a room, 


DAYTON 
I can’t sneak up on you, you’re my wife. 


BEVERLY 
You say hello, you don’t just watch a person. 


DAYTON 
Sneak up on - Beverly I live here. 


BEVERLY 
You don’t just watch a person, and they don’t know you’re there, and 
you're there just looking at them. 


DAYTON 
But what if I just like to look at you? 


BEVERLY 
Can’t you look at me And say hello? 


DAYTON 
Uh-un. Not when you look as fine as you do. 


BEVERLY 
Oh, Dayton. You can be sweet when you want to, can’t you. 
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DAYTON 
Come over here and give me a kiss. 


BEVERLY 
But Mama’s just upstairs, and — 


DAYTON 
Ain’t no one but us here now. 


BEVERLY 
Right. That’s right. 


DAYTON 
Don’t tell me I’m right. Show me. 


BEVERLY 
But I’m so behind! If I don’t get these carrots ready — 


DAYTON 
Beverly Frasier if you don’t come over here and show me what you think 
of me — 


She gives him a peck on the cheek. 

He pulls her in for a bigger kiss. 

She squeals. 

They are close, and it’s sweet. 

But then she sees the silverware he brought. 
Eyeroll: what am I gonna do with this man: 


BEVERLY 
And what do we have here? 


DAYTON 
Silverware. 


BEVERLY 
I asked for place settings for six. And what did you bring me? 


DAYTON 
Six forks, six knives, six spoons. 
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BEVERLY 
Desert forks and butter knives and serving spoons. 
What’s a person supposed to eat with that? 


DAYTON 
... food? 


BEVERLY 
Oh Dayton. This is Mama’s birthday. 


And she was already in a mood, when she went upstairs. 


Everything must be perfect or - 
Phone ring sound. 


BEVERLY 
Don’t you dare. Dayton. 


Phone ring sound. 


BEVERLY 
Don’t you pick up that -- Dayton. 


Phone ring sound. 


BEVERLY 
Dayton! 


DAYTON answers. 


DAYTON 
Hello? 


BEVERLY 
Who is it? 


DAYTON 
Now is not a good time. 


BEVERLY 
Who is it? 
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DAYTON 
In the first round?! 


BEVERLY 
Who is it? 


DAYTON 
No one. 
Just don’t overspend on defense. 


BEVERLY 
Dayton. 


DAYTON 
Good, that’s good - I'll call you right back. 
Focus on the counting stats. 


He hangs up. 


DAYTON 
What? 


BEVERLY 
Dayton, I really need you here today. 
It’s mama’s birthday. A big one. 


DAYTON 
Beverly. 1am here. Here I am. Trying to help you. 


BEVERLY 
Help me lose my mind is what. 


DAYTON 
Trying to help you keep it. 
So, tell me, woman: what do you want from me. 


BEVERLY 
I want ... six forks, six knives, six spoons. 


DAYTON 
Alright, Beverly. 
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BEVERLY 
I’m going to seat Mama here — 


DAYTON 
At the head of the table? 


BEVERLY 
It’s her birthday. 


DAYTON 
It’s my house. 


BEVERLY 
Our house. So, Mama. Me. Keisha. Tyrone. You. And Jasmine. 


DAYTON 
You didn’t tell me Jasmine’s coming. 


BEVERLY 
Didn't I? 


DAYTON 
No. 


BEVERLY 
Of course Jasmine is coming. She’s my sister. 


DAYTON 
I thought you wanted this dinner to go well. 


BEVERLY 
Dayton, please. 


DAYTON 

That woman knows every thing about every body 
and never has one good thing to say about anybody. 
She’s a one-woman FBI NSA KGB. 


BEVERLY 
She’s family. And family is / everything. 
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DAYTON 
Everything. I know. Shut up Dayton and get the silverware. I know. 


DAYTON exits. 


BEVERLY 

Thank you Dayton. 

You're a big help. 

And bring the root vegetables you bought! 

I need to get them in the oven. 

And the cheese plate! 

Dayton? 

You bought the root vegetables that I asked you to, didn’t you?! 
Dayton? 

Dayton! 

How come he can hear me when I’m not even talking to him, 
but the second I ask him for something he can’t hear a thing? 


A doorbell ring sound. 


BEVERLY 
Company’s here! 
And I’m not ready. 


BEVERLY runs around in a last-minute scramble: 


BEVERLY 

Oh, I haven’t even started the root vegetables, they need at least an hour! 
Oh no, Dayton! 

Oh my lord. 

Dayton, what did I say about putting beer on my coffee table? 

Like he doesn’t care What we look like to people. 

Dayton, where is the cheese plate? 

Lord give me strength. 

Dayton!? 


DAYTON enters with cheese plate. 


DAYTON 
I’ll answer the door. You finish up in the kitchen. 
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BEVERLY 
Oh, I just wanted everything to go well today. 


DAYTON 
Everything’s going to be fine. Don’t worry. 


BEVERLY exits. 
JASMINE enters with a bottle of rosé 
and some flowers for Mama. 


JASMINE 
Haaaaaay-aaaaaaaaay! How you doin’ baby? 


DAYTON 
Oh, I’m fine, I’m fine, Jasmine. 


JASMINE 
Are you? 


DAYTON 
Yes, I’m doing well. 


JASMINE 
That’s not what I heard. 


DAYTON 
(look: didn’t I say this woman ts in everybody’s business?) 
Can I take that wine from you? 


JASMINE 
Yes. Put it in the freezer, so it gets nice and cold. Alright? 


DAYTON 
Got it. And why don’t you help yourself to some cheese: 
we have an Aged Gouda, a Humboldt Fog, and some lovely Brie. 


JASMINE 

Oh wow. 

I’m off dairy. 

That looks nice though, doesn’t it. 
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DAYTON 
I didn’t know that. 


JASMINE 


Mmm-hmm. Can’t you tell? I think I look like a snack. 


DAYTON 


Does Beverly know that? 


JASMINE 


Well. If my sister cared to know, then she would know. 


DAYTON 


Alright, Jasmine. Can I get you a glass of wine. 


JASMINE 


I want the wine I brought. 


V'll wait. 


BEVERLY 


DAYTON mimes something behind her back, then exits. 


JASMINE looks at herself in the “mirror.” 
JASMINE checks hair, outfit, teeth. 
Eventually music re-starts, 

without anything onstage initiating it. 
JASMINE looks around, like “um, what.” 
She decides to ignore it. She looks good. 
But she’s hungry. 

She eyes the cheese plate. 

She looks around to see if anyone is watching. 
She moves towards the cheese plate. 

Takes a bite of cheese. 

From off stage: 


Jasmine, you better not be eating that cheese. 
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JASMINE 
Oh, hello Beverly. That’s a lovely dress. 


BEVERLY 
Dairy free. 


JASMINE 
What? Oh yes. 
I look good, don’t I? 


BEVERLY looks at the cheese plate. 


BEVERLY 
Why do you always have to be Just Like how you always are? 


JASMINE 
You know what? 


BEVERLY 
What. 


JASMINE 

... It's a special day. 

I'm here for mom’s birthday. 

She was a wonderful mother to you and me and Tyrone, 
she has lived a long and illustrious life, 

and I am not trying to disrespect that because you 
trippin’ over some budget Brie and some grapes. 


BEVERLY 
Jasmine. 


JASMINE 
Oh, come on girl. 
You out here with some President Brie, 


ain't cost more than three ninety nine, 
talkin’ ‘bout special cheese for Mama. 


BEVERLY 
Please don’t start with me today. 
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JASMINE 

I didn’t start anything. 

You're the one who summons us all to your house 

like you the Queen of Sheba, 

You’re the one who walked in, 

no hello, no how are you, 

just on me right away about some three ninty-nine cheese. 
Well. 

I might feel some type of way about that. 

That’s all I’m saying. 


BEVERLY 
Today isn’t about you. And it isn’t about me. It’s about Mama. 


JASMINE 
I know exactly what today is about. Is she here? 


BEVERLY 
She’s upstairs. 


JASMINE 
Well, let me go up and say hello. 


BEVERLY 
Oh, Jasmine, Don’t. 


JASMINE 
Why are you so nervous? 


BEVERLY 
I’m not nervous. 


JASMINE 
What is there to be nervous about? 


BEVERLY 
Nothing. I just want everything to go well. 


JASMINE 
It will. 
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BEVERLY 
It has to. It just has to. 


JASMINE 
Beverly, you’re going to give yourself a stroke if you don’t calm down. 
Sit down. Have a glass of wine. I brought rose. 


BEVERLY 
That does sound nice. 


JASMINE 
It’s from France. 


BEVERLY 
[just put it in the fridge. Do you want a glass? 


JASMINE 
Why you put the wine in the fridge when I said put it in the freezer. 


BEVERLY 
You didn’t say to put the wine in the freezer. 


JASMINE 
I know what I said. 


BEVERLY 
Alright Jasmine, alright. Let me get us a glass of wine. 


JASMINE 
Well, put an ice cube in it, since it’s still warm. 


BEVERLY 
Alright. 
BEVERLY exits 


JASMINE 

You don't have to take a tone with me after you get me all stressed. 
And put the rest of the bottle in the freezer, so it gets cold. 

You hear that Beverly? 

Beverly? 

Damn. That woman never listens to anybody. 
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KEISHA enters. 


KEISHA 
Hi Aunt Jasmine. 


JASMINE 
What the -- ?! Keisha? You startled me. 


KEISHA 
Oh, I’m sorry. 


JASMINE 
It’s alright. 


They do their special Auntie-Niece greeting. 


JASMINE 
How are you Keisha? 


KEISHA 

Well. 

Practice ran over Again because Tanya was late Again 
so Coach made everyone run a lap for every minute she was late 
and she was a full seventeen minutes late 

so everyone had to run seventeen laps after practice 
just because Tanya is obsessed with Jaden 

which is insane because Jaden is stupid as hell 

I’m sorry but he is 

he’s just dumb 

but Tanya is obsessed with him 

so she waits outside the boys practice 

so she can see him coming to practice 

before she comes to our practice 

even though our practice and the boys practice start at the same time 
so Tanya is late to our practice every single day 

and Erika and I are so frustrated 

because we could be a really good team 

if everyone would work as hard as I do 

like if everyone could work as hard as Erika does 

we could be a really good team 

but instead it’s all a waste of time 
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KEISHA (cont.) 

because we’re just waiting and waiting 

waiting for people like Tanya to show up and then 

waiting to see what our punishment for Tanya showing up late 
and it’s like sometimes I feel like 

I’m spending my whole entire life waiting for punishment 

and what kind of a life is that 

do you know what I mean Aunt Jasmine 

like there has to be more to life than that, doesn’t there? 


JASMINE 
Well — 


KEISHA 
Where’s my mom? 


JASMINE 
In the kitchen. 


KEISHA 
Where’s dad? 


JASMINE 
Hiding from your mom. 


KEISHA 
Ok. Aunt Jasmine, I need to ask you something. 


JASMINE 
What's going on Keisha? 


KEISHA 
Will you please talk to my mom about me taking a year off before college? 


JASMINE 
Oh, Keisha. 


KEISHA 
Please, Aunt Jasmine? This is so important to me. 


JASMINE 
I know, I know. 
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KEISHA 

Six honors or AP classes every year, 
three varsity sports, 

choir, debate, yearbook, 

shall I go on? 


JASMINE 
You’re a very accomplished young lady 


KEISHA 

And I'm exhausted. 

Now, don’t get me wrong. I can't wait for college. 

But my soul is exhausted. 

I need some time away so that I might replenish myself 
and gain valuable life experience 

if 1 am to truly flourish in academia. 


JASMINE 
That's very well articulated, Keisha. 
KEISHA 
I know! But she just won't listen to me. 
JASMINE 
Your mother doesn't listen to me either. 
KEISHA 
Please say you'll at least mention that a gap year is a good idea? Please? 
JASMINE 
Alright, Keisha, alright. 
KEISHA 
I’m going to jump in the shower. 
JASMINE 
You better hurry up. Your mother is in a mood. 
KEISHA 
Back down in a flash. 
KEISHA runs upstairs. 
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BEVERLY enters with wine three glasses of wine. 


BEVERLY 

Keisha? 

Was that Keisha? 

I need her to help me with the pie crust. 


JASMINE 
I can help you. 


BEVERLY 
No, that’s alright. I can do it. 


JASMINE 
You know, Keisha mentioned that 
she might want to take a minute before college to — 


BEVERLY 

My daughter is going to college. 

I went to college. You went to college. Our mother went to college. 
It’s not a conversation. 


JASMINE 
I think your daughter might — 


BEVERLY 
Are you telling me how to raise my child? 


JASMINE 
Nope. 


BEVERLY 
You just bring this glass of wine to Mama. 


JASMINE 
Alright then. 
Mama? Your favorite daughter is here! I brought a rosé from France! 


JASMINE exits. 
BEVERLY ts alone. She picks up a carrot. 
A phone ring sound. 
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BEVERLY 

Every time. 

Hello? 

Hi Tyrone. 

What do you mean your flight was rerouted? 

Oh my goodness. 

Well how long will it take you to get here? 

Oh my goodness. 

Tyrone I told you that you should have come in yesterday. 
You act like you’re the only lawyer at that firm. 

I know. I’m sorry. 

It’s just it’s important that you’re here, important to mama. 
It’s important to me too. 

Alright. Alright. 

Well, just hurry up and get here. 


DAYTON has entered & hears the end of the phone call. 


BEVERLY hangs up the phone. 


DAYTON 
Who was that? 


BEVERLY 
My idiot brother. 


DAYTON 
What has Tyrone done now? 


BEVERLY 

He couldn’t be bothered to get here early like I told him to, no 
and now, he might not even make it to dinner. 

Oh, I just can’t believe him. 

He never puts the family first. He always thinks of himself. 


DAYTON 

Beverly, calm down. 

This dinner is going to be wonderful, 

because you’re a wonderful cook, 

and a wonderful host, and everyone here loves you. 


BEVERLY 
You’re right. You're right Dayton. 
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BEVERLY (cont.) 
Did you bring me those root vegetables? 


DAYTON 
Um... 


BEVERLY 
Oh, Dayton, Don't Tell Me you didn't pick up the root vegetables. 


DAYTON 
Um- 


BEVERLY 
I told you that I needed assorted root vegetables. 


DAYTON 
T= 


BEVERLY 

I said assorted root vegetables and you said what's a root vegetable? 
And I said anything that grows underground 

and you said like what 

and I said just look in the store and think about it and get some of what 
looks good 

and you said oh no no no, 

I need specific instructions so that 


I don't do the wrong thing, oh no, you said 

and then I said, fine, 

I need four parsnips, four sweet potatoes, a turnip, a beet, and a celeriac 
and you said what's a celeriac 

and I said a celery root 

and you said what's a celery root 

and I showed you a picture 

and you said that looks nasty 

and I said it just looks like a root 

and you said carrots don’t look like that 

and I said they would without genetic modification 

and then we argued about the industrialization of agriculture 

and its effects on our concept of what food is supposed to look like 
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BEVERLY (cont.) 

and after that argument I said 

do you want me to write you a list of the root vegetables I need 
and you said no, you don't need to write this stuff down 
and I said are you sure 

and you said Beverly, I don't need to write anything down 
and I said ok, but do you want me to remind you 

and you said you treat me like some kind of fool 

and I kept my mouth shut 

and I thought I should remember to remind him anyway 
and I knew that I should have reminded you 


I said to myself you should remind him 
and then I said to myself oh, you don't need to remind him, 


he's a grown man, he knows what he said he'd do, he knows how 
important this is to me, he knows everything about this dinner needs to be 


perfect And Then you come in here and -- 


DAYTON 
Ta-da! 


Beat. 


BEVERLY 
One day, I will kill you. 


DAYTON 
Not today. 


BEVERLY 
Do you hear me? 
I will murder you, one day, mark my words. 


A timer beep sound. 


BEVERLY 
Oooh! That’s the short ribs! Dayton, that’s the short ribs. 


DAYTON 
I got it. 
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BEVERLY 
Don’t take it out. 


DAYTON 
Don’t take it out? 


BEVERLY 
Just turn the oven up to four fifty, and set the timer for ten minutes. 


DAYTON 
Don’t take it out. 


BEVERLY 
No. Four fifty, ten minutes. 


DAYTON 
Four fifty, ten minutes. 


BEVERLY 
I’m going to peel these vegetables. 


DAYTON 
1-2-3 Go Team! 


BEVERLY 
Yes, four fifty, ten minutes. 


DAYTON 
Alright, Bev. Alright. 


DAYTON exits. 
A door slam sound. 


JASMINE (off stage) 
Mama open the door. 
Mama? 

Fine. Be like that. 


JASMINE enters. 
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JASMINE 
That woman has lost the little bit that God gave her. 


BEVERLY 
Oh, Jasmine, what did you do. 


JASMINE 

Me? I didn’t do anything. 

All I did was say hello, 

and Mama just went and locked herself in the bathroom. 


BEVERLY 
Oh my goodness. 


JASMINE 
I’m not even worried about it. 


BEVERLY 
Oh my goodness. 


JASMINE 
It’s just mama being mama. 
Always wants to be in the center of everything. 


BEVERLY 
If mama doesn’t enjoy this birthday dinner, then — 


JASMINE 
Then what? 


BEVERLY 
I don’t know. Jasmine, I just don’t know. 


JASMINE 
Let her lock herself upstairs. 


The second she thinks that we’re not talking about her, she’ll come down. 


BEVERLY 
I hope so, Jasmine. I hope so. 


JASMINE 
And you know our brother is the same way. 
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JASMINE (cont.) 

Do whatever he need to do to be at the center of attention. 

Crazy-ass Geminis. 

Every single person in this family is so full of drama I don’t even know 
how I stand it. 


BEVERLY 
I don’t have drama. 


JASMINE 

Girl you got drama. 

I got drama. 

Tyrone drama, Mama drama, you are all like one of those movies. 


BEVERLY 
What movies. 


JASMINE 
Like, a family drama. 


BEVERLY 
What do you mean? 


JASMINE 
Like a movie. 


BEVERLY 
What movie? 


JASMINE 

Come on, girl, you know what I’m saying. 

you know, one of those movies that’s a family drama 
where somebody dead, and what to do with the children 
or somebody dead and what to do with the wife 


or somebody dead and the house ain’t paid for, 
and there’s all these people that try to help 

but she can’t take the help 

and things get worse, 

and they try to help 

but she can’t take the help 

and things get worse, 
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JASMINE (cont.) 

until, finally she takes the help that they all have been trying to give her 
for the whole damn movie, 

so that she get the kid 

or get the kid to dance, 

or get the dog 

or get the dog to dance, 


and then they all walk on down to the water, 
with a new shirt on, 

and the breeze is blowing, 

and they all look out at that water, 

and talk about how they’re not better, 

not yet, 

but they’re starting to be. 


Mmm, mmm, mmm. 

Yes, girl, a good old family drama. 

A slice of life. 

I love those movies. 

You know, nothing big and flashy, 

just watching real stories about real people. 


BEVERLY 
Nothing real about those kinds of movies. 
Those kinds of things just don’t happen in real life. 


JASMINE 
Don’t even try to start an argument with me, what is wrong with you, 
can I live? 


BEVERLY 
We are nothing like the people in those movies. 


JASMINE 
Can’t I just talk about something? Damn. 


BEVERLY 
Well, if you’ re sitting there and talking, 
it means that I have to stand here and listen to you. 
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JASMINE 
Fine. I won’t say one thing to you. 


BEVERLY 
Fine. 


Beat. 


JASMINE (to herself) 

Just trying to make some conversation 
about some nice uplifting movies 

and she’s trying to tell me that 

“that doesn’t happen to people,” 

(sucks teeth) 

Like nobody know somebody that dead 
or got anew dog in their whole life: 
“that doesn’t happen that’s not true.” 
Please. 


BEVERLY 
That’s not what I meant. 


JASMINE 
I. Am not talking. To you. Ok? 


JASMINE (cont. to herself) 

Having a private ass conversation with myself 

thinking through my own damn thoughts 

and she trying to tell me 

that what I am thinking to myself is wrong. 

I’m not even talking to her. 

Why she got to have an opinion about every damn thought in my head 
like, damn, 

let me think something stupid if I want to for a minute, 
what does it even matter? 

And I’m not even being stupid, I’m just thinking to myself, 
and if I want to be stupid when I’m just thinking to myself, 
what is it to you? Huh? 


v. 6/12/18 Act One, 26 


254 


JASMINE (cont. to herself) 

Like if I want to think about something stupid, to myself, by myself, 
what is that to you? 

Like if I want to think that Beverly is uppity, 

and she like to put it on like she better than everybody, 

but everybody know she cheap as shit, 

and I want to say that to myself and not say that to anybody else, 
then what’s the problem with that? 


Huhn? You got anything to say? 

You better not because I’m not even talking to you. 
Damn. 

She not that bad. 


Beverly’s not that bad. 
She’s just all pent up because her man don’t love her right. 


BEVERLY 
Jasmine. 


JASMINE (to herself) 


He don’t know how to move right, you can see it from how he walk. 


Walk around like his balls all heavy. Balls ain’t that heavy. 
Unless he got some kind of illness or something. Is Dayton sick? 


BEVERLY 
Are you talking to me, Jasmine? 


JASMINE 
Yeah. Is Dayton sick? 


BEVERLY 
No. 


JASMINE 


That’s good. 
But, then, why aren’t you two gettin’ - 


BEVERLY 
That. Is. None of your business. 
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JASMINE 
You make it my business when you’ re acting all crazy. 


BEVERLY 
I am not acting any type of way. 


JASMINE 
Mmmhmm. 


BEVERLY 
I’m not. 


JASMINE 
Mmmmmm-hmmmm. 


BEVERLY 
What? 


KEISHA enters, dancing. 


KEISHA (entering) 
I’m clean! And I’m starving! I feel so great! 


She’s doing a dance where she smells her armpits and 
rubs her tummy. 


JASMINE 
What's that. 


KEISHA 
It’s my I’m clean and I’m starving dance. 


JASMINE 

You get that from your grandmother. 

That woman has a dance for everything. 
You remember her birthday dance Beverly? 


BEVERLY 
The gown. 
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JASMINE 
That Gown. 


BEVERLY 
The turban. 


JASMINE 
That Turban. 
Oooh Keisha, your grandmother was something back in the day. 


BEVERLY 
Her birthday outfit was a gown, 


JASMINE 
An Ivory gown 


BEVERLY 
An Ivory gown with golden threads sewn through it. 


JASMINE 
And a golden turban, 


BEVERLY 
Golden turban 


JASMINE 

with a big ol’ diamond rhinestone at the center. 
And she’d work her hands like this, 

like charming the snakes out the gates, 


BEVERLY 
and her nails would be all, 


JASMINE 
and she would slither. And then pose. 


BEVERLY 
And slither. And then pose. 
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JASMINE 
And work her nails. And work her eyes. 
And she'd say: 


(singing or talking, or some variation) 
Oooo000, all the men 


JASMINE & BEVERLY (singing or talking, or some variation) 
Oooo000, all the boys 


Ooooo0, let them see me 
Ooooo0, let them see me 


DAYTON (entering) 
Mama Frasier Birthday Dance! 


JASMINE & BEVERLY & DAYTON 
Oooooo, the women 

Oooo00, the lil’ dolls 

Ooooo0, let them see me 

Ooooo0, let them see me 


KEISHA joins in. 


JASMINE & BEVERLY & DAYTON & KEISHA 


Ooo0000, I look good 
Ooo0000, I know I’m good 
Oooooo, Let them see it 
Ooooo0, Pray them see it 


KEISHA looks out towards us and has a soliloquy, 
which ts a theatrical device where a character talks aloud 
to themselves and no one on stage can hear them. 


KEISHA 

It’s all just ... so beautiful! 

I love these women. 

Joy. And Dancing and Singing! 

My future just looks so big and bright, 

I can’t wait for it to hurry up and Get Here. 

I want to know all there is to know and be all there is to be. 
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KEISHA (cont.) 

But. 

But I feel like something is keeping me from all that. 
Something... 

Yes, something is keeping me from what I could be. 
And that something. 

It thinks that it has made me who | am. 

It’s... It’s just so confusing. 


DAYTON 
Keisha? 


KEISHA 
What is it, Dad? 


DAYTON 
Telephone. 


KEISHA 
For me? 


DAYTON 
Yes. 


KEISHA exits. 


BEVERLY 
Dayton, is everything ready? 


DAYTON 
Yep. 


BEVERLY 
Got the real napkins? 


DAYTON 
Yes. 


BEVERLY 
Napkin rings? 
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DAYTON 
Yes. 


BEVERLY 
Water glasses and wine glasses? 


DAYTON 
Yes. 


BEVERLY 
Salad fork dinner fork desert fork steak knife butter knife 
soup spoon tea spoon? 


DAYTON 
Believe so. 


BEVERLY 
Alright. 


Beat. 


BEVERLY 
Candles!!!? Did we get Candles?!? 


DAYTON 
Yes. 


BEVERLY 
Oh. Good. Everything’s going to be fine. 


KEISHA enters. 


BEVERLY 
Who was that? 


KEISHA 
It’s nothing mom. It was just Erika. 


BEVERLY 
And what does she want. 
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KEISHA 
She just wants to drop something off. 


BEVERLY 
What. 


KEISHA 
I don't know. Something ... for school. 


BEVERLY 
Mmm-hmmm. 


KEISHA 
An assignment. ... What? 


BEVERLY 
Keisha, I don't want your little friend coming over here 
and interrupting this dinner. 


KEISHA 
Mom, you need to relax. 


BEVERLY 
You know your Grandmother doesn't like that Erika. 


KEISHA 
Grandma doesn't have a problem with her. 


BEVERLY 
Oh, your Grandmother has a problem with how you two are together, 
you better believe that. 


KEISHA 
(feels her front teeth with her tongue to not say anything) 


BEVERLY 

Now she won't say that to you, 

because she wants her granddaughter to love her, 

but your Grandmother is a woman with some opinions. Yes. 
That woman has some opinions. 
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KEISHA 
(looks at the ceiling) 


JASMINE 
Keisha, come on over here and sit with your Aunt. 


BEVERLY 

Keisha doesn’t need to talk to you right now, Jasmine. 
What Keisha needs to do is to go on in that kitchen, 
and check on her grandmother’s birthday cake, 

and help her Mother out today. 

That’s what Keisha needs to do. 


KEISHA 
Fine. 


KEISHA exits. 


BEVERLY 
And don’t you stomp in my house if you want to keep living here. 


JASMINE 
Beverly, you need to calm down. Can’t you see — 


BEVERLY 
If I don't finish chopping these carrots, Iam going to lose it. 


DAYTON 
Bev, I think you better put that knife down. 


BEVERLY 
If I don’t chop these carrots, who’s gonna chop them? Hmmn? You? 


DAYTON 
Put the knife down, Bev. 


JASMINE 
Beverly, why don’t you sit down and have a drink. 


BEVERLY 
I’m fine. 
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DAYTON 
You are clearly not fine. 


JASMINE 
What is wrong with you? 


KEISHA (from offstage) 
Mom?! I think the cake is burnt. 


BEVERLY 
(gasp) 


JASMINE 
Uh-oh. 


BEVERLY (whispered or silent) 
Nooo!!! 


DAYTON 
Bev, it'll be fine — 


JASMINE 
Dayton will run out and buy a cake — 


BEVERLY 
I can fix it. 


JASMINE 
won't you Dayton? 


BEVERLY 
I can fix it. 


DAYTON 
I'll be happy to get a cake! 


BEVERLY 
I can fix it. 


JASMINE 
Why don’t you just sit down and I'll get you some wine. 
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BEVERLY 
I can fix it! Alright? Everything is fine! Everything will be just — 


BEVERLY pauses, looking glassy. 
BEVERLY faints, spilling carrots all over the floor. 
JASMINE & DAYTON gasp in horror. 


KEISHA runs in. 
KEISHA 
Mom? Mom! 
End of Act One. 
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ACT TWO 
Scene 1 


With the end of the on-stage glitch, 
in medias res, conversationally, with overlapping text: 


SUZE 
No no nono no. 


JIMBO 
No, but if you could choose to be a different race, what race would you be? 
Do you know what I mean? 


SUZE 
No, I do, but. 


JIMBO 

No, but like, 

like if you could choose to be any race you want, any race at all, 
like if you could choose to be any race at all, 

what race would you be? Because like, 


SUZE 
No, right. 


JIMBO 
Yeah, I think it’s an interesting question. 


SUZE 
No, sure, it might be, someday. 


JIMBO 
It’s definitely interesting. 


SUZE 
No, yeah. 


JIMBO 
Because | think about things like that. 
Do you know what I mean? 
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SUZE 
Yeah, yeah. 


JIMBO 
I actually like to think, like to think about things, you know? 


SUZE 
Yeah, me too. 


JIMBO 
So I know that’s like, 
That’s a dope-ass question. Do you know what I mean? 


SUZE 
No, right. 


JIMBO 
Like, if you could choose to be a different race, 
what race would you choose? 


Dayton enters. 


SUZE 
I don’t think you know what you mean, 
do you know what I mean? 


JIMBO 
What? 


SUZE 
Like, do you see what you’re asking? 


JIMBO 
What do you mean? 


SUZE 
Like I don’t think you’ re looking at the question that you’re asking, 
and like actually seeing what it is. 


JIMBO 
Oh, come on. 
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SUZE 
Like, I wouldn’t. I just wouldn't. 


JIMBO 
You wouldn’t choose to be anything? 


SUZE 
No, I would never. 


JIMBO 
Why not? 


SUZE 
Well, because you just can’t change something like that. 


JIMBO 
Why not? 


SUZE 
Well, because race isn’t something you can change. I mean, obviously. 


JIMBO 
I thought you said race is a construct. 


SUZE 
It is. 


JIMBO 
So. 


SUZE 
So just because it’s a construct doesn’t mean that it isn’t real, like that’s not. 


JIMBO 
Something can’t be a construct and be real at the same time, 
that just doesn’t make any sense at all. 


SUZE 
So, if you could choose, what race would you be? 


JIMBO 
If I could choose I would be Asian. 
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SUZE 
Ok. Wow. 


JIMBO 
What? 


SUZE 
No, just you said that so quickly. 


JIMBO 
Well, I’ve thought about it before. 


SUZE 
You've thought about it before. 


JIMBO 
Of course I’ve thought about it before. 


SUZE 
So, like why would you want to be Asian? 


JIMBO 
I mean, is there something wrong with being Asian? 


SUZE 
No, oh my god, there’s nothing wrong with being an Asian person. 
Oh my god. 


JIMBO 
I don’t think there’s anything wrong with being Asian, but. 


SUZE 

I just meant to ask. Wait wait wait. I just meant to ask 

why the Asian race is the race that you would choose, if you could. 
Do you know what I mean? 


JIMBO 
Right right right. 


SUZE 
I mean, this is your question. I don’t. 
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JIMBO 
I see what you mean. 


SUZE 
Yeah. 


JIMBO 
Because, from what I’ve learned, it can be a really... traditional culture. 


SUZE 
Being Asian can. 


JIMBO 
Yeah, definitely. 


SUZE 
Huh. 


JIMBO 
I’ve come to understand that it’s a traditional culture, 
just from what I’ve read, and, you know, from women I’ve dated. 


SUZE 
Huh. 


JIMBO 
Yeah. 


SUZE 
Yeah. 


JIMBO 
Yeah, there are a lot of expectations. 


Like, there’s just so much that’s expected of children from their parents. 


There is so much pressure. 


SUZE 
For Asian children? 


JIMBO 
Yeah, pressure to excel, pressure to conform. 
Asian parents are just like, 


v. 6/12/18 Act Two, 5 


269 


JIMBO (cont.) 

You must do this or You can’t do that. 

So, if I were Asian, I wouldn’t participate in that whole system. 
You know? 


SUZE 
Like what. 


JIMBO 
I’d do what’s unexpected. 


SUZE 
Like what. 


JIMBO 
Like I’d be Asian but I’d rebellious. 


SUZE 
Ok. 


JIMBO 
Like I’d be Asian but I’d be loud, 


SUZE 
Yeah. 


JIMBO 
and difficult, 


SUZE 
Yeah. 


JIMBO 
and fucking impolite, you know? 


SUZE 
Yeah. 


JIMBO 
Like I’d be everything that my parents would disapproved of. 


v. 6/12/18 


Act Two, 6 


270 


SUZE 
But. 


JIMBO 
Like, Asian people don’t have to be just this one thing, 


SUZE 
Right, but. 


JIMBO 
that they can be a million things. 


SUZE 
Right. 


JIMBO 
Do you know what I mean? 


SUZE 
Yes. But. 
I don’t think that what you’ re saying is right. 


JIMBO 
You don’t. 


SUZE 
No. 


JIMBO 
Don’t you know any Asian people? 


SUZE 
I do, of course. 


JIMBO 
So don’t you feel like they’re all like so pent-up? 


SUZE 
No, I don’t. 


JIMBO 
Like they’re all just repressed? 
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SUZE 
No, I don’t know. 


JIMBO 
I mean, every Asian I know is like tortured by their parents expectations. 


SUZE 
I don’t feel comfortable making some huge statement about every — 


JIMBO 
“T don’t feel comfortable” 


SUZE 
I don’t. Just grouping people — 


JIMBO 
Right, because you're a good little liberal, 


SUZE 
What? 


JIMBO 
So you just want to pretend that you’re cool with everyone, 


SUZE 
I’m not — 


JIMBO 
cool with every race, cool with every culture, 


SUZE 
I’m not — 


JIMBO 
you're like, hello world, welcome, I value your culture, 


SUZE 
I’m not — 


JIMBO 
and because your culture is different than mine, 
I don’t judge it at all, everything you do to each other is fine, 
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SUZE 
I’m not — 


JIMBO 
but actually, if you did that shit to me, I would flip the fuck out, 


SUZE 
But I’m not — 


JIMBO 
but since you’re just doing it to each other it’s fine. 


SUZE 
But I’m not — 


JIMBO 
You’re not what? 


SUZE 
But I’m not ... Asian. So. I don’t know what it’s like to. 


JIMBO 
So just because someone is Asian they deserve to have a fucked up 
relationship with their family? 


SUZE 
I. 


JIMBO 
Like they deserve that? 


SUZE 

Ok. First. 

I think it is crazy to say that every Asian person has a fucked up 
relationship with their family. 


JIMBO 
Hmmn. 


SUZE 
Like that is a Crazy thing to say. Right? 
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JIMBO 
Point taken. 


SUZE 
Like you hear how that sounds, right? 


JIMBO 
Yeah, but hear me out. 


SUZE 
Ok. 


JIMBO 
Because I think this is a really good, ok. 
If I were Asian, I would like, take my parents to therapy. 


SUZE 
... Ok. 


JIMBO 
We'd go to group therapy. 
And we’d talk about our like dependency issues of whatever. 


SUZE 
So. 


JIMBO 
And I'd be like, hey Mom and Dad, aren’t we all happier now? 
And they'd be like, yes, son, we are happier now. 


SUZE 
Ok. 


JIMBO 
And then I'd be like, hey all other Asians, 


SUZE 
Oh boy. 


JIMBO 
Look at me, I’m a happy Asian guy. With a happy mom and a happy dad. 
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SUZE 
Yeah. 


JIMBO 
Like, I did whatever the fuck I wanted to do, 


SUZE 
Right. 


JIMBO 

and then they got mad, like Asian parents do, 

and for a minute I was a typical Asian and freaked out about it, 
but then, we all went to Therapy, 

and we all talked about our shit, 

and now we're all happy and Asian and fine. 


SUZE 
Yeah. I wish you wouldn’t say that. 


JIMBO 
Say what. 


SUZE 
There’s something about the way you say it that. 


JIMBO 
Asian? 


SUZE 
Yeah, it’s just - 


JIMBO 
Are you kidding? 


SUZE 
Yeah, no. 


JIMBO 
But that’s what they are. 


SUZE 
But the way you say it — 
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JIMBO 
Like, call a spade a spade. 


SUZE 
No, but — 


JIMBO 
Call an Asian an Asian. 


SUZE 
No, but — 


JIMBO 
What should I call them? 


SUZE 
I don’t know — 


JIMBO 
Like, Asian isn’t a slur. Don’t they call themselves that? 


SUZE 
Sorry, can I stop you for a second? 


JIMBO 
What's up. 


SUZE 
I think I just need you to stop talking for a second. 


JIMBO 
Why? 


SUZE 
Because I’m getting really uncomfortable. 


JIMBO 
What is your problem? 


SUZE 
[I’m sorry, but can you just shut up?] 
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Scene 2 
Jasmine enters. 


MACK 
Soooooo0oo0. What are we talking about. What’s going on. 
Wait, is something happening? 


JIMBO 
I have posed a hypothetical question. 


MACK 
Reeeallly. 


JIMBO 
It has rankled some, 


MACK 
Intriguing. 


JIMBO 
But I would like to pose it to you, if you, uh, consent. 


MACK 
I do. What is it? 


JIMBO 
Alright. 
If you could choose to be a different race, what race would you be? 


MACK 
Hmn. Are we asking about race or ethnicity? 


JIMBO 
Yeah, if you could be a different race or ethnicity, what would you be. 


MACK 
Hmn. Like, would I have to be that race all the time? 


JIMBO 
Yeah you'd have to be that race 24/7. 
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MACK 
I see. 


JIMBO 
Right. 


MACK 
Would I have like grown up as that race? 


JIMBO 
Um. 


MACK 
Or would I like, 


JIMBO 
Yeah. 


MACK 
just turn into that race like right now? 


JIMBO 
Let’s say that you’re you, 


MACK 
Ok. 


JIMBO 
but then you like magically become, 


MACK 
Magically? 


JIMBO 
like you just wake up one morning and you’re a different race. Right? 


MACK 
Got it. And it’s like in today’s world, 


JIMBO 
Yes. 
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MACK 
it’s not in the past. 


JIMBO 
No. So, what would you be? 


Jasmine is alone on stage. 


MACK 

It’s interesting, you know? 

Like if I was going to like Become a different race, 

and I could choose that. 

It would be like ... 1 mean based on what criteria, you know? 

Like if I just think about, like, would I want to choose a race that is more 
like who I actually am? To express something essential about myself? 


OR would I want to choose a race that is totally different from who | 
actually am. To like, try something new. 


I feel like I would want to try something that expresses more of who I am, 
maybe. 


Do you know what I mean? 


Yeah, If I could choose to be a different race, 
I’d want to be latinx. 


Beverly enters. 


SUZE 
Why would you be latino? 


MACK 
Is there something wrong with being latinx? 


SUZE 
No, oh my god, I don’t mean there’s anything wrong with being latino, 
I’m just trying to ask why you’re choosing to be latino. 


MACK 
Latinx. 
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SUZE 
Right. 


MACK 
Well, because, honestly, 
I just think it would be so fucking major to be latinx. 


SUZE 
No, I mean like —- Do you speak Spanish? 


MACK 
No. Do you? 


SUZE 
I don’t, but. 


MACK 
But it’s like, I would love to speak Spanish. Obviously. 


SUZE 
Me too, but. 


MACK 
I keep doing this app, but it’s not working. 


SUZE 
Oh. 


MACK 
I think it’s hard without having people to practice with. 


SUZE 
Right, but. 


MACK 
And besides they say it’s best to learn from conversation. 


SUZE 
Right, but. 


MACK 
Or, from, like, taking a lover. 
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SUZE 
Right, but. 


MACK 
I would love to take a Latinx lover. 


SUZE 
But you've traveled to — 


MACK 
Where? 


SUZE 
To, like, Latin ... you know ... 


MACK 
Oh, right I see. 


SUZE 
Right. 


MACK 
I haven't. 


SUZE 
Ok so, I’m trying to understand, 


MACK 
What's the matter? 


SUZE 


Yeah, why would you choose to be, you know, Latinx? 


Do you know what I mean? 


Like, if you don’t speak the language, and you've never been there, 


what about it is appealing to. 


MACK 


Well, excuse me for even having an opinion. 


SUZE 
Oh, no I don’t mean that. 
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MACK 
Like, excuse me for not being as cultured as you. 


SUZE 
No, I’m just curious. 


MACK 
You know, I’m not like you, ok? 


SUZE 
I’m just curious. 


MACK 
I didn’t grow up with like Money to like Travel. 


SUZE 
I didn’t grow up with money to. 


MACK 
I didn’t grow up with money to go to like 
Language Immersion Summer Camp, or whatever. 


SUZE 
I didn’t. 


MACK 
Like, I haven’t actually left the country, 


SUZE 
I didn’t. 


MACK 
except to go to like, Canada once, which isn’t even a different country, 


SUZE 
I’m sorry. 


MACK 
except politically. 


SUZE 
I’m sorry. 
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MACK 

I know you are sweetie, it’s fine. 

I’m not mad, I’m just passionate. 
Because it’s like, you know that 

you don’t have to go to another country 
to experience Latinx people and culture. 


SUZE 
Of course not. 


MACK 


It’s not like you have to like go to some like village or something. 


SUZE 
Of course not. 


MACK 
They are in our country too. 


SUZE 
Of course. 


MACK 

And that’s what’s amazing - it’s like because they’re here, 

it’s like their identity is being made here. 

Like, most people are just what they are, 

you're like, oh, that person is Black that person is Asian, 

but with Latinx people it’s like, 

they’re like making it right now and it’s intersecting with gender 
in like this amazing way, that is really really really ... 

it’s just politically good, you know? 


[And not just politically good, it’s like muy caliente 
in the streets and in the sheets. 
Do you know what I mean?] 
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Scene 3 
Keisha enters. 


BETS 
So what are you talking about? 


MACK 

Ohmigod. 

Thank god you're here. 

I can’t wait to hear how you’re going to answer. 


BETS 
Me? 


MACK 
Yes. Ready? 


BETS 
For what? 


MACK 

Ok, they’re asking ... 

If you could choose to be a different race, what race would you choose? 
Do you understand the question? 


BETS 
Yes. 


MACK 
So what do you think. 


BETS 
But I am frustrated by this question. 


MACK 
But it’s like you can choose. 


BETS 
Because, I — no, let me finish — 
I need to talk to know what are my thoughts, 
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MACK 
Sorry. 


BETS 

Because this question, 

it is everything that is wrong with America. 

In any other place this question would be a question that is fun 

and charming to consider, 

but in America, this question, what race, it is a very boring question, 
because everything in America is race, race, race, 

all the people talk is race, race, race 

and no people are saying nothing new about race, 

So with this question, “what race can you choose, what race do you want?” 
the question is interesting, maybe, 

but the answer is boring, because it must be always the same. 
Always 

“oh, race is not important, I have no opinion, teach me” or 

“oh, I choose this race, because my guilt, oh, I feel so bad, 

and I earn the - the problem of that race, it is mine. I deserve this.” 
You say nothing, or You say sorry. 

That is all that you say. 

It is so boring. 

I have nothing to say. 


MACK 
Oh. 


BETS 
Unless. 


MACK 
What? 


BETS 
Hmm. 


MACK 
Unless what. 


BETS 
Unless, I can change my race to be. 
Something that is interesting, maybe, is to be a Turk. 
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MACK 
I’m sorry, what? 


BETS 
A Turk. Oh, my English. 


MACK 
I don’t know what that is. 


BETS 
You don’t have this: Turk?, 


MACK 
No I don’t think so. 


BETS 
coming from Turkmenistan, or some place like that. 
Uzbekistan. Kazakhstan. 


MACK 
Oh, ok. 


BETS 
Because, well, we travel a lot, and when I was a girl, 
we went to there on holiday. 


MACK 
To Turkmenistan. 


BETS 
To all of them, all around. We travel a lot. 


MACK 
Wow. 


BETS 

It is quite lovely in these places. 

The landscape in these places — 

flat flat flat, just, you look and a what, a boulder, with a little snow. 
That is all that is there. 
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MACK (sotto voce) 
Oohhh. 


BETS 


But in that, it gives a point to look at, and if you focus, you see the sky and 


it is beautiful. 


MACK (sotto voce) 
Yaaas. 


BETS 

And the people, living all together in their little houses. 
Their life is difficult, but they have so much, so much joy. 
It is inspiring, no? 


MACK 
Mmmm. 


BETS 
I think so, yes. 


MACK 
Mmmmmm. 


BETS 
They are so proud, these people. 


MACK 
Wooow. 


BETS 

The strength of the personality that comes out of that place. 
It is very, um, very pleasing to me. 

To have that. 


MACK 
But ... aren’t they ... um. 


BETS 
What is the question? 
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MACK 
Are those people a different race than you are? 


BETS 
Of course. 


MACK 
They are a different race. 


BETS 
Of course. 


MACK 
Yes. Of course. It’s just, I wouldn’t have ... 


BETS 
Tell me. 


MACK 
I just wouldn’t have categorized you and them differently that’s all. 


BETS 
Well, that is ridiculous. 


MACK 
Right. 


BETS 
The food is different, the culture is different, 
the look of the people is different. 


MACK 
Right. 


BETS 
That is what race is, no? 


MACK 
No, you're right. 


BETS 
Americans are obsessed with race. 
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MACK 
You're right. 


BETS 
Obsessed. 


MACK 
You're right. 


BETS 


But they don’t know what this is. 


MACK 
Totally. 


BETS 
You think Turk is not a race? 


MACK 
No itis. They are. It is. 


BETS 
Of course it is. 


MACK 
No, you're right. 
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Scene 4 
Jasmine exits and Beverly starts to peel carrots. 


SUZE 
I’m sorry, but no. 


BETS 
What. 


SUZE 
That’s crazy. 


BETS 
What is crazy. 


SUZE 

That’s just. Choosing to be a different European race 
isn’t choosing to be a different race. 

Obviously. 


Beverly picks up the phone 


JIMBO 

But you haven't answered. 

Everyone else has answered. 

I asked you, first, and you’ve talked shit about every other answer. 


SUZE 
Thaven’t talked anything — 


JIMBO 
But you haven't picked anything for yourself. 
You’re just avoiding the question. 


SUZE 
I’m not avoiding the — 


JIMBO 
So. If you could choose to be a different race, what would you choose? 
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SUZE 
Well. 


JIMBO 
If you know so much about everything, what would you choose? 


SUZE 
I’d be African-American. 


JIMBO 
Oh, ho ho. 


SUZE 
For different reasons than anyone has. 


JIMBO 
Really. 


SUZE 
Yeah. 
I’d be African-American. 


Dayton enters. 


JIMBO 
Bullshit. I call bullshit. 


SUZE 
Why are you saying that. 


JIMBO 
Because it’s fucking hard to be African-American, and I don’t think you 
really mean it. 


SUZE 
I do mean it. 


JIMBO 
So, if I like kidnapped you, and locked you in a room, and like 
dyed your skin. 
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SUZE 
That would not make me African-American. 


JIMBO 
If I did that, what you'd be stoked? 


SUZE 
That’s not what it would be like. 


JIMBO 
So you'd be stoked. 


SUZE 
That’s not — that’s offensive and not — 


JIMBO 
Oh! So you wouldn't be stoked? 


SUZE 

No, if you Kidnapped me, and like Spray-painted me with like Dye, no, 
no that wouldn’t make me super happy. 

Because that would be traumatizing. 


JIMBO 
I know but — 


SUZE 
And I can’t even believe that I am saying this but, like 
being African-American isn’t like just dying your skin. 


JIMBO 
I know but — 


SUZE 
And it’s like, I would choose to be African-American, actually. 
Because I was raised by. 


My family, we had ... but she was more than that, she was this lovely ... 


Her name ... 
(quavering) 

Her name was Mabel. 
And she ... 

I’m sorry. 
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SUZE (cont.) 

I just loved her. 

Because, my parents, 

they were great — they’re great parents, but 

they aren’t warm people. They just aren’t. 

I can see now that they were ... reserved. 

But when I was a kid, I ... couldn’t understand why they didn’t. 
Anyway. 

The person in my life who expressed love to me 

in a way that I could feel it, 

that was Mabel. 

She was the person who was there when I got home from school, she was 
the person who was there for me when I was sick or when I was hurt, 
she was the person who would play games with me and who I'd talk to 
about boys. 

Mabel was my person. 

It’s like, she made everything I ate until I was like in college, basically. 
It’s like, I grew up eating corn bread and collard greens. 

Like food that people don’t even really eat, you know? 

Like I grew up on that kind of food. 


My parents were like, who is this girl, we don’t understand this at all. 
Because it’s like, 

if that’s what ties you to a person, food and love and feeling like, 
if that’s the thing that bonds you to a person, 

if that’s what helps you to be what you’re meant to be, 

if that’s how you're raised. 

Like the things from your childhood; 

the people, the food, the culture of your ... 

you know... I just, I feel like she is my family. 

Mabel is my ... she’s my mom. 

She’s my heart. 

And that’s ... 

It’s complex. 


With Dayton Entering on his Ta-Da! 


JIMBO 
But it wouldn’t just be you being black with what’s her name, Mabel? 


SUZE 
Don’t say her name like that. You don’t get to — 
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JIMBO 
It’s not like you’d go black for Mabel 
and then be normal the rest of the time. 


SUZE 
What is your point. 


JIMBO 
You'd be black 24/7. 


SUZE 
So? 


JIMBO 
So. 


SUZE 
So? 


JIMBO 
So. What would you do? 


SUZE 
What do you mean? 


JIMBO 
If I was black, I'd like live in it, and I’d experience it. 


SUZE 
Of course I’d experience it too. 


JIMBO 
I wouldn’t just like hide in my childhood hidey-hole, or some shit. 


SUZE 
I wouldn’t try to hide anything. 


JIMBO 
So what would you do? 


SUZE 
Well. I mean, I'd try to help people! 
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JIMBO 
Oooh! She’d help people?! 


SUZE 

Of course I'd try to help people. With life skills. 

You know, fiscal responsibility, 

and family planning, like retirement planning, setting up a 401K, 
Things we take for granted. 

How to go on a job interview. How to get a mortgage. 


JIMBO 
Sounds fun! 


SUZE 
Well, not everything is fun. 


JIMBO 
Woo-fucking hoo. 


SUZE 
Inherited poverty isn’t very fun. 


MACK 

But you know, not all black people are poor. 
Like. 

There are plenty of rich black people. 


SUZE 
I know. 


Jasmine enters. 


BETS 
Like Michael Jackson. He is very very rich. 


MACK 
Well ... yes. Yes, he was. 


BETS 
And the other one. The sports guy. 
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MACK 
There are a lot of — 


BETS 
The famous one. You know. 


MACK 
Okay ... Do you mean like ... Michael Jordan? 


BETS 
No, not that one. 


MACK 
Like ... Magic Johnson? 


BETS 
No, not this Michel Jackson sounding names. 


MACK 


I don’t know, there are a lot of famous black athletes. 


BETS 
But Very famous, very rich. 
This is an interesting kind of black to be. 


MACK 
Hmmm. Like ... 


BETS 
The one ... 
The one who kill her wife. 


MACK 
Oh. 
Do you mean ... OJ Simpson? 


BETS 
Yes! He is very very rich. 


MACK 
Yes. He was. 
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BETS 
And very funny. 


MACK 
I guess he was. Before the - 


BETS 
Of course, before, before. 
Did you see this movie? 


MACK 
What movie? 


BETS 

Oh, this is a very funny movie, 

OJ Simpson is chased by all the people, 

he is with the police and they chase him and chase him. 


MACK 
It’s amovie though? Because that sounds like — 


BETS 

No, no it is a movie, yes, they chase and chase and chase 
and they beat him up, 

and he is very hurt, in the hospital, 

and it is so funny, in the hospital he tells the man 

that they chase him for drugs, they hurt him for drugs, 
you know, common story for these people, it is obvious, 
but he is in the hospital, 

so the man think he is asking for drugs because he have pain, 
and the man give the, um - he press the button, 

and OJ say “No! Wait! Listen!” and he lay back like. 


SUZE 

I don’t think that is OJ Simpson. 

You’re clearly thinking of a different African American Actor 

It’s something called Racial Blindness. 

It’s like if you aren’t raised around people of a certain race, 

your brain is less — 

you’re not able to distinguish individual features, 

so you’re more likely to confuse different people of the same race. 
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BETS 
It is OJ Simpson in this movie. Maybe I don’t say it well, my English — 


SUZE 
It’s not your fault, it’s Racial Blindness. 


BETS 
I don’t have that. 


SUZE 
It’s why lots people mistake one African-American for another - 


BETS 
I don’t have that. 


SUZE 
I’m not saying you're racist. 


BETS 
The Juice is Loose, I know OJ Simpson. 
Iam not confused. He is a very rich black person. 


SUZE 
Fine. 


JIMBO 

But I wouldn’t want to be a rich black person. 

You know? 

It wouldn’t be ... very authentic. 

I’m just thinking critically about it and, 

Don’t you think that once a person has enough money, their race just kind 
of disappears and they’re just rich? 

Like, if I’m going to be black, I’d want to be a normal black person, 

to like have that experience, of like going to da club, you know? 

Gettin’ rowdy. 


MACK 
Oh my god. 
You'd just want to be black so you could say the N-word. 


JIMBO 
That’s not what I meant. 
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MACK (sing-song) 
You wanna say the N-word. You wanna say the N-word. 


JIMBO 

I mean, sure, I’d fucking say it if I were a black person. 
I can say it now, if I want to. 

I can say whatever the fuck I want, I don’t give a fuck. 


BETS 

Who cares what you call her or her, say what you, want who cares? 

In America you are obsessed with race, 

and you never never never think about class. 

The rich profit from the racism. The poor get nothing from it. 

But I’m not so interested in this, you know, ghetto type of kind of thing. 


JIMBO 
Well, if you want to be a real black person, 
then you have to be a poor black person. 


MACK 

No that’s more of a gender question than a class question. 
Like maybe you'd have to be poor if you wanted to be a black man, 
but if you wanted to be a black woman, you could be like ... 
a fabulous entertainer. 

Like, that would be amazing, to be like: 

Hair! Body! Voice! 

Like black women are ... fierce. 

I think there could be something really ... empowering, 
being a black woman. 

Like look at the way they talk to each other. 


Beat. 
There’s just so much ...attitude. 

Beat. 
Like she’s just so sure of herself. 


Beat. 
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Ijust love that. Do you see what I mean? 


Beat. 

BETS 

I do. I do. 

MACK 

It’s like ... “you can’t tell me what to do!” 

BETS 

“You don’t know who I am!” 

MACK 

“I’m out here living my best life” 

BETS 

Oh, I like that. 
Keisha enters and now their conversation happens to line 
up with characters on stage. 
For the most part: 
SUZE links with Keisha, 
JIMBO links with Jasmine, 
MACK links with Beverly, 
BETS links with Dayton 

SUZE 


Are you people insane? You have no idea what you’ re talking about. 
You don’t you have no idea what it would be like to be African-American. 


JIMBO 
Why are you freaking out? 


SUZE 
I’m not freaking out, but you just have no idea what you're talking about. 


JIMBO 

You think you’d be a good black woman? 
That is hard for me to imagine, like 

can you imagine her being a black woman? 
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MACK 
Not really. 


JIMBO 
Not at all. 


MACK 
Like, not at all. 


JIMBO 
If she was black 
She would be like the most uptight black woman that has ever existed. 


MACK 
Sorry, but you’re not very cool. 


JIMBO 
She’s the opposite of cool. 


MACK 
Like, the way you hold your body is just so ... 


JIMBO 
She’s so stiff 


MACK 
Very rigid. 


JIMBO 

Like you’re all in your head all the time, 
and you don’t know how to be chill. 
Like most black people are really chill. 


MACK 
And they’ re really fashionable. 


JIMBO 
There’s this way they dress, there’s an attitude, 


MACK 
And like their hair, is always done, 
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JIMBO 
There’s a swagger, and a 
and you're not like -- 


MACK 
I reaaally wish I knew, like how they 


JIMBO 
Oh Yeaaaah, like when it’s all like 


MACK 
Yeah. 
With Dayton’s entrance: 


BETS 
I just love it when they dance! 
Like: Oooooh, the women 


MACK 
I know! Ooooh, cha-cha-cha-cha 


BETS & MACK 
Ooooh, they can dance. 
Yesss (Yaaaas), they love to dance. 


BETS & MACK & JIMBO 
Yeess (Yaaas)(Yeeaah), black people sing 


SUZE 
But — 


BETS & MACK & JIMBO 
Yeess (Yaaas)(Yeeaah), black people dance 


SUZE 
But — 


BETS & MACK & JIMBO 
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Yeess (Yaaas)(Yeeaah), black people love 


SUZE 
But — 


BETS & MACK & JIMBO 


The shift into Keisha’s aside 


SUZE 

But being black isn’t just about singing and dancing and ... hair. 
That’s part of it, but that’s not all of it. 

This history of oppression and inequity, it is in everything. 
Mabel loved me and I loved her, but there was always this — 
membrane between us. 


Keisha sees us. 


SUZE (cont.) 

When we walked down the street, I knew what people thought. 
And it made me so self-conscious. 

And that’s really terrible. 

Like if I could have just loved Mabel, 

and had it not be like a Thing. 

Not have this like external thing make that love ... 

make me ashamed of that feeling. 

Like if I could just be my authentic feeling ... that would be. 

I think it would be amazing. 
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The shift out of Keisha’s aside & Dayton’s line: 


JIMBO 
You'd be a terrible black person 


SUZE 
What are you talk— 


JIMBO 
Terrible. 


SUZE 
Me?! 


JIMBO 
Yup. 


SUZE (As Keisha exits) 
They would love me if they met me. 


MACK 
Hold up, are you a dancer? 


BETS 
Well, 


MACK 
Got those real dance moves. 


BETS 
Well, 


MACK 
You a freak. 
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BETS 
Well, 


MACK 
Don’t lie to me, I know you dance. 


BETS 
Yes. 


MACK 


I knew it, me too times a million, I love dance, I live dance, I dream dance. 


BETS 
Don’t we all? 


MACK 
Alright. 


Beat. 


MACK 
Bitches, this a Dance Party. 


BETS 
Yes! 


MACK 
Par-tay. Like it’s nineteen ninety nine. 


Keisha enters. 


MACK 
We have to. 


SUZE 
Have to do what, have like a dance party? 


MACK 
It is happening. 


v. 6/12/18 


Act Two, 41 


305 


SUZE 
Why would we have a dance party? 


MACK 
Why? 


SUZE 
I don’t dance. Dancing ... feels weird. 


MACK 
Mmm-hmmm. 


SUZE 
I’d rather talk ... what? 


MACK 
Girlfriend, I can’t even. Your little life is so so tragic 
and introverted and repressed. 


SUZE 
Stop, I just don’t dance. 


MACK 
You know you’re Sexually repressed if your hips don’t move. 


SUZE 
I’m not repressed or like introverted. 


MACK 
Oh, you’re Sexually like a problem, yes that is clear all together, 
you better believe that. 


SUZE 


MACK 

Now I know that you won’t dance 

because you are afraid that you’re bad at it, 

that people will see that you have no rhythm and think “Ooof. 
That woman is bad at Sex.” 
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SUZE 


JIMBO 
I dance like a boss and I can fuck all night. 


MACK 

Mmmn. 

What this one needs to do is to try to be in her body, 
and explore her sexual consciousness, 

and let her Body take control. 

That’s what this one needs to do. 


SUZE 
Just stop. 


MACK 
And then you'll realize dancing helps you to keep on getting laid. 


JIMBO 
And if you like doing black things you might be - 


MACK 
That is not what I’m talking about ok, Iam saying that dancing — 


BETS 
That dancing is sensual and fun — 


MACK 
If you don’t love your body, who’s gonna love it? Hmmn? Truth. 


BETS 
Put the hands on the hips. 


JIMBO 
Seriously, why does dancing feel like so damn good? 


MACK 
I know. 
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BETS 
Can we start to dance now? 


JIMBO 
Want to hear my moves? 
(does a little beat box type sound) 


MACK 
(gasp) 


BETS 
But for the music — 


JIMBO 
Dancing like without a beat is like, 


MACK 
I have a mix, 


JIMBO 
not even dancing. 


MACK 
A like dance mix. 


BETS 
I will put on the radio. 


MACK 
I have a mix. 


JIMBO 
Why don’t you play your mix and we'll get this started. 
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MACK 
Wait wait wait wait wait — 
She’s going to faint now. 


BETS 
Is she? 


MACK 
I think so ... 


BEVERLY faints, spilling carrots all over the floor. 
JASMINE & DAYTON gasp in horror. 


MACK (cackling) 
The carrots! 


KEISHA runs in 


MACK 
“Mama? Mama!” 


SUZE 
Is she ok? 


JIMBO 
Of course she’s ok. 


MACK 
She’s fine. Look, she’s like 
“Oh my god, I can’t believe I ruined my beautiful dinner.” 


BETS 
The dinner is not so beautiful. 


SUZE 
It’s lovely. 


BETS 
And these horrible chairs, so bizarre. 


SUZE 
There’s nothing wrong with them. 
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MACK 
I’d never noticed them. 


BETS 
They have no taste, this family. 


MACK 
They are a little — 


JIMBO 
And her, with the wine. 


SUZE 
Keisha seems so upset. 


JIMBO 
I bet she is. 


SUZE 
What is that supposed to mean. 


JIMBO 
No, just that she’s — 


MACK 
He’s so possessive of her. 


BETS 
Who? 


MACK 
Dayton. 


BETS 
Is he? 


MACK 


He’s like, “don’t give wine to my woman.” 


That’s controlling, isn’t it? 


BETS 
I hadn’t noticed that. 
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SUZE 
She Just fainted. 


MACK 
“T don’t let my woman drink.” 
It’s like the 50’s. 


Keisha exits. 


SUZE 
She wants some water. Just ask for water Beverly. 


JIMBO 
Where’s she running to, Beverly? 


SUZE 
Let someone help You for a change. 


MACK 
I bet she’s going to call Erika? 


BETS 
Who is Erika? 


MACK 
Her friend from school. 


BETS 
I don’t understand. 


JIMBO 
Yeah, who is Erika? 


MACK 
Keisha’s Friend from School. Oh my god. 


SUZE 
She was just getting the cake out of the oven. 


MACK 
You have no idea what it is like to be a teenage girl. 
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BETS 
Why did they burn the cake? 


MACK 
“That cake is on fire, honey.” 


SUZE 
It wasn’t on purpose. 


JIMBO 
It’s a cake walk! 


SUZE 
Shut up. 


JIMBO 
It is. 


SUZE 
Shut up. 
You are the worst. 


JIMBO 
You love it. 


BETS 
Where does she take the cake to? 


SUZE 
I don’t know. Outside, I guess. 


Dayton talks to Beverly: 


JIMBO 
Wait, and I love this, he’s like; 


MACK 
What? 


JIMBO 


“T’ve heard people say. 
Too much of any-thang is not good fuh ya baby.” 
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MACK 
(makes that sound of like a synthesizer bell with echo) 


JIMBO 

“But. 

I don’t know about that. 

As many times as we've loved, and” 


MACK 
(makes that sound of like a synthesizer bell with echo) 


BETS 
I don’t know this song. 


JIMBO 
“shared love, and 
made love.” 


MACK 
(makes that sound of like a synthesizer bell with echo) 


BETS 
No. I don’t know it. 


JIMBO 
It doesn’t seem to me like it’s enough. 
It’s not enough. 


BETS 
I don’t know it. 


JIMBO 
“There’s just not enough of it.” 


JIMBO & MACK sing different parts of 


Can’t Get Enough 
BETS 
No, I still, I don’t know it. 
MACK 
Really? 
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BETS 
No. 


MACK 
You'd love it. 


BETS 
Why. 


MACK 
Because it’s ... well. People like. 
People like seduce their lovers to it. 


BETS 
Oh! 


MACK 
Yeah. 


BETS 
Can we hear it? 


MACK 
Of course. 


SUZE 
Can we not? 


BETS 
What is your problem? 


Dayton exits. 


JIMBO 
And where’s he gone now, Beverly? 


SUZE 
To buy a cake. 


JIMBO 
I don’t think so. 
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SUZE 
For the grandmother’s birthday. Obviously. 


JIMBO 
Why are you being so prissy. 


SUZE 
Prissy?! 


JIMBO 
Yeah, you’re like a girl. 


SUZE 
Girl? 


JIMBO 
Like, if you think you could be black woman, 
you need to be able to be a fucking man, and like step up. 


SUZE 
What. 


JIMBO 
Like you should be like I’m going to be black, and if someone has 
something to say about it, then, like step up. 


SUZE 
What does step up ... sorry, what does step up mean? 


JIMBO 
What do you mean. 
It means step up. 


SUZE 
Step up on what? 


JIMBO 
Step up. 


SUZE 
Step up to what? 
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JIMBO 
Just like, step up. 


SUZE 
For what? 


JIMBO 
I can’t tell you how to step up. You just step up. 


Jasmine shouts: 


BETS 
“Fine, mama! Fine! I will run off with Antoine. 


MACK 
Um ... What? 


BETS 
“He play the base and he love me!” 
She would say something like that, I think. 


MACK 
Well, she is fabulous. 


BETS 
She’s the interesting one. The one with romance. 


MACK 
She’s the best dressed one, I think. 


BETS 
Oh, I agree. 
Oh, oops! 


MACK 


She’s like “I’m not drunk, I didn’t even spill my wine.” 


BETS 
She? Spill wine? 


MACK 
Of course not. 
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BETS 


I love that. She wrings the most from this little life she has. 
Oh no. Why is she taking the things from the table. 


SUZE 
She’s not stealing them. 


BETS 
I didn’t say she was stealing. 


MACK 
She is not made for housework. 


BETS 
Is she leaving? 


MACK 
Oh no. 


BETS 
Where is she going? 


JIMBO 
Where’s she gone to, Beverly? 


SUZE 
Will you stop saying that? 


BETS 
I hate it when she leaves. 
It is so boring when she is gone. 


SUZE 
What are you talking about. 


MACK 
I know. These two are like, blech, so boring. 


SUZE 
They are the heart and the soul of the whole — 
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BETS 
I like the grandmother best. She has some glamour around her. 


SUZE 
The grandmother is the heart and the soul of the whole family — 


BETS 
She’s back! 


MACK 
Welcome back! 


BETS 
Yay! 


MACK 
Get yourself a drink, girl! 


BETS 
Fill it up! 


MACK 
“Let’s get our drink on!” 


JIMBO 
“And our smoke on! And go home with,” 


BETS 
“And put on some jazz!” 


Jasmine turns music on. 


SUZE 
What? 


MACK 
Sorry, No. 


JIMBO 
I hate jazz. 
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BETS 
Have you ever been to the festival at Montreaux? 


MACK 
No. 


BETS 
Really? You should. It’s very good. 
Very good jazz. 


Now, to sing jazz, that is a good reason to be a black. 


SUZE 
You have no idea what you are talking about. 


BETS 
I might want to be a black. 


SUZE 
You don’t. 


MACK 
I’m not even listening to you guys anymore. 
I’m just watching them dance. 


BETS 
Yes, we are missing the dancing. 


JIMBO 
I’m not missing a fucking thing. 


BETS 
I would love to dance like this 
With you know -— 


MACK 
With hips and shoulders. 


BETS 

Yes, hips and shoulders. 
It is hard to say. 

Hips and 
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MACK 
Shoulders 


BETS 
Shoulders 


MACK 
Yes, shoulders. 


JIMBO 
I don’t trust that one. 


MACK 
Which one. 


JIMBO 
That one. 


It’s like she’s working too hard to seem nice, you know. 


BETS 
Oh thank god they cover the table. 


SUZE 
There’s nothing wrong with the table. 


BETS 
There is something wrong with all of this. 


Dayton enters with a cake. 


JIMBO 
It’s another cake walk! 


SUZE 
Jesus Christ. 


MACK 
And what IS a cake walk anyway? 


SUZE 
It’s racist. 
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MACK 
I know that. But what is it. 


BETS 
Why is it racist? 


SUZE 
It’s a racist dance where black people pretend they have easy lives. 


JIMBO 
That’s not what a cake walk is. 


BETS 
But they burn the cake. 


SUZE 
It’s a racist dance where black people pretend to have easy lives, 
so we don’t feel bad about how bad their lives actually are. 


JIMBO 
A cake walk is just when black people pretend to be rich white people. 


MACK 
But that sounds ... why is that racist? 


JIMBO 
It’s not, actually. 


SUZE 
Yes it is. 


JIMBO 
It’s just that we think that everything black people had to do back in the 
day is racist now. 


SUZE 
That is because everything was racist back in the day. 


JIMBO 
No, everything is racist now, which means that nothing is racist now. 
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BETS 
Iam not racist. 


SUZE 
Yes, you kind of are. 


BETS 
Iam not. 


MACK 
She is not. 


SUZE 
Everyone is racist. 


JIMBO 


It’s like if you want to say that everything is racist, that means that nothing 


is, do you see what I mean? 


BETS 
Iam nota racist. You do not say this to me. 


JIMBO 
It’s like this movie. 


SUZE 
I’m saying that I am racist too, okay, it’s not just you. 


MACK 
I don’t even understand what point you’re trying to make. 


JIMBO 
No, but it’s like this movie. 


SUZE 
No, just that race is a construct, but it’s a very 


JIMBO 
Will you all just shut the fuck up and listen to me? 
I’m trying to make a fucking point. God damn. 
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The family starts setting the table. 


JIMBO (cont.) 

Because like, did you guys see the movie 

where these college kids go abroad and - 

The movie - it’s a series. 

And in the first one, the college kids, 

they go abroad to like, Europe. 

They’re like doing that 

with the backpack 

and like drinking and weed and hanging out and you know 

they meet some girls real cute and blonde and it turns out the girls 
are like friends with these crazy rich people 

Or maybe the girls Are the crazy rich people? 

I don’t remember but somebody’s homicidal and super rich and so 
the college kids are in this foreign prison. 

And it is filled with rich people that have like 

these like killing people fetishes and 

fucking people up fetishes 

like really weird stuff and everything’s all brown and bloody and everyone 
is dirty and screaming and the college kids are all crying and scared 
because they hadn’t been anywhere like that before. 

Shitting themselves, you know. 

Of course their scared. 

But it’s weird because, 

because nobody thinks about how all the crazy rich people 

got into that, you know? 

You don’t just have a whole hobby about torturing people 

on accident. 

You don’t just fall into that shit casually, you know. 

Like, you don’t build your whole life around brutality by mistake. 
You have to want that. 

You have to plan that. 

And people don’t think about that. 

But I think about that. 

My mind works different. 

And in the movie, the college kids are sold to the crazy rich people 
and they kill them in like intense and brutal ways. 

And, That’s basically the movie. 
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JIMBO (cont.) 

And it’s like Awesome. 

Like one of the rich crazy people has this fetish 

that is like cutting peoples fingers off with chainsaws 

or some shit 

and so he’s doing that with the chainsaw 

vitr-ng-ng-ng-n 

and he slips in blood or something 

and decapitates himself 

with his own chainsaw. 

And it’s obvious what that means. 

Do you know what I mean? 

It means he’s the victim of his own damn thing. 

Like he’s the victim of his own shit, 

Like, we’re all the victim of our own shit, right? 

Like, Of course he is. 

And it always happens, it’s always like that. 

Like that just keeps happening in different ways in the whole series, 
And that’s why they’re all like a little bit actually good, you know? 
Yeah, like there’s a good moral thing going on, 

like educating people, 

and being like 

Whatever the fuck you come up with to do to somebody else 
it always ends up getting used on you. 

And that shit is moral you know? 

You know what I’m saying? 

He’s the victim of his own fucking fetish. 

And it’s like. I’m not some mindless fucking person, like 

I can’t just do something, I’ve got to think about it. 

You know I can’t just listen to something I have to hear it you know. 
And make it. 

Like I make a movie in my mind of what I do every day. 
You know? 

I make a movie in my mind of what I do every single day. 
Like I hear my music underneath me. 

And I know my function in it. 

Like I’m not just doing what I’m doing 

I know what I’m doing, you know what I mean? 

Like I can see it clear as fucking day, 

the movie that I make in my head of what I’m doing, 
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JIMBO (cont.) 

like I am outside of my own body, 

and I see myself, and my actions, 

and I see how everybody fucking looks at me, 

and I know what everybody fucking thinks about me. 
Like they don’t even realize how thoroughly I understand 
every single fucking thought in all their heads. 

Like I’m making the movie, mother fucker, 

I know what you're fucking thinking 

and I know what you're fucking seeing, 

because I am in control of all of it. 

Of all of it. 

So it’s like, yeah, I know 

I fucking know 

I know that I’m not the hero of my movie. 

I’m making the mother fucking movie, 

this is my fucking movie 

so I understand that I’m not the hero of my movie, 

I am fucking aware. 

I am fucking aware. 

And I keep making the movie, 

and I root against myself, 

and I keep making the movie, 

and I keep being victorious, 

and I keep winning everything, 

I win everything, 

and I keep winning Because I’m the villain of this movie, mother fuckers 
do you see what I mean, 

like, fuck yeah I’m the villain 

and I’m bigger and meaner and faster and I fucking own that 
and I’m fucking owning that every day 

and I’m smarter and richer and I fucking dominate 
that’s who the fuck Iam 

that’s who the fuck Iam 

and it’s like I love to root against myself 

because every fucking person is rooting against me too 
like every other ... 

yeah, every other fucking thing 

every other fucking person, or race, or whatever the fuck, 
every other thing, they’re all rooting against me, 

all of them are rooting against me, 
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JIMBO (cont.) 

and I fucking Know that shit, 

I know that 

and I love it 

I fucking love it 

because you know what? 

All those mother fuckers are watching my fucking movie. 
And rooting for whatever the fuck they want 

in my fucking movie. 

Like, you want to make me the villain? 

That’s fine because you’re in my fucking movie motherfucker. 
And it’s a good fucking movie. 

Like, my movie is dope as shit and fucking deep. 

All these mother fuckers in my movie know what the fuck is up. 
They need me to be the villain. 

Do you know what I mean? 

They fucking need me to. 

They’re fucking gagging for it. 

All these fucking people, 

they wouldn’t know what the fuck to do if they couldn’t root against me. 
They’d be fucking lost without me, 

do you know what I mean? 

Hey. 

Do you know what I mean? 

HEY. 

I’m talking to you fuckers. 

DO YOU KNOW WHAT I FUCKING MEAN????!! 


End of Act Two. 
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“What happens on stage after BEVERLY faints in Act 2* 


KEISHA runs over to BEVERLY. 

BEVERLY says she’s fine. 

KEISHA & DAYTON help BEVERLY off the floor, 
while she’s insisting that she’s fine. 

JASMINE pours a glass of wine for BEVERLY ... anda 
glass of wine for herself. 

JASMINE brings wine over to BEVERLY. 

DAYTON gives her a look and asks JASMINE to get 
BEVERLY a glass of water. 

JASMINE gives DAYTON a look and says that she 
knows what's best for her sister. 

KEISHA remembers that the burning cake 1s still in the 
oven, and runs into the kitchen. 

DAYTON says he knows what's best for his wife. 
JASMINE and DAYTON start to argue, and BEVERLY 
asks for water. 

JASMINE and DAYTON both say I'll get it and start 
towards the kitchen. 

KEISHA comes bursting out of the kitchen holding a 
smoking cake pan with oven mitts. She does not stop and 
heads straight for the front door. 

All wave away the smoke. 

JASMINE goes to the kitchen to get BEVERLY a glass of 
water. 

BEVERLY takes DAYTON’s hand and tells him that she 
loves him, and that she just wants the day to go well. 
BEVERLY holds DAYTON and says a monologue that 
is something like “Did I ever tell you about my ninth 
birthday party? Well, it was supposed to be great and 
my dad had planned it all perfectly, it was a cowboy 
clown birthday with a hay bale and water pistols and 
games, and I was so excited, but then no one I invited 
came, and the clown showed up drunk, and so it was just 
me and my dad eating birthday cake with the clown, and 
my dad told me something essential about life, and it was 
the best birthday I ever had.” 

BEVERLY and DAYTON have a moment. 

JASMINE interrupts it with a glass of water and is like 
do you want it or not. 
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KEISHA is like Dad you need to get a cake. 

BEVERLY and DAYTON are like oh, boy, here we go 

again (but they do it with a look, instead of saying it) 

BEVERLY takes the water and takes a sip. 

DAYTON grabs his wallet and car keys and goes out to 

buy a cake. 

BEVERLY goes over and starts picking carrots up off the 

floor, and asks JASMINE to help. 

JASMINE looks at her outfit and is like I’m not getting 

on the floor in this. 

KEISHA goes to help. 

BEVERLY feels a little woozy. 

KEISHA is like, mom, you just fainted, don’t bend over, 

I’ve got it. 

JASMINE leads BEVERLY over to sit and gives her a 

glass of wine, and pours herself another glass. 

BEVERLY asks JASMINE if she’s had enough wine. 

JASMINE says that she’s fine, and says something about 

their mother. 

BEVERLY its like our mother can hear you. 

JASMINE is like good! and repeats what she said 

shouting up the stair so mama can hear it. 

BEVERLY is like don’t even start with her, you're drink. 

JASMINE is like I am not drunk and sits down, slightly 

missing the corner of what she’s sitting on and falls on 

the floor. 

BEVERLY is like, omg are you ok? 

JASMINE is like look, I didn’t even spill my wine, I’m 
ne. 

KEISHA is like, omg, you guys are crazy, what should I 

do with these carrots I’ve picked up. 

JASMINE is like I know what to do with them, and is 

like hold my wine, and she takes the carrots, cutting 

board and whatever else out the front door. 

KEISHA is like JASMINE ts cray and BEVERLY is like 

JASMINE is cray 

and JASMINE comes back in dusting of her hands and is 

like, work is done for the day, I thought this was 

supposed to be a party. 

BEVERLY is like, did you just throw my cutting board 

on my front lawn? 

And JASMINE is like, YUP., and turns on some music. 
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And BEVERLY is like I can’t believe I have to go out and 
get my cutting board, oh, And my knife. 

And JASMINE is like leave it, it’ll be there tomorrow. 
And BEVERLY recognizes the song, and is like I love 
this song, but also JASMINE you are crazy and I’m still 
mad at you. 

And JASMINE 1s like you love me, we're sisters. 

And KEISHA is like, oh now I know what song this is! 
And they all do a dance to it, like an electric slide-type 
dance. 

And KEISHA is like I dance so much better than you old 
ladies. 

And BEVERLY is like, who are you calling old, I can get 
down, uh uh uh 

And JASMINE 1s like I didn’t know you still had it in 
you. 

And BEVERLY is like, yeah, putting it down, uh uh uh. 
And JASMINE 1s like yeah, uh uh uh. 

And KEISHA is like double time uh-uh uh-uh uh-uh. 
And DAYTON comes in with car keys and cake from the 
store and is like he-ey it’s a partay let’s get stoopit. 

And BEVERLY is like at least put the cake down. 

And DAYTON 1s like oh I can dance with this here cake 
and does like the roger rabbit or something while holding 
the cake. 

And everyone's like whooo! 

And everyone goes back into the electric slide-type dance. 
And they dance all over the space, and start to get the 
table set for dinner. 

In some order, and with lots of other things happening, 
They dance and set the table, 

JASMINE pours KEISHA some wine, and BEVERLY 
takes the wine away from KEISHA, 

They dance and get the centerpiece and candles, 
JASMINE moves the centerpiece and BEVERLY moves 
it back and JASMINE moves it again and BEVERLY 
moves it back again, 

They dance and put out plates of food and bowls of food, 
and DAYTON dances over to the TV and dances while 
watching the big game and BEVERLY dances the remote 
control away from him and he dances dejectedly back into 
the kitchen to help, 
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and they dance and put out a whole other set of plates of 
food and bowls of food, 

and they dance and dance and smell the food, everything 
smells so good and dancing is so fun, 

and maybe at one point there is a conga line of fake food 
filling up the table, 

and the fake foods get stranger and stranger, 

piling up on top of each other, threatening for overflow 
the table, it’s so fun and joyful, 

and eventually they’re finally done bringing out food 

so they dance themselves to their seats, 

and all sit down at the table for dinner. 


End of Act Two. 
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ACT THREE 


BEVERLY 


Mama? 
Mama? Can you come down here please? 
We're ready for you. 


A new song starts. Entrance music. 

“Mama” comes to the top of the stairs. 

It is SUZE. The woman who has been listening. 
She’s wearing her normal clothes, and on top of them, 
something like an tvory gown with golden threads. 
And on her head, a gold turban with a rhinestone. 
All look at her. 

She looks at them. 

She Descends The Staircase. 


And takes a seat at the table. 
Eventually: 


BEVERLY 
Oh, Mama, you look beautiful. Doesn’t she look Beautiful, Jasmine? 


JASMINE 
Oh, yes. Just gorgeous. 


BEVERLY 
Do you think you might give us a little dance today, Mama? 


DAYTON 
Let the woman be. 


BEVERLY 
I’m not bothering her. 


JASMINE 
Happy birthday mama. 


BEVERLY 
Should we say grace? Let’s join hands. 
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BEVERLY (cont.) 
Keisha, take your Grandmother’s hand, what’s the matter with you. 


KEISHA does. 

BEVERLY, JASMINE and DAYTON bow their heads. 
KEISHA looks at SUZE. 

SUZE looks at all of them, and at us; she can’t help it, 
she’s just so happy to be here. 


BEVERLY 

Thank you, heavenly father, for bringing us together, 

For giving us all that we have, 

For hearing our pain and hearing our joy and guiding us through our lives 


as best you can, Dear Lord. 

Thank you for the roof over our heads, 

for the floor under our feet, 

Thank you watching over us, 

for listening to our prayers, 

for hearing our fears, 

for guiding us in accordance with your divine plan. 
Thank you, Heavenly Father, for giving us this food, 


that will nourish our bodies, just as you nourish our souls. 
Amen. 


DAYTON & JASMINE 
Amen. 


BEVERLY 
Alright, let’s eat! 


DAYTON 
This all looks amazing, Bev. 


BEVERLY, JASMINE and DAYTON start serving 
themselves. 


BEVERLY 
Thank you Dayton. 
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DAYTON 
You've outdone yourself. Don’t you think so, Jasmine? 


JASMINE 
Well, I haven’t tasted it yet. 


BEVERLY 
Mama, do you want me to fix you a plate? 


SUZE looks at her. 


BEVERLY 
Alright, then. I’ll get all your favorites. 
Keisha, what’s the matter. 


JASMINE 
Why aren’t you eating baby? 


KEISHA 
It’s not ... Um. I’m just confused. I guess. I’m just a little out of it. I- 


BEVERLY 
Drink some water. 


KEISHA 
Yeah. I’m gonna, just sit down for a second. 


JASMINE 
You are sitting down. 


KEISHA 
Yeah. Just a second. 


KEISHA sits on the floor and watches SUZE. 


JASMINE 
What’s the matter with her? 
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BEVERLY 

I don’t know. Teenagers. 

Is this enough food for you Mom? 
Dayton, do you think this is enough? 


DAYTON 
It’s fine, Beverly. 


BEVERLY 
Okay, here you go. Do you want me to cut it up for you, Mom? 


DAYTON 
She can do it, can’t you Mama Frasier? Just let her be, Bev. 


BEVERLY 
You’re right. Sorry Mama. Ok everybody, let’s eat. 


They pretend to eat. 


DAYTON 
Mmmm, mmmm, MMMM! Dang, Bev! 
You outdone yourself this year, boy. 


BEVERLY 
Is it alright? 


DAYTON 
It’s delicious, isn’t it Jasmine. 


BEVERLY 
I was worried that the potatoes would be too salty. 


JASMINE 
They are a little salty. 


DAYTON 
Well, I like ‘em. 


JASMINE 
They’re very tasty. 
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DAYTON 
Delicious! 


JASMINE 
When you get a bite of something less Flavorful with them, 
it all balances out. 


BEVERLY 
What do you think, mama? 


Beat. 


DAYTON 
Mmmm, Mmmm, Mmmm. Good. 


BEVERLY 
Dayton, you’re going to choke. 


JASMINE 
Can you stop worrying over everybody? 


DAYTON 
She has a point Bev, you gotta relax. 


JASMINE 
If you don’t relax, how’s anybody supposed to even try to enjoy 
this food you’ve prepared? 


DAYTON 
Take it easy, Bev. 
Let’s all just take a minute and calm down and eat. 


They all pretend to eat. 
KEISHA has an aside: 


KEISHA (aside) 


I just feel like something is wrong. 
I have a pit in my stomach and my heart is — 
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SUZE (to KEISHA, aside) 
I felt the same way when I was your age. 


KEISHA jumps up, startled because 
SUZE has entered her aside. 


SUZE (cont.) 
I was your age once. 


KEISHA 
What — what — 


SUZE 
Oh, Keisha, I understand you, more than you realize. 
I’ve known you since you were born. 


KEISHA 
(glares) 


SUZE 
Alright. That’s alright. 
But you can talk to me. I’m here to listen. 


SUZE makes a vague hand gesture, like a conductor. 


The music comes back on. 
The conversation picks up where they left off. 


JASMINE 

I’m telling you, if you load up your fork, 
you get a bit of that salty food on there 
with the food that isn’t seasoned, 

and it all balances out. 


BEVERLY 
Come over here and get a plate Keisha. 
I thought you were hungry. 


DAYTON 
Let the child alone, Bev. 


v. 6/12/2018 Act Three, 6 


336 


JASMINE 
Is there any butter in the potatoes? 


BEVERLY 
Oh. There is. 


JASMINE 
Well that’s dairy, isn’t it? 


BEVERLY 
It is. 


Their eyes meet — a showdown. JASMINE relents. 


JASMINE 
I just wish I’d known. 


Beat. 
Doorbell sound. 


DAYTON 
Keisha, will you get the door. 


Beat. 


BEVERLY 
Keisha? 


JASMINE 
I'll get it. 


BEVERLY 
Keisha, what’s the matter? 


KEISHA 
I’m fine. 


DAYTON 
Your mother needs you today Keisha. 


JASMINE enters. 
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JASMINE 
It’s Tyrone. He made it after all. 


JIMBO makes an entrance with music, stunting. 

On top of his clothes, a baseball cap and some sneakers. 
Maybe a chain? He raps along to his entrance music for 
us and the family, and he might try to get the crowd on 
their feet. The whole entrance should probably end with 
a bad-ass pose. 


JIMBO 
How you doin’ mama? 
Sorry I’m late, y’all. 


JASMINE 
It’s not a problem. 


DAYTON 
Hey there Tyrone. 


JIMBO Dabs. 


DAYTON 
Yup, alright. 


JASMINE 
We're all so glad you're here. 


BEVERLY 
We didn’t wait for you to start, since I didn’t know if you would make it. 


JIMBO 
Well, I did. 


BEVERLY 
Yes, you did. 


DAYTON 
Beverly. 
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JASMINE 
You must be so tired from your flight. 


JIMBO 
I’m fuckin’ spent. 


SUZE 
Tyrone. Language. 


JIMBO 
Sorry mama. 
What's up with Keisha? 


BEVERLY 
She’s just resting for a moment. I don’t think she’s feeling well. 


JIMBO 
I bet she isn’t. 


BEVERLY 
What is that supposed to mean? 


JIMBO 
How you doin’ Keisha? 


JASMINE 
Keisha, your uncle said something to you. 


JIMBO 
What’s the matter Keisha? 


SUZE 
Leave Keisha alone. 


DAYTON 
Can I get you a glass of wine, Tyrone? 


JIMBO 
Let me get a beer. 
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BEVERLY 
With dinner? 


DAYTON 
Oh, sure, I think we have a few in the fridge, don’t we Beverly? 


BEVERLY 
I’ll check. 


JIMBO 
Dope dope dope. 


BEVERLY exits. 


JASMINE 
So, Tyrone. How is work? 


JIMBO 
What? 


JASMINE 
Do you think you’re going to make partner? 


JIMBO 

I don’t know. 

Why isn’t there music on? 

Isn’t there supposed to be music on? 


SUZE 
That’s enough, Tyrone. 


JIMBO 
Come on! I want to dance! 
Five, six, seven, eight: 


Upbeat music comes on. 

JIMBO starts dancing. 

JIMBO gets SUZE up and dancing. 

Somehow they know the same dance. 

They do that thing — like an exaggerated wave, 
and JASMINE & DAYTON jump up and join in. 
KEISHA marks it. 
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BEVERLY re-enters with a bottle of beer, and joins in 


while holding a beer. 
BEVERLY 
What's all this? 
JIMBO 
We Frasiers love to dance. 
DAYTON 
You Frasiers do love to dance. 
JASMINE 
We Frasiers love to dance. 
BEVERLY 
We Frasiers love to dance. 
JIMBO 
No no no. This isn’t the kind of beer you’d have. 
BEVERLY 
What do you mean, Tyrone? 
JIMBO 
Don’t you have like ... | don’t know a forty or something. Like a Colt45? 
BEVERLY 
... Let me check. 
BEVERLY exits. 
JIMBO 
This is fun. 
Doorbell sound. 
JIMBO 
I bet it’s that girl from Keisha’s school. 
SUZE 
Alright now, Tyrone. 
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What girl? 
SUZE 
Maybe you don’t need that beer. 
DAYTON 
I'll get it. 
DAYTON gets the door; music shifts to MACK’s music. 
MACK enters, choreographed within an inch 
of all of our lives. 
There might be a costume reveal. 
There is at least one wig reveal. 
There probably isn’t a death drop, 
but if there were, it would make sense. 
Maybe a final pose, and hold for applause ... 
MACK 
(to SUZE & JIMBO) 
Was that too much? 


I didn’t want her to be boring. 


JIMBO 
No, that was dope. 


MACK 
Thank you. 


SUZE 
You guys are ruining everything. 


MACK 

Oh my god, relax. 

(cont. to ALL) 

Hello. 

I am Erika, 

a seventeen year old African American girl of non-Hispanic origin. 
I am five foot six and one hundred and thirty pounds. 

I play basketball with Keisha. 
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BEVERLY enters with forty of Colt 45. 


BEVERLY 
Oh. Hello Erika. 


MACK 
Hello Beverly. 


DAYTON 
Erika, do you want to stay for dinner? 


MACK 
I wouldn’t want to intrude. 


DAYTON BEVERLY 
It’s not a problem — Well thanks for stopping — 


MACK 
I wouldn’t want to impose. 


JASMINE 
Mama, you don’t mind if Erika stays, do you? 


SUZE 
Me? 


JASMINE 
It’s your party, mama. 


MACK (to KEISHA) 
I have what you asked for. 


KEISHA 
MACK 
You know. The, um, “assignment.” 


KEISHA 
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MACK 
That you told your family that we talked about on the phone. 


He presents an envelope. 


KEISHA 
I didn’t ask for anything. 


JIMBO 
Beverly, what is that now? 


BEVERLY takes the envelope. 


KEISHA 
Mom! 


MACK 
That is for Keisha! 


JIMBO 
What is going on with your daughter? 


BEVERLY 
What kind of “assignment” is this? 


JIMBO 
Aw sheet. 


JASMINE 
Don’t ask her, open it. 


KEISHA 
Aunt Jasmine. 


BEVERLY 
Don’t start Jasmine. 


JASMINE 
I’m not starting anything. 
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DAYTON 
This is ridiculous. Give it here. 


JIMBO 
Open it, Damon. 


SUZE 
Dayton. 


JIMBO 
Right. 


JASMINE 
What is it. 


DAYTON 
It’s —it’s— 


MACK 
No! Don’t say it. 
Keisha, I didn’t want it to come out this way. 


JIMBO 
It’s a pregnancy test! 


KEISHA 
What? 


MACK 
What? 


BEVERLY 
What? 


SUZE 
No! 


DAYTON 
What do you need that for Keisha? 


KEISHA 
I don’t — I don’t — I don’t — 
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JIMBO 
Oh, Keisha. 


MACK 
It is a love letter! 


JIMBO 
It is a pregnancy test! 


It is a pregnancy test. 


JASMINE 
Oh my lord. 


BEVERLY 
Keisha. Baby. Are you pregnant? 


KEISHA 
Mom, no. 


DAYTON 
Keisha. 


KEISHA 
It’s like literally I don’t — 


JIMBO 
Who’s baby is it? 


KEISHA 
I am not pregnant. 


MACK 
Oh, Keisha. 


KEISHA 
I’m just — I’m not pregnant. 


JASMINE 
But how do you know? 
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KEISHA 
Because I’m not — there’s no — I don’t understand what’s happening right 
now. 


MACK 
Because she and I — 


BEVERLY 
I’m so disappointed in you. 


KEISHA 
But I’m not — 


MACK 
Because she and I are — 


SUZE 
Oh, Keisha, just tell your mother and I what happened. We'll forgive you. 


MACK 
You are ruining everything. 


JASMINE 
You better take that test, Keisha. 


KEISHA 
But I’m not pregnant. 


DAYTON 
Can’t you see that your mother is hurting? 


JASMINE 
You better go on up to the bathroom and take that test. 


KEISHA 
But — 


JASMINE 
If you ain’t done nothing wrong, then you don’t have anything to worry 
about. 


KEISHA shuts her mouth, takes the test, exits. 
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JASMINE 
Mmmn. 


BEVERLY 
I don’t believe it. 


JASMINE 
Mmmn mmmn mmmn. 


BEVERLY 
I just can’t believe it. 


JASMINE 
Mmmn mmmn mmmn mmmn mmmn. 


JIMBO 
It is what it is. 
Babies having babies. 


MACK 
Grandma Frasier is going to have something to say about this. 


SUZE 
I love Keisha unconditionally. 


MACK 
Not you. Her Grandma Frasier. 


Sultry Jazz plays. 


A mama surrounded by haze at the top of the stairs. 


A bigger, golder turban. 

A bigger, golder everythang. 

It is BETS, with a cigarette. 

She slithers, then poses, then slithers, then poses, 
enjoying the dance and the spotlight. 


SUZE 
What the fuck. 


JIMBO 
Language. 
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SUZE 
Shut up. 


MACK 
She’s fabulous. 


BETS 
I am! 
Hello everyone! 


SUZE 
And what are you doing? 


BETS 
Living! 


SUZE 
Mmmn. 


BETS 
Loving! 


SUZE 
Mmmn. 


BETS 
Out Loud! 


MACK 
I love it. 


BETS 


Living, how do you say ... my best life? 


MACK 
Qween. 


BETS 
Can I tell you something? 


I want to tell you something. 
Can I say it in a special light? 
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SUZE 
No! 


A special light. 


BETS 

Thank you. 

Yes. 

As the black woman, the world tell me: shhh. 
Don’t be so proud. 

Don’t be so sexy. 


MACK 
(snaps) 


BETS 

The world tell me that I am too much. 

Too loud. 

Too aggressive. 

Always. 

Too sassy. 

Always. 

They fear me because I feel too much. I think too much. 
But you know what? 


MACK 
You tell “em, honey. 


BETS 
Iam too much. Too much for those who are Not Enough. 


KEISHA re-enters. 


KEISHA 
Who is she? 


BETS 
Iam your grandmother. 


KEISHA 
But — 
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BETS 
Shall we do a little dance? 


BETS & MACK start Mama Frasier’s birthday dance. 


JIMBO 
We're past all that. 


BETS 
But — 


JIMBO 
What does the test say? 


KEISHA 
I don’t want to say because everyone’s going to freak out. 


JASMINE 
Oh my lord. 


KEISHA 
I’m not pregnant. 


JASMINE 
It’s positive. 


KEISHA 
Yes, but I’m not pregnant. 


BEVERLY 
Let me see that. 


BETS & SUZE (in unison) 

You better let your mama (mother) see it. 
Stop it. 

This is my — 

Stop it. 

Stop. 


JASMINE 
Let me see the damn test. 
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BEVERLY 
What does it say. 


JASMINE 

It’s — it’s — 

JIMBO 

It’s positive. Like I said. 


BEVERLY 
Oh my lord. 


DAYTON 
Let me see that. 


KEISHA 
Dad -— it’s not. 


DAYTON 
My little girl. My baby. 


KEISHA 
Daddy I’m not — 
I can’t be. Erika and I haven’t even — and — 


MACK 
I thought we were - 


KEISHA 
Get away from me. 


MACK 
You’re so cruel. 


BEVERLY 
You lie to me. 


KEISHA 
Mom. 


BEVERLY 
You running around doing who knows what with who knows who - 
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KEISHA 
Mom, I’m not — 


BEVERLY 
Stop it Keisha. Just stop. 


JIMBO (sotto voce) 
Shit’s about to get real. 


BEVERLY 

Coming in my house 

sitting at my table 

eating my food 

looking me straight in my face 
and lying to me. 


KEISHA 
Mom — 


BEVERLY 
And I couldn’t see it because you’re my daughter and I love you, 
but the scales have fallen from my eyes, 


MACK (sotto voce) 
Mmn-hmm. 


BEVERLY 
and now I don’t even recognize you. 


MACK (sotto voce) 
Poof, be gone. 


BEVERLY 
You are not the daughter I raised. 


KEISHA 
No Iam, Mom. I’m- 


BEVERLY 
My daughter wouldn’t throw her whole future away. 
My daughter would go to college, get an education. 
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SUZE (sotto voce) 
Poor Keisha. 


KEISHA 
I’m going to college. 


JIMBO 
Then whatchu gonna do with your baby, Keisha? 


SUZE 
I'll take care of the baby. 


JASMINE 
You've already raised your family, mama. 


BETS 
My children have grown! It’s my time to shine! 


JASMINE 
You’ve earned your rest. 


BETS 
I want to sing jazz! 


SUZE 
No, Jasmine, talk to me. 


BETS 
You are boring. 


SUZE 
I’m not boring. I just want ... 
I wanna take care of the baby. 


KEISHA 

There is No Baby. 

I am going to go to college. 

I just want to find myself before I go — 


JIMBO takes out a stack of bills and eviction notices. 
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JIMBO 
There ain’t no money for college, Keisha. 


BEVERLY /JASMINE/SUZE/BETS/DAYTON 
What? 


JIMBO 
That dream is dead. Dead! 


KEISHA 
What are you talking about. 


DAYTON 
What's that you’ve got there? 


JIMBO 
Don’t pretend that you don’t know. 


JIMBO hands them to DAYTON. 


BETS 
What has Dayton done now? 


DAYTON (reading the bills) 
Past due. Past due. 


BEVERLY 
What?! 


JASMINE 
Oh my goodness. 


DAYTON 
I don’t understand this. 


BEVERLY 
But I’ve seen you make the payments. The mortgage payments. 
Every month. 


DAYTON 
I pay my bills. 
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JASMINE 
Where’s the money gone, Dayton? 


SUZE 
We’re not losing the house, are we? 


DAYTON 
We are not losing the house. 


JASMINE 
Dayton, where’s the money gone? 


DAYTON 
I don’t know! 


SUZE 
We started off with nothing. Worked for everything we had. 
I worked my fingers to the bone, cleaning other people’s houses, 


BEVERLY 
But you never — 


SUZE 
just so, one day, I could buy my own. 


BEVERLY 
You never worked as a maid, Mama. 


SUZE 
And just like that. It’s gone. 


BETS 
What on earth was that? 


JASMINE 
Where did all the money go? 


JIMBO 
Gambling. 


JASMINE 
No. 
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JIMBO 
Yup. 


JASMINE 
Who? 


BETS 
Dayton. 


DAYTON 
What? 


BETS 
It must be. 


JASMINE 
Of course. 


SUZE 
No! 


BETS 
Yes. 


JASMINE 
When did it start? 


MACK 
What’s gonna happen to Keisha? 


SUZE 
What have you done to this family? 


BETS 
What's going to happen to us all? 


JASMINE 
When did the gambling start? 


DAYTON 
It’s not gambling, it’s just fantasy football. I don’t understand this. 
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JASMINE 
Then where did all the money go? 


BETS 
If it’s not gambling, it’s drugs. 


JASMINE/SUZE/JIMBO/MACK/DAYTON/BEVERLY 
Drugs! 


BETS 
It’s acommon story. 


SUZE 
Who’s on Drugs? 


MACK 
... Jasmine! 


JASMINE 
You better take my name outta your mouth, Erika. 


MACK 
Sorry, I don’t know why I thought, it can’t be Jasmine. 


JIMBO 
Is it ... Beverly? 


Most gasp, and look at BEVERLY. 


BEVERLY 
Me? 


JIMBO 
I knew she was hiding something. 


DAYTON 
Oh, Beverly. 


BEVERLY 
I’m not — what drugs? 
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JASMINE 
You have been acting funny. 


BETS 
She fainted! 


SUZE 
She’s just tired. 


JASMINE 
She’s been on edge, making mistakes, 


BEVERLY 
I have not! 


JASMINE 
She’s been slipping. 


SUZE 
She’s not on anything, is she? 


BEVERLY 
I’m not mama. 


DAYTON 
This is serious Beverly. 


JIMBO 
Who’s been giving you drugs, Bea? 


SUZE 
She’s a strong woman, trying to provide for her family, not some — 


BETS 
Crack woman! 


SUZE 
Please don’t finish my sentences. 


BEVERLY 
Dayton, I don’t know what this is all about. 
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DAYTON 
Stop lying Beverly. 
Just stop. 


MACK (sotto voce) 
Ooooooch. 


DAYTON 
Have you been lying to me for so long? 
So long that it just comes naturally to you? 


JASMINE 
Well it’s not just her, Dayton, is it? 


SUZE/BETS/MACK/BEVERLY 
(gasp!) 


KEISHA 
What? 


JIMBO 
Damn. 


DAYTON 
What are you talking about. 


JASMINE 

I knew it. 

I just knew it. 
Dayton is sick. 


DAYTON 
I’m not sick. 


JASMINE 
Lost the house, Beverly’s on drugs, all this stress. 
Come on now. 


DAYTON 
I’m not sick. 


v. 6/12/2018 


Act Three, 30 


360 


MACK 
I think he is. 


JASMINE 
Oh I know he is. 


MACK 
What do you think he has. 


JASMINE 
Dayton what do you have? 


MACK 
Is it diabetes? 


JASMINE 
You got diabetes, Dayton? 


MACK 
Or worse! 


JASMINE 
Worse? 


MACK 
Like heart disease. 


JASMINE 
You gonna have a heart attack, Dayton? 


MACK 
Or, worse. 


JASMINE 
No! 


MACK 
Something venereal. 


JASMINE 
Oh my goodness! 
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MACK 
Like syphilis. 


JASMINE 
You got syphilis, Dayton?! 


DAYTON 
Syphilis?! 


SUZE / BETS 
Lord lord lord! 


DAYTON 
I don’t have syphilis! 


JASMINE 
How could you. 


MACK 
Who have you been sleeping with, Dayton? 


JIMBO 
What?! 


DAYTON 
Beverly I haven’t - 


JASMINE 
Don’t you talk to her. 


JIMBO 
How dare you! 


DAYTON 
But I haven’t — 


BEVERLY 
Why, Dayton, why? 


JIMBO 
How dare you cheat on my sister! 
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JIMBO throws food at DAYTON. 
DAYTON ducks and it hits BETS. 


JIMBO 
Mama! 
Mama I’m sorry — 


BETS 
What kind of a son throws food at his mother on her birthday? 
FOOD FIGHT, 
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KEISHA 
I need to ask you something. 


SUZE 
Of course. Keisha. You can ask me anything. 
You know that don’t you. 


KEISHA 
I know that you think you know what's best for me - 


SUZE 
I do, Keisha. 


KEISHA 
But — 


SUZE 

I've known you since the moment you were born. 

I have watched you. 

I brought you here and I watched you grow. Blossom. 


KEISHA 
But — 


SUZE 
Make beauty, out of ... out of nothing, 


KEISHA 
Please — 


SUZE 

despite such hardship, 

I’m so sorry that you’ve had to go thought that, 

but I’ve watched you find such strength, 

and I’m in awe of you and what you’ve accomplished, 

I’m so proud of you and Iam so happy for both of us, 

for all I’ve done to make you who you are. 

Oh, Keisha. 

You don’t know what it means to me. 

To see this lovely girl who I have watched for her entire life, 
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KEISHA 
No. 
Ihave known You for My entire Life. 


SUZE 

Keisha. 

KEISHA 

Stop. 
Everything stops, or gets let go. 
ALL listen to Keisha. 

KEISHA 


Please, stop. 

I know what you're going to say because ... 

Because you have told me every story I have ever heard. 
And 1... I need you to listen. 

Because I need to ask you something. 


SUZE 
Alright, Keisha. What do you want to ask me. 


KEISHA 

| Fone 

I don’t know. 

I can’t hear myself think. 

I can’t hear anything but you staring at me. 


SUZE 
I don’t know what you’re asking me to do Keisha. 


KEISHA 
I think I need to ask you ... to not be here. 
Or to let me not be here? 


SUZE 
You’re not making sense. Maybe you should sit down. 


KEISHA 


I don’t need to sit down. 
I need to ask you to leave so that I can have some space to think. 
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KEISHA (cont.) 

I can’t think in the face of you telling me who you think I am 
with your loud self and your loud eyes and your loud guilt — 
I can't hear myself think. 


SUZE 
I don't know what I did to make you treat me this way. 
All I've done, all I’ve ever done, is to try to be good to you. 


KEISHA 

Stop telling me that. 

Stop telling yourself that. 
Please. 


SUZE 
You’re not telling me what you want me to do Keisha. 


KEISHA 

I know. Because I don’t know. I just want to ... 
I want to know what that space is. 

What that space would be like. 

For me. 

Without. 

Without you — 

what should I call you. 


SUZE 
Hmmn. What would you want to call me? 


KEISHA 
Not Grandma. 


Beat. 


SUZE 
That’s. That’s fair. 


KEISHA 

I'd call you. 
Not Grandma. 
I'd call you. 
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SUZE 
You'd call me white. 


KEISHA 
I'd call you white. Yes. 
Do you mind that? 


SUZE 
Why would I mind that? 


KEISHA 
I don’t know. 


SUZE 
Do you want me to leave? 


KEISHA 

oaclO; 

But do you think I could ... 
but what if I could ... 


SUZE 
What if you could what? 


KEISHA 
What if we all could ... what if we all could ... 


SUZE 
Could what? 


KEISHA 
It would be too hard. 


SUZE 
We all could what? 


KEISHA 
And the same people who are always caught in between 
would be caught in between. 


SUZE 
What if we all could do what? 
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KEISHA 
Do you think I can ask them that anyway? 


SUZE 
Ask them what? 


KEISHA 
To switch? 


SUZE 
To switch what? 


KEISHA 

Do you think that I could - 

What if I could? 

But if I could ask the folks who call themselves white to come up here, 
do you think they would? 

Could I ask them to come up in here, 

so that we could go down out there? 

Do you think I could ask the folks who call themselves white to do that? 
To switch for a little while? 


How should I ask them, if I could? 


Could I say 

“Hi, white people. 

Come here, white people. Come on up here. 
If you’re physically able to.” 


KEISHA steps through the fourth wall. 
It’s as simple as that. 


Could I say 

“Come up here folks who identify as white, 

you know who you are. 

you can choose to come up here 

to where I’ve always been, where my family has always been. 
Sit on the couch. 

Make yourself a plate. 

Look out from where I am. 

And let me and my family go out to where you’ve always been.” 
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Could I say that? 

Could I ask them that? 
How should I ask? 

If I asked would they do it? 
How long would it take? 


Would it help if I told them that the show is ending? 

Would it help white people to come up here to where I’ve been 
if I tell them that we’ll all leave soon? 

That there are things in motion already? 

That we are all going to leave anyway? 

Could I tell them that those seats are not theirs, 

even though they paid for them? 

That no one can own a seat forever? 

That no one should? 


Could I say 

“See, there’s Terri. 

She’s our stage manager. 

She’s amazing. 

She’s white. 

She’s coming up here. 

You can come on up here too. 

Leave your coats. Leave your bags. Leave your things. 
Just stop worrying about your things, for a minute 
and worry about where you can go 

what you can do to make space for someone else for a minute, 
if you could.” 


Do I sound naive? 

Does that matter? 

Do [have to keep talking to them 
and keep talking to them 

and keep talking only to them 
only to them 

only to them 

until I have used up every word 
until I have nothing left for 

You? 


I’ve been trying to talk to You. 
This whole time. 
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Have you heard me? 

Do [have to tell them that I want them to make space for us 
for them to make space for us? 

Do I really have to tell them that? 

Do [have to tell them why I want them to go up there 
for them to go up there? 

Why I want them to sit on the sofa 

and sit on the chairs 

and sit on the carpet 

and touch the walls 

and touch the fake food 

and touch your own face pretending to look in a mirror 
but really looking into the lights? 


They’re bright aren’t they? 

Should I tell them that the lights are there to help people see them not to 
help them see anything? 

So I can be out down here with all my people of color? 
With all my colorful people? 

And we can be all of us together alone? 

And if I were to go out down here with my colorful people, 
could I tell us a story? 

If I were out down here, just us, I’d want to tell us a story. 
A story about ending. 

Or about leaving. 

Or about remaining. 

And how they’re all the same thing if the same people do them. 
But that’s not the story I want to tell us all. 

If I could tell the story I want to tell us, 

my people, 

my colorful people, 

you would hear it 

if I could tell it, 

and it would be something like 

a story about us, by us, for us, only us. 

But that’s not telling the story. 


If I could tell the story I want to tell it would begin like this: 

Once upon a time, there was a bright little girl who knew that if she 
worked twice as hard as — 

No. 

That’s not what I wanted to tell. 
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Once, there was a little boy born with the deck stacked — 
No. 
Once, the was an exceptional - 


It’s difficult because I’ve already heard so many stories. 
It’s hard to find the one I’d wanted to tell. 
It would be something like ... 


Once ... 

not once, 

not at all once. 

Many many many many times, 

there was a person who worked hard, 

a person who tried to work hard, 

and tried to do their best, 

and tried to do well by their family, 

and tried to be good, and tried to do better. 
Many many times they tried this. 

And so. 

The person became who they always were — 
who we all always are — 

A Person Trying. 


So they tried and they tried and they looked around 

at the mountains of effort that they had built with their trying 

at the piles of half built bests 

at the heaps of family 

at the hills of good enough hills and better next time, 

and as they looked around, 

as they took in the view, 

they saw what they had done to make the life that they had lived. 


And they looked to the left and saw what you had done 
to try to make the life that you have lived, 
and they took in that view. 


And they looked to the right and saw what you had done 
to try to make the life that you have lived, 
and they took in that view. 
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They took it all in. 

And in in their estimation 
they found all of it, 

their view over all of it, 
the sum of all of it, 

to be fair. 
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Cloud 9 was first performed at Dartington College of Arts 
on February 14, 1979 by the Joint Stock Theatre Group. 


The revised edition was first performed at the Royal 
Court Theatre, August 30, 1980, in a co-production with 
Joint Stock. 


ACT I 
JOINT STOCK ROYAL COURT 
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Maud Miriam Margolies Anna Nigh 
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Director: Max Stafford-Clark 
Assistant Director and Co-director: Les Waters 
Designer: Peter Hartwell 
Musical Director: Andy Roberts 
Lighting Designer: Robin Myerscough- Walker 


Cloud 9 opened in New York on May 18, 1981 at the 
Lucille Lortel Theatre, produced by Michel Stuart and 
Harvey J. Klaris in association with Michel Kleinman Pro- 
ductions. 


The cast was as follows: 
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Clive Jeffrey Jones 
Betty Zjelko Ivanek 
Joshua Don Amendolia 
Edward Concetta Tomei 
Maud Veronica Castang 
Elien/Mrs.§ £. Katherine Kerr 
Harry Bagley Nicolas Surovy 
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Director: Tommy Tune 
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Cloud Nine was written for Joint Stock Theatre Group in: 1979. I 
had worked with them before (LIGHT SHINING IN BUCK- 
INGHAMSHIRE 1976 directed by Max Stafford-Clark) and 
have since (FEN 1983 directed by Les Waters). 


Joint Stock was founded in 1974 by Max Stafford-Clark, William 
Gaskell, David Hare and David Aukin. The actors are not a 
permanent company, though many of the same people have 
appeared in several productions. Occasionally the company has 
produced a play that was already written (e.g. VICTORY by 
Howard Barker 1983) or devised a play without a writer (YES- 
TERDAY’S NEWS 1976, AN OPTIMISTIC THRUST 1981); but 
the most usual method of work is for writer, director and actors 
to spend three or four weeks on a workshop, researching the 
subject (often taken from a book, e.g. David Hare’s FAN SHEN 
1975, Stephen Lowe’s RAGGED TROUSERED PHILAN- 
THROPISTS 1978) and for the writer then to go off for about 
ten weeks to write the play. There is then a six week rehearsal, 
which gives time for the writer to revise the script, often in 
consultation with the company, and the show then plays for 
twelve weeks—four on tour, four in London, four on tour again. 


As the starting point for the CLOUD NINE workshop I sug- 
gested to Max Stafford-Clark simply “sexual politics” rather 
than any book, an unnervingly general subject which soon be- 
came specific. We formed a company considering their sexual as 
well as acting experience. With LIGHT SHINING the work- 
shop was concerned with researching a historical period remote 
from. us and then finding how we related to it, whereas with 
CLOUD NINE we started from ourselves, moving out from that 
to a more general context. Then I went away and wrote the 
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play. I originally thought it would all be set in the present like 
the second act; but the idea of colonialism as a parallel to sexual 
oppression, which I first came across in Genet, had been briefly 
touched on in the workshop. When I thought of the colonial 
setting the whole thing fell quite quickly into place. Though no 
character is based on anyone in the company, the play draws 
deeply on our experiences, and would not have been written 
without the workshop. 


There were no black members of the company and this led me 
to the idea of Joshua being so alienated from himself and so 
much aspiring to be what white men want him to be that he is 
played by a white. Similarly, Betty, who has no more respect for 
women than Joshua has for blacks, and who wants to be what 
men want her to be, is played by a man. For Edward to be 
played by a woman is within the English tradition of women 
playing boys(e.g. PETER PAN); for Cathy to be played by aman 
is a simple reversal of this. Of course, for both that reversal 
highlights how much they have to be taught to be society’s idea 
of a little boy and girl. 


The doubling in the original production was Clive-Cathy, Betty- 


Edward, Edward-Betty, Maud-Victoria, Ellen/Mrs, Saunders- 
Lin, Joshua-Gerry, Harry-Martin. The London run was at the 
Royal Court Theatre, and a year later, 1980, the Royal Court 
and Joint Stock revived the play, directed by Max Stafford-Clark 
and Les Waters, with a different cast and with this doubling: 
Clive-Edward, Betty-Gerry, Edward-Victoria, Maud-Lin, El- 
len/Mrs. Saunders-Betty, Joshua-Cathy, and again Harry-Mar- 
tin. This was partly to fit the parts to the different actors and 
partly to give us all a chance to try something new. Different 
doublings throw up different resonances. ! have a weakness for 
Clive-Cathy. Betty-Edward, Edward-Betty, throws an interest- 
ing emphasis on that relationship, while Betty-Gerry gives 
Betty her chance to be dangerous. In the second version the 
same couples reappear: Clive and Betty become Edward and 
Gerry, Edward and Harry become Victoria and Martin. And so 
on—there is no right way, just various interesting possibilities. 


The second production was seen by Michel Stuart, who pro- 
duced the play in New York at the Theatre de Lys (now the 
Lucille Lortel Theatre) directed by Tommy Tune. We made a 
few changes in the text: some cuts, mainly in Act I, Scene 3, a 
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few lines restored from an earlier version, slight alterations in 
the appearances in Act II of characters from Act I, and, the only 
structural change, moved Betty’s monologue from earlier in the 
scene to after her scene with Gerry, just before the end. I 
enjoyed working with Tune and trying different things, and am 
now left with the difficulty of deciding what text should be 
published. There is a lot that is attractive about the New York 
ending, and it provides more of an emotional climax, which is 
why we did it. But on the whole I prefer the play not to end with 
Betty’s self discovery but with her moving beyond that to a first 
attempt to make a new relationship with someone else. So I 
have left the speech in its original position. Other -small 
changes: the original song at the end of Act II, Scene 3 was cut 
and replaced by a new song, not sung by the company, at the 
end of the play; the Victorian song “A Boy’s Best Friend” was 
cut from the end of Act I, Scene 3; and Cathy was originally on a 
swing, not bouncing a ball. For this edition I have kept some 
changes that were made for New York while often keeping to 
the original. Sometimes the decision was difficult as I am very 
fond of both productions. But in any case the differences are 
quite small, and almost imperceptible to anyone less close to the 
play than I am. 


Caryl Churchill 


Clive 
Betty, his wife, played by a man 

Joshua, his black servant, played by a white 
Edward, his son, played by a woman LY 
Victoria, his daughter, a dummy | 
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Maud, his mother-in-law 
Ellen, Edward’s governess 
Harry Bagley, an explorer 
Mrs. Saunders, a widow 


| ACT II 
ne Betty 

sa Edward, her son 

it Victoria, her daughter 

th | Martin, Victoria’s husband 

: i Lin 

| : Cathy, Lin’s daughter age 5, played by a man 
Gerry, Edward’s lover 


Except for Cathy, characters in Act II are played 
by actors of their own sex. 


Act I takes place in a British colony in Africa 
in Victorian times. 
Act II takes place in London in the present, 

I, | ; but for the characters it is twenty-five years later. — 
| | | | 
a 
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ACT I 


Scene 1 


Low bright sun. Verandah. Flagpole with Union 
Jack. 

The Family—CLIvE, BETTY, EDWARD, VICTORIA, MAUD, 
ELLEN, JOSHUA. 


ALL (sung) 

Come gather, sons of England, come gather in your 
pride, 

Now meet the world united, now face it side by side; 

Ye who the earth’s wide corners, from veldt to prai- 
rie, roam. 

From bush and jungle muster all who call old En- 
gland ‘home’. 


Then gather round for England, 

Rally to the flag, 

From North and South and Kast and West 
Come one and all for England! 


CLIVE 
This is my family. Though far from home 
We serve the Queen wherever we may roam 
{ am a father to the natives here, 
And father to my family so dear. 


He presents Betty. She is played by a man. 
My wife is all I dreamt a wife should be, 
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And everything she is she owes to me. 


BETTY 
I live for Clive. The whole aim of my life 
Is to be what he looks for in a wife. 
T am a man’s creation as you see, 
And what men want is what I want to be. 


Clive presents Joshua. He is played by a white. 


CLIVE 
My boy’s a jewel. Really has the knack. 
You'd hardly notice that the fellow’s black. 


JOSHUA. 
My skin is black but oh my soul is white. 
I hate my tribe. My master is my light. 
I only live for him. As you can see, 
What white men want is what I want to be. 


Clive presents Edward. He is played by a woman. 
CLIVE 


My son is young. I’m doing all I can 
To teach him to grow up to be a man. 


EDWARD 
What father wants I’d dearly like to be. 
1 find it rather hard as you can see. 


Clive presents Victoria, who is a dummy, Maud, and 
Ellen. 


CLIVE 
No need for any speeches by the rest. 
My daughter, mother-in-law, and governess. 


ALL (sung) 
O’er countless numbers she, our Queen, 
Victoria reigns supreme; 

O’er Afric’s sunny plains, and o’er 
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Canadian frozen stream; 
The forge of war shall weld the chains of brother- 
hood secure; 
So fe all time in ev’ry clime our Empire shall en- 
ure. 


Then gather round for England, 

Rally to the flag, 

From North and South and East and West 
Come one and all for England! 


All go except Betty. 


Clive comes. 
BETTY Clive? 


CLIVE Betty. Joshua! 


Joshua comes with a drink for Clive. 


BETTY I thought you would never come. The day’s so long 
without you. 


CLIVE Long ride in the bush. 

BETTY {Is anything wrong? I heard drums. 

CLIVE Nothing serious. Beauty is a damned good mare. I 
must get some new boots sent from home. These ones 
have never been right. J have a blister. 


BETTY My poor dear foot. 


CLIVE It’s nothing. 


BETTY Oh but it’s sore. 


CLIVE We are not in this country to enjoy ourselves. Must 
have ridden fifty miles. Spoke to three different 
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headmen who would all gladly chop off each other’s 
heads and wear them round their waists. 


BETTY Clivel 


CLIVE Don’t be squeamish, Betty, let me have my joke. 
And what has my little dove done today? 


BETTY I’ve read a little. 

CLIVE Good. Is it good? 

BETTY It’s poetry. 

CLIVE You’re so delicate and sensitive. 


BETTY And I played the piano. Shall I send for the chil- 
dren? 


CLIVE Yes, in a minute. I’ve a piece of news for you. 
BETTY Good news? 

CLIVE You'll certainly think it’s good. A visitor. 
BETTY From home? 

CLIVE No. Well of course originally from home. 
BETTY Man or woman? 

CLIVE Man. 

BETTY I can’t imagine. 


CLIVE Something of an explorer. Bit of a poet. Odd chap 
but brave as a lion. And a great admirer of yours. 


BETTY What do you mean? Whoever can it be? 


CLOUD 9 


CLIVE With an H and a B. And does conjuring tricks for 
little Edward. 


BETTY That sounds like Mr. Bagley. 

CLIVE Harry Bagley. 

BETTY He certainly doesn’t admire me, Clive, what a 
thing to say. How could I possibly guess from that. He’s 
hardly explored anything at all, he’s just been up a river, 
he’s done nothing at all compared to what you do. You 
should have said a heavy drinker and a bit of a bore. 


CLIVE But you like him well enough. You don’t mind him 
coming? 


BETTY Anyone at all to break the monotony. 
CLIVE But you have your mother. You have Ellen. 
BETTY Ellen is a governess. My mother is my mother. 


CLIVE I hoped when she came to visit she would be com- 
pany for you. : 


BETTY I don’t think mother is on a visit. I think she lives 
with us. 


CLIVE I think she does. 

BETTY Clive you are so good. 

CLIVE But are you bored my love? 

BETTY It’s just that I miss you when you’re away. We’re 
not in this country to enjoy ourselves. If I lack society 


that is my form of service. 


CLIVE That’s a brave girl. So today has been all right? No 
fainting? No hysteria? 


380 


8 CLOUD 9 
BETTY I have been very tranquil. 


CLIVE Ah what a haven of peace to come home to. The 
coolth, the calm, the beauty. 


BETTY There is one thing, Clive, if you don’t mind. 
CLIVE What can I do for you, my dear? 
BETTY It’s about Joshua. 


CLIVE I wouldn’t leave you alone here with a quiet mind if 
it weren’t for Joshua. 


BETTY Joshua doesn’t like me. 
CLIVE Joshua has been my boy for eight years. He has 
saved my life. I have saved his life. He is devoted to me 


and to mine. I have said this before. 


BETTY He is rude to me. He doesn’t do what I say. Speak 
to him. 


CLIVE Tell me what happened. 
BETTY He said something improper. 
CLIVE Well, what? 

BETTY I don’t like to repeat it. 
CLIVE I must insist. 


BETTY I had left my book inside on the piano. I was in the 
hammock. I asked him to fetch it. 


CLIVE And did he not fetch it? 


BETTY Yes, he did eventually. 
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CLIVE And what did he say? 


BETTY Clive— 
CLIVE Betty. 


BETTY He said Fetch it yourself. You’ve got ree under 
that dress. 


CLIVE Joshua! 
Joshua comes. 


Joshua, madam says you spoke impolitely to her this 
afternoon. : 


JOSHUA SirP 


CLIVE When she asked ‘you to pass her book from the 
piano. 


JOSHUA She has the book, sir. 
BETTY I have the book now, but when I told you— 


CLIVE Betty, please, let me handle this. You didn’t pass it 
at onceP 


JosHUA No sir, I made a joke first. 

CLIVE What was that? 

JOSHUA I said my legs were tired, sir. That was funny 
because the book was very near, it would not make my 
legs tired to get it. 

BETTY That’s not true. 


JosHuUA Did madam hear me wrong? 


CLIVE She heard something else. 
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JOSHUA What was that, madamP 


BETTY Never mind. 


CLIVE Now Joshua, it won’t do you know. Madam doesn’t 
like that kind of joke. You must do what madam says, 
just do what she says and don’t answer back. You know 
your place, Joshua. I don’t have to say any more. 


JOSHUA No sir. 
BETTY I expect an apology. 
JosHua I apologise, madam. 


CLIVE There now. It won’t happen again, my dear. I’m 
very shocked Joshua, very shocked. 
Clive winks at Joshua, unseen by Betty. 
Joshua goes. 


CLIVE I think another drink, and send for the children, 
and isn’t that Harry riding down the hill? Wave, wave. 
Just in time before dark. Cuts it fine, the blighter. Al- 
ways a hothead, Harry. 


BETTY Can he see us? 


CLIVE Stand further forward. He'll see your white dress. 
There, he waved back. 


BETTY Do you think so? I wonder what he saw. Sometimes 
sunset is so terrifying I can’t bear to look. 


CLIVE It makes me proud. Elsewhere in the empire the 
sun is rising. 


BETTY Harry looks so small on the hillside. 


Ellen comes. 
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ELLEN Shall I bring the children? 


BETTY Shall Ellen bring the children? 


CLIVE Delightful. 


BETTY Yes, Ellen, make sure they’re warm. The night air 
is deceptive. Victoria was looking pale yesterday. 


CLIVE My love. 


Maud comes from inside the house. 
MAUD Are you warm enough Betty? 
BETTY Perfectly. 


MAUD The night air is deceptive. | 


BETTY I’m quite warm. I’m too warm. 


MAUD You're not getting a fever, I hope? She’s not strong, 
you know, Clive. I don’t know how long you'll keep her 
in this climate. 


CLIVE I look after Her Majesty’s domains, I think you can 
trust me to look after my wife. 


Ellen comes carrying Victoria, age 2. Edward, aged 9, 
lags behind. 


BETTY Victoria, my pet, say good evening to papa. 


Clive takes Victoria on his knee. 


CLIVE There’s my sweet little Vicky. What have we done 
todayP 


BETTY She wore Ellen’s hat. 
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CLIVE Did she wear Ellen’s big hat like a lady? What a 
pretty. 


BETTY And Joshua gave her a piggy back. Tell papa. Horsy 
with Joshy? 


ELLEN She’s tired. 

CLIVE Nice Joshy played horsy. What a big strong Joshy. 
Did you have a gallop? Did you make him stop and go? 
Not very chatty tonight are we? 

BETTY Edward, say good evening to papa. 

CLIVE Edward my boy. Have you done your lessons well? 

EDWARD Yes papa. 

CLIVE Did you go riding? 

EDWARD Yes papa. 


CLIVE What’s that you’re holding? 


BETTY It’s Victoria’s doll. What are you doing with it, 
Edward? 


EDWARD Minding her. 


BETTY Well I should give it to Ellen quickly. You don’t 
want papa to see you with a doll. 


CLIVE No, we had you with Victoria’s doll once before, 
Edward. 


ELLEN He’s minding it for Vicky. He’s not playing with it. 


BETTY He’s not playing with it, Clive. He’s minding it for 
Vicky. 
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CLIVE Ellen minds Victoria, let Ellen mind the doll. 


ELLEN Come, give it to me. 
Ellen takes the doll. 


EDWARD Don’t pull her about. Vicky’s very fond of her. 
She likes me to have her. 


BETTY He’s a very good brother. 


CLIVE Yes, it’s manly of you Edward, to take care of your 
little sister. We'll say no more about it. Tomorrow I'll 
take you riding with me and Harry Bagley. Would you 
like that? 


EDWARD Is he here? 


CLIVE He’s just arrived. There Betty, take Victoria now. I 
must go and welcome Harry. 


Clive tosses Victoria to Betty, who gives her to Ellen. 
EDWARD Can I come, papaP 
BETTY Is he warm enough? 
EDWARD Am I warm enough? 


CLIVE Never mind the women, Ned. Come and meet 
Harry. 
They go. The women are left. 
There is a silence. 


MAUD I daresay Mr. Bagley will be out all day and we'll see 
nothing of him. 


BETTY He plays the piano, Surely he will sometimes stay 
at home with us. 
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MAUD We can’t expect it. The men have their duties and 
we have ours. . 


BETTY He won’t have seen a piano for a year. He lives a 
very rough life. 


ELLEN Will it be exciting for you, Betty? 

MAUD Whatever do you mean, Ellen? 

ELLEN We don’t have very much society. 

BETTY Clive is my society. 

MAUD It’s time Victoria went to bed. 

ELLEN She’d like to stay up and see Mr. Bagley. 

MAUD Mr. Bagley can see her tomorrow. 

Ellen goes. | | 

MAUD You let that girl forget her place, Betty. 

BETTY Mother, she is governess to my son, I know what 
her place is. I think my friendship does her good. She is 
not very happy. 

MAUD Young women are never happy. 

BETTY Mother, what a thing to say. 


MAUD: Then when they’re older they look-back and see 
that comparatively speaking they were ecstatic. 


BETTY I’m perfectly happy. 


MAUD You are looking very pretty tonight. You were such 
a success as a young girl. You have made a most fortu- 
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nate marriage. I’m sure you will be an excellent hostess 
to Mr. Bagley. 

BETTY I feel quite nervous at the thought of entertaining. 

MAUD I can always advise you if I’m asked. 


BETTY What a long time they’re taking. I avers seem to 
be waiting for the men. 


MAUD Betty you have to learn to be patient. I am Baleae 
My mama was very patient. 


Clive approaches, supporting Caroline Saunders. 


CLIVE It is a pleasure. It is an honour. It is positively: your 
duty to seek my help. I would be hurt, I would be 
insulted by any show of independence. Your husband 
would have been one of my dearest friends if he had 
lived. Betty, look who has come, Mrs. Saunders. She has 
ridden here all alone, amazing spirit. What will you 
have? Tea or something stronger? Let her lie down, she 
is overcome. Betty, you will know what to do. 


Mrs. Saunders lies down. 
MAUD I knew it. I heard drums. We'll be killed in our beds. 
CLIVE Now, please, calm yourself. 


MAUD | am perfectly calm. I am just outspoken. If it comes 
to being killed I shall take it as calmly as anyone. 


CLIVE There is no cause for alarm. Mrs. Saunders has been 
alone since her husband died last year, amazing spirit. 
Not surprisingly, the strain has told. She has come to us 
as her nearest neighbours. 


MAUD What happened to make her come? 


CLIVE This is not an easy country for a woman. 
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MAUD Clive, I heard drums. We are not children. 

CLIVE Of course you heard drums. The tribes are con- 
stantly at war, if the term is not too grand to grace their 
squabbles. Not unnaturally Mrs. Saunders would like 
the company of white women. The piano. Poetry. 

BETTY We are not her nearest neighbours. 


CLIVE We are among her nearest neighbours and I was a 
dear friend of her late husband. She knows that she will 
find a welcome here. She will not be disappointed. She 
will be cared for. 

MAUD Of course we will care for her. 


BETTY Victoria is in bed. I must go and say goodnight. 
Mother, please, you look after Mrs. Saunders. 


CLIVE Harry will be here at once. 
Betty goes. 


MAUD How rash to go out after dark without a shawl. 

CLIVE Amazing spirit. Drink this. 

MRS. SAUNDERS Where am IP 

MAUD You are quite safe. 

MRS. SAUNDERS Clive? Clive? Thank God. This is very 
kind. How do you do? I am sorry to be a nuisance. 


Charmed. Have you a gun? I have a gun. 


Clive There is no need for guns I hope. We are all friends 
here. 


MRS. SAUNDERS I think I will lie down again. 
Harry Bagley and Edward have approached. 
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MAUD Ah, here is Mr. Bagley. 

EDWARD I gave his horse some water. 

CLIVE You don’t know Mrs. Saunders, do you Harry? She 
has at present collapsed, but she is recovering thanks to 
the good offices of my wife’s mother who I think you’ve 
met before. Betty will be along in a minute. Edward 
will go home to school shortly. He is quite a young man 
since you saw him. 

HARRY I hardly knew him. 

MAUD What news have you for us, Mr. Bagley? . 


CLIVE Do you know Mrs. Saunders, Harry? Amazing 
spirit. 


EDWARD Did you hardly know me? | 

HARRY Of course I knew you. I mean you have grown. 
EDWARD What do you expectP 

HARRY That’s quite right, people don’t get smaller. 
MAUD Edward. You should be in bed. 


EDWARD No, I’m not tired, I’m not tired am I Uncle 
Harry? 


HARRY I don’t think he’s tired. 


eh is overtired. It is past his bedtime. Say good- 
night. 


EDWARD Goodnight, sir. 


CLIVE And to your grandmother. 
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EDWARD Goodnight, grandmother. 
Edward goes. 


MAUD Shall I help Mrs. Saunders indoors? I’m afraid she 
may get a chill. 


CLIVE Shall I give her an arm? 


MAUD How kind of you Clive. I think I am strong enough. 
Maud helps Mrs. Saunders into the house. 


CLIVE Not a word to alarm the women. 
HARRY Absolutely. 


CLIVE I did some good today I think. Kept up some alli- 
ances. There’s a lot of affection there. 


HARRY They’re affectionate people. They can be very 
cruel of course. 


CLIVE Well they are savages. 
HARRY Very beautiful people many of them. 


CLIVE Joshua! (fo HARRY) I think we should sleep with 
guns. 


HARRY I haven’t slept in a house for six months. It seems 
extremely safe. 
Joshua comes. 

CLIVE Joshua, you will have gathered there’s a spot of 


bother. Rumours of this and that. You should be armed I 
think. 


JOSHUA There are many bad men, sir. I pray about it. Jesus 
will protect us. 
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CLIVE He will indeed and I'll also get you a weapon. Betty, 
come and keep Harry company. Look in the barn, 
Joshua, every night. 


Clive and Joshua go. Betty comes. 
HARRY I wondered where you were. 
BETTY I was singing lullabies. 


HARRY When I think of you J always think of you with 
Edward in your lap. 


BETTY Do you think of me sometimes thenP 


HARRY You have been thought of where no white woman 
has ever been thought of before. 


BETTY It’s one way of having adventures. I suppose I will 
never go in person. 


HARRY That’s up to you. 

BETTY Of course it’s not. I have duties. 
HARRY Are you happy, Betty? 

BETTY Where have you been? 


HARRY Built a raft and went up the river, Stayed with 
some people. The king is always very good to me. They 
have a lot of skulls around the place but not white men’s 
I think. I made up a poem one night. If I should die in 
this forsaken spot, There is a loving heart wancas a blot, 
Where I will live—and so on. 


BETTY When I’m near you it’s like going out into the 
jungle. It’s like going up the river on a raft. It’s like 
going out in the dark. 
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HARRY And you are safety and light and peace and home. 


BETTY But I want to be dangerous. 
HARRY Clive is my friend. 

BETTY I am your friend. 

HARRY I don’t like dangerous women. 
BETTY Is Mrs, Saunders dangerous? 


HARRY Not to me. She’s a bit of an old boot. 


Joshua comes, unobserved. 
BETTY Am I dangerous? 
HARRY You are rather. 
BETTY Please like me. 
HARRY I worship you. 
BETTY Please want me. 
HARRY I don’t want to want you. Of course I want you. 
BETTY What are we going to do? 


HARRY I should have stayed on the river. The hell with it. 


He goes to take her in his arms, she runs away into the 
house. Harry stays where he is. He becomes aware of 
Joshua. 


HARRY Who’s there? 
JOSHUA Only me sir. 


HARRY Got a gun now have your 
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JOSHUA Yes sir. 
HARRY Where’s Clive? 
JOsHUA Going round the boundaries sir. 
HARRY Have you checked there’s nobody in the barns? 
JOSHUA Yes sir. 
HARRY Shall we go in a barn and fuck? It’s not an order. 
JOSHUA That’s all right, yes. 
They go off. 
Scene 2 


An open space some distance from the house. MRS. 
SAUNDERS alone, breathless. CLIVE arrives. 


CLIVE Why? Why? 

MRS. SAUNDERS Don’t fuss, Clive, it makes you sweat. 

CLIVE Why ride off now? Sweat, you would sweat if you 
were in love with somebody as disgustingly capricious 
as you are. You will be shot with poisoned arrows. You 
will miss the picnic. Somebody will notice I came after 
you. 


MRS. SAUNDERS I didn’t want you to come after me. I 
wanted to be alone. ; 


CLIVE You will be raped by cannibals. 


MRS. SAUNDERS I just wanted to get out of your house. 
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CLIVE My God, what women put us through. Cruel, cruel. 
I think you are the sort of woman who would enjoy 
whipping somebody. I’ve never met one before. 


MRS. SAUNDERS Can I tell you something, Clive? 


CLIVE Let me tell you something first, Since you came to 
the house I have had an erection twenty-four hours a 
day except for ten minutes after the time we had inter- 
course. 


MRS. SAUNDERS I don’t think that’s physically possible. 


CLIVE You are causing me appalling physical suffering. Is 
this the way to treat a benefactor? 


MRS. SAUNDERS Clive, when I came to your house the 
other night I came because I was afraid. The cook was 
going to let his whole tribe in through the window. 


CLIVE I know that, my poor sweet. Amazing— 


MRS. SAUNDERS I came to you although you are not my 
nearest neighbour— 


CLIVE Rather than to the old major of seventy-two. 


MRS. SAUNDERS Because the last time he came to visit me 
Thad to defend myself with a shotgun and I thought you 
would take no for an answer. 


CLIVE But you’ve already answered yes. 


MRS. SAUNDERS I answered yes once. Sometimes I want 
to say no, 


CLIVE Women, my God. Look the picnic will start, I have 
to go to the picnic. Please Caroline— 
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MRS. SAUNDERS I think I will have to go back to my own 
house. 


CLIVE Caroline, if you were shot with poisoned arrows do 
you know what I’d do? I’d fuck your dead body and 
poison myself. Caroline, you smell amazing. You terrify 
me. You are dark like this continent. Mysterious. 
Treacherous. When you rode to me through the night. 
When you fainted in my arms. When I came to you in 
your bed, when I lifted the mosquito netting, when I 
said let me in, let me in. Oh don’t shut me out, Caroline, 
let me in. | 


He has been caressing her feet and legs. He disappears 
completely under her skirt. 


MRS. SAUNDERS Please stop. I can’t concentrate. I want to 

. go home. I wish I didn’t enjoy the sensation because I 
don’t like you, Clive. I do like living in your house 
where there’s plenty of guns. But I don’t like you at all. 
But I do like the sensation. Well I’ll have it then, I’ll have 
it, Pl have it— 

- Voices are heard singing The First Noél. 
Don’t stop. Don’t stop. 


Clive comes out from under her skirt. 
CLIVE The Christmas picnic. I came. 
MRS. SAUNDERS I didn’t. 
CLIVE I’m all sticky. 
MRS, SAUNDERS What about me? Wait. 
CLIVE All right, are your Come on. We mustn’t be found. 


MRS. SAUNDERS Don’t go now. 
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CLIVE Caroline, you are so voracious. Do let go. Tidy your- 
self up. There’s a hair in my mouth. 


Clive and Mrs. Saunders go off. Betty and Maud come, 
with Joshua carrying hamper. 


MAUD I never would have thought a guinea fowl could 
taste so like a turkey. 


BETTY I had to explain to the cook three times. 


MAUD You did very well dear. 


Joshua sits apart with gun. Edward and Harry with 
Victoria on his shoulder, singing The First Noél. Maud 
and Betty are unpacking the hamper. Clive arrives sep- 
arately. 


MAUD This tablecloth was one of my mama’s. 


BETTY Uncle Harry playing horsy. 


EDWARD Crackers crackers. 


BETTY Not yet, Edward. 


CLIVE And now the moment we have all been waiting for. 


Clive opens champagne. General acclaim. 


CLIVE Oh dear, stained my trousers, never mind. 
EDWARD Can I have some? 

MAUD Oh no Edward, not for you. 

CLIVE Give him half a glass. 


MAUD If your father says so. 
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CLIVE All rise please. To Her Majesty Queen Victoria, God 
bless her, and her husband and all her dear children. 


ALL The Queen. 


EDWARD Crackers crackers. 


General cracker pulling, hats. Clive and Harry discuss 
champagne. 


HARRY Excellent, Clive, wherever did you get itP 


CLIVE I know a chap in French Equatorial Africa. 


EDWARD I won, I won.mama. 


Ellen arrives. 


BETTY Give a hat to Joshua, he’d like it. 


Edward takes hat to Joshua. Betty takes a ball from the 
hamper and plays catch with Ellen. Murmurs of sur- 


prise and congratulations from the men whenever they 
catch the ball. 


EDWARD Mama, don’t play. You know you can’t catch a 
ball. 

BETTY He’s perfectly right. I can’t throw either. 
Betty sits down. Ellen has the ball. 

EDWARD Ellen, don’t you play either. You're no good. You 
spoil it. 
Edward takes Victoria from Harry and gives her to El- 


len. He takes the ball and throws it to Harry. Harry, 
Clive and Edward play bail. 


BETTY Ellen come and sit with me. We'll be spectators 
and clap. 
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Edward misses the bail. 


CLIVE Butterfingers. 

EDWARD I’m not. 

HABRY Throw straight now. 

EDWARD I did, I did. 

CLIVE Keep your eye on the ball. 

EDWARD You can’t throw. 

CLIVE Don’t be a baby. 

EDWARD I’m not, throw a hard one, throw a hard one— 
CLIVE Butterfingers. What will Uncle Harry think of youP 


EDWARD It’s your fault. You can’t throw. I hate you. 
He throws the ball wildly in the direction of Joshua. 


CLIVE Now you've lost the ball. He’s lost the ball. 
EDWARD It’s Joshua’s fault. Joshua’s butterfingers. 


CLIVE I don’t think I want to play any more. Joshua, find 
the ball will you? 


EDWARD Yes, please play. I’ll find the ball. Please play. 


CLIVE You’re so silly and you can’t catch. You'll be no good 
at cricket. 


MAUD Why don’t we play hide and seek? 


EDWARD Because it’s a baby game. 
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BETTY You’ve hurt Edward’s feelings. 


CLIVE A boy has no business having feelings. 


HARRY Hide and seek. I'll be it. Everybody must hide. 
This is the base, you have to get home to base. 


EDWARD Hide and seek, hide and seek. 

HARRY Can we persuade the ladies to join us? 
MAUD I’m playing. I love ance 

BETTY I always get found straight away. 

ELLEN Come on, Betty, do. Vicky wants to play. 


EDWARD You won’t find me ever. 


They all go except Clive, Harry, Joshua. 


HARRY It is safe, I suppose? 


CLIVE They won’t go far. This is very much my territory 
and it’s broad daylight. Joshua will keep an open eye. | | 


HARRY Well I must give them a hundred. You don’t know i 
what this means to me Clive. A chap can only go on so | 
long alone. I can climb mountains and go down rivers, 
but what’s it for? For Christmas and England and games 
and women singing. This is the empire, Clive. It’s not 
me putting a flag in new lands. It’s you. The empire is 
one big family. I’m one of its black sheep, Clive. And I 
know you think my life is rather dashing. But I want you 
to know I admire you. This is the empire, Clive and I | 
serve it. With all my heart. ; i 


CLIVE I think that’s about a hundred. 


HARRY Ready or not, here I come! 
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He goes. 


CLIVE Harry Bagley is a fine man, Joshua. You should be 
proud to know him. He will be in history books. 


JOSHUA Sir, while we are alone. 


CLIVE Joshua of course, what is itP You always have my 
ear. Any time. 


JOSHUA Sir, I have some information. The stable boys are 
not to be trusted. They whisper. They go out at night. 
They visit their people. Their people are not my peo- 
ple. I do not visit my people. 


CLIVE Thank you, Joshua. They certainly look after 
Beauty. I'll be sorry to have to replace them. 


JOSHUA They carry knives. 

CLIVE Thank you, Joshua. 

JOSHUA And, sir. 

CLIVE I appreciate this, Joshua, very much. 
JOSHUA Your wife. 

CLIVE Ah, yes? 

JOSHUA She also thinks Harry Bagley is a fine man. 
CLIVE Thank you, Joshua. 

JOSHUA Are you going to hide? 


CLIVE Yes, yes I am. Thank you. Keep your eyes open 
Joshua. 


JOSHUA I do, sir. 
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Clive goes. Joshua goes. Harry and Betty race back to 
base. 


BETTY I can’t run, I can’t run at all. 
HARRY There, I’ve caught you. 

BETTY Harry, what are we going to doP 
HARRY It’s impossible, Betty. 


BETTY Shall we run away together? 


Maud comes. 
MAUD I give up. Don’t catch me. I have been stung. 
HARRY Nothing serious I hope. 
MAUD I have ointment in my bag. I always carry ointment. 


I shall just sit down and rest. I am too old for al] this fun. 
Hadn’t you better be seeking, Harry? 


Harry goes. Maud and Betty are alone for some time. 
They don’t speak. Harry and Edward race back. 


EDWARD I won, I won, you didn’t catch me. 
HARRY Yes I did. 

EDWARD Mama, who was firstP 

BETTY I wasn’t watching. I think it was Harry. 


EDWARD It wasn’t Harry. You’re no good at t judging. I 
won, didn’t I grandma? 


MAUD I expect so, since it’s Christmas. 


EDWARD I won, Uncle Harry. I’m better than you. 
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BETTY Why don’t you help Uncle Harry look for the 
others? 


EDWARD Shall IP 
HARRY Yes, of course. 


BETTY Run along then. He’s just coming. . 
Edward goes. 
Harry, I shall scream. 


HARRY Ready or not, here I come. 
Harry runs off: 


BETTY Why don’t you go back to the house, mother, and 
rest your insect-bite? 


MAUD Betty, my duty is here. I don’t like what I see. Clive 
wouldn’t like it, Betty. I am your mother. 


BETTY Clive gives you a home because you are my 
“mother. ; 


Harry ‘comes back. | 
HARRY I can’t find anyone else. I'm getting quite hot. 
BETTY Sit down a minute. 

HARRY I can’t do that. I’m he. How’s your sting? 
MAUD It seems to be swelling up. 


BETTY Why don’t you go home and rest? Joshua will go 
with you. Joshua! 


HARRY I could take you back. 


MAUD That would be charming. 
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BETTY You can’t go. You’re he. 


Joshua comes. 


BETTY Joshua, my mother wants to go back to the house. 
Will you go with her please. 


JOSHUA Sir told me I have to keep an eye. 


BETTY I am telling you to go back to the house. Then you 
can come back here and keep an eye, 


MAUD Thank you Betty. I know we have our little differ- 
ences, but I always want what is best for you. 


Joshua and Maud go. 

HARRY Don’t give way. Keep calm, 

BETTY IJ shall kill myself. 

HARRY Betty, you are a star in my sky. Without you I 
would have no sense of direction. I need you, and I need 
you where you are, I need you to be Clive’s wife. I need 
to go up rivers and know you are sitting here thinking of 
me. 


BETTY I want more than that. Is that wicked of me? 


HARRY Not wicked, Betty. Silly. 


Edward calls in the distance, 
EDWARD Uncle Harry, where are youP 
BETTY Can’t we ever be alone? 
HARRY You are a mother. And a daughter. And a wife. 


BETTY I think I shall go and hide again. 
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Betty goes. Harry goes. Clive chases Mrs. Saunders 
across the stage. Edward and Harry call in the distance. 


EDWARD Uncle Harry! 


HARRY Edward! 


Edward comes. 


EDWARD Uncle Harry]! 
Harry comes. 
There you are. I haven’t found anyone have you? 


HARRY I wonder where they all are. 

EDWARD Perhaps they’re lost forever. Perhaps they’re 
dead. There’s trouble going on isn’t there, and nobody 
says. because of not frightening the women and chil- 
dren. 

HARRY Yes, that’s right. 

EDWARD Do you think we'll be killed in our beds? 

HARRY Not very likely. 

EDWARD I can’t sleep at night. Can youP 


HARRY I’m not used to sleeping in a house. 


EDWARD If I’m awake at night ¢an I come and see you? I 
won't wake you up. Til only come in if you’re awake. 


HARRY You should try to sleep. 


EDWARD I don’t mind being awake because I make up 
adventures. Once we were on a raft going down to the 
rapids. We've lost the paddles because we used them to 
fight off the crocodiles. A crocodile comes at me and I 
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stab it again and again and the blood is everywhere and 
it tips up the raft and it has you by the leg and it’s biting 
your leg right off and I take my knife and stab it in the 
throat and rip open its stomach and it lets go of you but 
it bites my hand but it’s dead. And I drag you onto the 
river bank and I’m almost fainting with pain and we lie 
there in each other’s arms. 


HARRY Have [I lost my legP 
EDWARD I forgot about the leg by then. 
HARRY Hadn’t we better look for the others? 


EDWARD Wait. I’ve got something for you. It was in 
mama’s box but she never wears it. 


Edward gives Harry a necklace. 


You don’t have to wear it either but you might like it to 
look at. 


HARRY It’s beautiful. But you'll have to put it back. 
EDWARD I wanted to give it to you. 


HARRY You did. It can go back in the box. You still gave it 
to me. Come on now, we have to find the others. 


EDWARD Harry, I love you. 

HARRY Yes I know. I love you too. 

EDWARD You know what we did when you were here 
before. I want to do it again. I think about it all the time. 
I try to do it to myself but it’s not as ad Don’t you 
want to any more? 


HARRY I do, but it’s a sin and a crime and it’s also wrong. 


EDWARD But we'll do it anyway won’t we? 
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HARRY Yes of course. 


EDWARD I wish the others would all be killed. Take it out 
now and let me see it. 


HARRY No. 

EDWARD Is it big now? 

HARRY Yes. 

EDWARD Let me touch it. 

HARRY No. 

EDWARD Just hold me. 

HARRY When you can’t sleep. 

EDWARD We'd better find the others then. Come on. 


HARRY Ready or not, here we come. 


They go out with whoops and shouts. Betty and Ellen 
come. 


BETTY Ellen, [ don’t want to play any more. 
ELLEN Nor do I, Betty. 


BETTY Come and sit here with me. Oh Ellen, what will 
become of me? 


ELLEN Betty, are you crying? Are you laughing? 
BETTY Tell me what you think of Harry Bagley. 
ELLEN He’s a very fine man. 


BETTY No, Ellen, what you really think. 
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ELLEN I think you think he’s very handsome. 


BETTY And don’t you think he is? Oh Ellen, you're so good 
and I’m so wicked. 


ELLEN I’m not so good as you think. 


Edward comes. 
EDWARD I’ve found you. 
ELLEN We’re not hiding Edward. 
EDWARD But I found you. 
ELLEN We're not playing, Edward, now run along. 
EDWARD Come on, Ellen, do play. Come on, mama. 
ELLEN Edward, don’t pull your mama like that. 


BETTY Edward, you must do what your governess says. Go 
and play with Uncle Harry. 


EDWARD Uncle Harry! 
Edward goes. 


BETTY Ellen, can you keep a secret? 
ELLEN Oh yes, yes please. 


BETTY I love Harry Bagley. I want to go away with him. 
There, I’ve said it, it’s true. 


ELLEN How do you know you love himP 
BETTY I kissed him. 


ELLEN Betty. 
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BETTY He held my hand like this. Oh I want him to do it 
again. I want him to stroke my hair. 


ELLEN Your lovely hair. Like this, Betty? 

BETTY I want him to put his arm around my waist. 
ELLEN Like this, Betty? 

BETTY Yes, oh I want him to kiss me again. 


ELLEN Like this Betty? 
Ellen kisses Betty. 


BETTY Ellen, whatever are you doing? It’s not a joke. 


ELLEN I’m sorry, Betty. You’re so pretty. Harry Bagley 
doesn’t deserve you. You wouldn’t really go away with 
him? 


BETTY Oh Ellen, you don’t know what I suffer. You don’t 
know what love is. Everyone will hate me, but it’s worth 
it for Harry’s love. 


ELLEN I don’t hate you, Betty, I love you. 


BETTY Harry says we shouldn’t go away. But he says he 
worships me. 


ELLEN I worship you Betty. 


BETTY Oh Ellen, you are my only friend. 
They embrace. The others have all gathered together. 
Maud has rejoined the party, and Joshua. 

CLIVE Come along everyone, you mustn’t miss Harry’s 
conjuring trick. 
Betty and Ellen go to join the others. 


CLOUD 9 37 
MAUD I didn’t want to spoil the fun by not being here. 


HARRY What is it that flies all over the world and is up my 
sleeve? 


Harry produces a union jack from up his sleeve. Gen- 
eral acclaim. 


CLIVE I think we should have some singing now. Ladies, I 
rely on you to lead the way. 


ELLEN We have a surprise for you. I have taught Joshua a 
Christmas carol. He has been singing it at the piario but 
I'm sure he can sing it unaccompanied, can’t you, 
Joshua? 


JOSHUA 
In the deep midwinter 
Frosty wind made moan, 
Earth stood hard as iron, 
Water like a stone. 
Snow had fallen snow on snow 
Snow on snow, 
In the deep midwinter 
Long long ago. 


What can I give him 
Poor as I amP 

If I were a shepherd 

I would bring a lamb. 
If I were a wise man 

I would do my part 
What I can I give him, 
Give my heart. 


Scene 3 


Inside the house. BETTY, MRS. SAUNDERS, MAUD with 
VICTORIA. The blinds are down so the light isn’t bright 
| though it is day outside. CLIVE looks in. 
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CLIVE Everything all right? Nothing to be frightened of. 


Clive goes. Silence. 


MAUD Clap hands, daddy comes, with his pockets full of 
plums. All for Vicky. 


Silence. 
MRS. SAUNDERS Who actually does the flogging? 
MAUD I don’t think we want to imagine. 
MRS, SAUNDERS I imagine Joshua. 


BETTY Yes I think it would be Joshua. Or would Clive do it 
himself? 


MRS. SAUNDERS Well we can ask them afterwards. 
MAUD I don’t like the way you speak of it, Mrs. Saunders. 
MRS. SAUNDERS How should I speak of it? 


MAUD The men will do it in the proper way, whatever it is. 
We have our own part to play. 


MRS. SAUNDERS Harry Bagley says they should just be 
sent away. I don’t think he likes to see them beaten. 


BETTY Harry is so tender-hearted. Perhaps he is right. 


MAUD Harry Bagley is not altogether—He has lived in this 
country a long time without any responsibilities. It is 
part of his charm but it hasn’t improved his judgment. If 
the boys were just sent away they would go back to the 
village and make more trouble. 


MRS. SAUNDERS And what will they say about us in the 
village if they’ve been flogged? 
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BETTY Perhaps Clive should keep them here. 


MRS. SAUNDERS That is never wise. 
BETTY Whatever shall we do? 


MAUD I don’t think it is up to us to wonder. The men don’t 
tell us what is going on among the tribes, so how can we 
possibly make a judgment? 


MRS. SAUNDERS I know a little of what is going on. 
BETTY Tell me what you know. Clive tells me nothing. 


MAUD You would not want to be told about it, Betty. It is 
enough for you that Clive knows what is happening. 
Clive will know what to do. Your ie always knew 
what to do. 


BETTY Are you saying you would do something different, 
Caroline? 


MRS. SAUNDERS I would do what I did at my own home. I 
left. I can’t see any way out except to leave. I will leave 
here. I will keep leaving everywhere I suppose. 


MAUD Luckily this household has a head. I am squeamish 
myself, But Clive is not. 


BETTY You are leaving here then Caroline? 


MRS. SAUNDERS Not immediately. I’m sorry. 


Silence. 


MRS. SAUNDERS I wonder if it’s over. 


Edward comes in. 


BETTY Shouldn’t you be with the men, Edward? 
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EDWARD I didn’t want to see any more. They got what 
they deserved. Uncle Harry said I could come in. 


MRS. SAUNDERS J never allowed the servants to be beaten 
in my own house. I’m going to find out what’s happen- 
ing. 


Mrs. Saunders goes out. 
BETTY Will she go and look? 


MAUD Let Mrs. Saunders be a warning to you, Betty. She is 
alone in the world. You are not, thank God. Since your 
father died, I know what it is to be unprotected. Vicky is 
such a pretty little girl. Clap hands, daddy comes, with 
his pockets full of plums. All for Vicky. 


Edward, meanwhile, has found the doll and is playing 
clap hands with her. 


BETTY Edward, what have you got there? 

EDWARD I’m minding her. 

BETTY Edward, I’ve told you before, dolls are for girls. 

MAUD Where is Ellen? She should be looking after Ed- 
ward. (She goes to the door) Ellen! Betty, why do you let 
that girl mope about in her own room? That’s not what 
she’s come to Africa for. 

BETTY You must never let the boys at school know you like 
dolls. Never, never. No one will talk to you, you won’t 
be on the cricket team, you won’t grow up to be a man 
like your papa. 

EDWARD I don’t want to be like papa. I hate papa. 


MAUD Edward! Edward! 
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BETTY You're a horrid wicked boy and papa will beat you. 
Of course you don’t hate him, you love him. Now give 
Victoria her doll at once. 


EDWARD She’s not Victoria’s doll, she’s my doll. She 
doesn’t love Victoria and Victoria doesn’t love her. Vic- 
toria never even plays with her. 


MAUD Victoria will learn to play with her. 


EDWARD She’s mine and she loves me and she won’t be 


happy if you take her away, she'll cry, she’ll cry, she'll 
cry. 


Betty takes the doll away, slaps him, bursts into tears. 
Ellen comes in. 


BETTY Ellen, look what you’ve done. Edward’s got the 
doll again. Now, Ellen, will you please do your job. 


ELLEN Edward, you are a wicked boy. I am going to lock 
you in the nursery until supper time. Now go upstairs 
this minute. 


She slaps Edward, who bursts into tears and goes out. 
I do try to do what you want. I’m so sorry. 
Ellen bursts into tears and goes out. 

MAUD There now, Vicky’s got her baby back. Where did 
Vicky’s naughty baby go? Shall we smack her? Just a 
little smackP (MAUD smacks the doll hard.) There, now 
she’s a good baby. Clap hands, daddy comes, with his 


pockets full of plums. All for Vicky’s baby. When I was a 
_ child we honoured our parents. My mama was an angel. 


Joshua comes in. He stands without speaking, 
BETTY Joshua? 


JOSHUA Madam? 
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BETTY Did you want something? 


JOSHUA Sent to see the ladies are all right, madam. 


Mrs. Saunders comes in. 


MRS. SAUNDERS We’re very well thank you Joshua, and 
how are you? 


JOSHUA Very well thank you Mrs. Saunders. 

MRS. SAUNDERS And the stable boys? 

JOSHUA They have had justice, madam. 

MRS. SAUNDERS So I saw. And does your arm ache? 
MAUD This is not a proper conversation, Mrs. Saunders. 


MRS. SAUNDERS You don’t mind beating your own peo- 
ple? 


JOSHUA Not my people, madam. 
MRS. SAUNDERS A different tribe? 


JOSHUA Bad people. 
Harry and Clive come in. 


CLIVE Well this is all very gloomy and solemn. Can we 
have the shutters open? The heat of the day has gone, 
we could have some light, I think. And cool drinks on 
the verandah, Joshua. Have some lemonade yourself. It 
is most refreshing. 


Sunlight floods in as the shutters are opened. Edward 
comes. 


EDWARD Papa, papa, Ellen tried to lock me in the nurs- 
ery. Mama is going to tell you of me. Id rather tell you 
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myself. I was playing with Vicky’s doll again and I know 
it’s very bad of me. And I said I didn’t want to be like 
you and I said I hated you. And it’s not true and I’m 
sorry, ?’'m sorry and please beat me and forgive me. 


CLIVE Well there’s a brave boy to own up. You should 
always respect and love me, Edward, not for myself, I 
may not deserve it, but as I respected and loved my own 
father, because he was my father. Through our father 
we love our Queen and our God, Edward. Do you un- 
derstand? It is something men understand. 


EDWARD Yes papa. 


CLIVE Then I forgive you and shake you by the hand. You 
spend too much time with the women. You may spend 
more time with me and Uncle Harry, little man. 


EDWARD I don’t like women. I don’t like dolls. I love you, 
papa, and I love you, Uncle Harry. 


CLIVE There’s a fine fellow. Let us go out onto the veran- 
dah. 


They all start to go. Edward takes Harry’s hand and 
goes with him. Clive draws Betty back. They embrace. 


BETTY Poor Clive. 


CLIVE It was my duty to have them flogged. For you and 
Edward and Victoria, to keep you safe. 


BETTY It is terrible to feel betrayed. 


CLIVE You can tame a wild animal only so far. They revert 
to their true nature and savage your hand. Sometimes I 
feel the natives are the enemy. I know that is wrong. I 
know I have a responsibility towards them, to care for 
them and bring them all to be like Joshua. But there is 
something dangerous. Implacable. This whole conti- 
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nent is my enemy. I am pitching my whole mind and 
will and reason and spirit against it to tame it, and I 
sometimes feel it will break over me and swallow me 


up. 
BETTY Clive, Clive, I am here. I have faith in you. 


CLIVE Yes, I can show you my moments of weakness, 
Betty, because you are my wife and because I trust you. 
I trust you, Betty, and it would break my heart if you did 
not deserve that trust. Harry Bagléy is my friend. It 
would break my heart if he did not deserve my trust. 


BETTY I’m sorry, I’m sorry. Forgive me. It is not Harry’s 
fault, it is all mine. Harry is noble. He has rejected me. It 
is my wickedness, I get bored, I get restless, I imagine 
things. There is something so wicked in me Clive. 


CLIVE J have never thought of you having the weakness of 
your sex, only the good qualities. 


BETTY I am bad, bad, bad— 


CLIVE You are thoughtless, Betty, that’s all. Women can be 
treacherous and evil. They are darker and more dan- 
gerous than men. The family protects us from that, you 
protect me from that. You are not that sort of woman. 
You are not unfaithful to me, Betty. I can’t believe you 
are. It would hurt me so much to cast you off. That 
would be my duty. 


BETTY No, no, no. 
CLIVE Joshua has seen you kissing. 
BETTY Forgive me. 


CLIVE But I don’t want to know about it. I don’t want to 
know. I wonder of course, I wonder constantly. If Harry 
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Bagley was not my friend I would shoot him. If I shot 
you every British man and woman would applaud me. 
But no. It was a moment of passion such as women are 
too weak to resist. But you must resist it, Betty, or it will 
destroy us. We must fight against it. We must resist this 
dark female lust, Betty, or it will swallow us up. 


BETTY I do, I do resist. Help me. Forgive me. 


CLIVE Yes I do forgive you. But I can’t feel the same about 
you as I did. You are still my wife and we still have duties 
to the household. 


They go out arm in arm, As soon as they have gone 
Edward sneaks back to get the doll, which has been 
dropped on the floor. He picks it up and comforts it. 
Joshua comes through with a tray of drinks. 


JOSHUA Baby. Sissy. Girly. 
Joshua goes. Betty calls from off. 


BETTY Edward? 
Betty comes in. 
BETTY There you are, my darling. Come, papa wants us all 


to be together. Uncle Harry is going to tell how he 
caught a crocodile. Mama’s sorry she smacked you. 


They embrace. Joshua comes in again, passing through. 


BETTY Joshua, fetch me some blue thread from my sewing 
box. It is on the piano. 


JOSHUA You’ve got legs under that skirt. 
BETTY Joshua. 


JOSHUA And more than legs. 
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BETTY Edward, are you going to stand there and let a 
servant insult your mother? 


EDWARD Joshua, get my mother’s thread. 
josHua Oh little Eddy, playing at master. It’s only a joke. 
EDWARD Don’t speak to my mother like that again. 


josHua Ladies have no sense of humour. You like a joke 
with Joshua. 


EDWARD You fetch her sewing at once, do you hear me? 
You move when I speak to you, boy. 


JOSHUA Yes sir, master Edward sir. 
“Joshua goes. 


BETTY Edward, you were wonderful. 
She goes to embrace him but he moves away. 


EDWARD Don’t touch me. 
SONG-—-A Boy's Best Friend-—ALL. 


While plodding on our way, the toilsome road of life, 
How few the friends that daily there we meet! 

Not many will stand by in trouble and in strife, 

With counsel and affection ever sweet! 

But there is one whose smile will ever on us beam, 
Whose love is dearer far than any other; 

And wherever we may turn 

This lesson we will learn 

A boy’s best friend is his mother. 


Then cherish her with care 

And smooth her silv’ry hair, 

When gone you will never get another. 
And wherever we may turn 

This lesson we shall learn, 

A boy’s best friend is his Mother. 
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Scene 4 


The verandah as in Scene 1. Early morning. Nobody 
there, JOSHUA comes out of the house slowly and stands 
for some time doing nothing. EDWARD comes out. 


EDWARD Tell me another bad story, Joshua. Nobody else is 
even awake yet. 


JOSHUA First there was nothing and then there was the 
great goddess. She was very large and she had golden 
eyes and she made the stars and the sun and the earth. 
But soon she was miserable and lonely and she cried 
like a great waterfall and her tears made all the rivers in 
the world. So the great spirit sent a terrible monster, a 
tree with hundreds of eyes and a long green tongue, 
and it came chasing after her and she jumped into a 
lake and the tree jumped in after her, and she jumped 
right up into the sky. And the tree couldn’t follow, he 
was stuck in the mud. So he picked up a big handful of 
mud and he threw it at her, up among the stars, and it 
hit her on the head, And she fell down onto the earth 
into his arms and the ball of mud is the moon in the sky. 
And then they had children which is all of us. 


EDWARD It’s not true, though. 


JOSHUA Of course it’s not true. It’s a bad story. Adam and 
Eve is true. God made man white like him and gave 
him the bad woman who liked the snake and gave us all 
this trouble. 


Clive and Harry come out. 
CLIVE Run along now, Edward. No, you may stay. You 


mustn’t repeat anything you hear to your mother or 
your grandmother or Ellen. 
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EDWARD Or Mrs. Saunders? 

CLIVE Mrs. Saunders is an unusual woman and does not 
require protection in the same way. Harry, there was 
trouble last night where we expected it. But it’s all over 


now. Everything is under control but nobody should 
leave the house today I think. 


HARRY Casualties? 


CLIVE No, none of the soldiers hurt thank God. We did a 
certain amount, set a village on fire and so forth. 


HARRY Was that necessary? 

CLIVE Obviously, it was necessary, Harry, or it wouldn’t 
have happened. The army will come and visit, no 
doubt. You'll like that, eh, Joshua, to see the British 


army? And a treat for you, Edward, to see the soldiers. 
Would you like to be a soldier? 


EDWARD I’d rather be an explorer. 


CLIVE Ah, Harry, like you, you see. I didn’t know an ex- 
plorer at his age. Breakfast, I think, Joshua. 


Clive and Joshua go in. Harry is following. 


EDWARD Uncle. 
Harry stops. 
EDWARD Harry, why won’t you talk to meP 
HARRY Of course I'll talk to you. 
EDWARD If you won’t be nice to me I'll tell father. 
HARRY Edward, no, not a word, never, not. to your 


mother, nobody, please. Edward, do you understand? 
Please. 


es 
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EDWARD I won't tell. I promise I'll never tell. I’ve cut my 
finger and sworn. 


HARRY There’s no need to get so excited Edward. We 
can’t be together all the time. I will have to leave soon 
anyway, and go back to the river. 

EDWARD You can’t, you can’t go. Take me with you. 

ELLEN Edward! 


HARRY I have my duty to the Empire. 
Harry goes in. Ellen comes out. 


ELLEN Edward, breakfast time. Edward. 
EDWARD I’m not hungry. 


ELLEN Betty, please come and speak to Edward. 
Betty comes. 


BETTY Why what’s the matter? 
ELLEN He won’t come in for breakfast. 
BETTY Edward, I shall call your father. 


EDWARD You can’t make me eat. 
He goes in. Betty is about to follow. 


ELLEN Betty. 
Betty stops. 


ELLEN Betty, when Edward goes to school will I have to 
leave? 


BETTY Never mind, Ellen dear, you'll get another place. 
I'll give you an excellent reference. 
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ELLEN I don’t want another place, Betty. I want to stay 
with you forever. 


BETTY If you go back to England you might get married, 
Ellen. You’re quite pretty, you shouldn’t despair of get- 
ting a husband. 


ELLEN I don’t want a husband. I want you. 
BETTY Children of your own, Ellen, think. 


ELLEN I don’t want children, I don’t like children. I just 
want to be alone with you, Betty, and sing for you and 
kiss you because I love you, Betty. 


BETTY I love you too, Elen dear. But women have their 
duty as soldiers have, You must be a mother if you can. 


ELLEN Betty, Betty, I love you so much. I want to stay 
with you forever, my love for you is eternal, stronger 
than death. I’d rather die than leave you, Betty. 


BETTY No you wouldn’t. Ellen, don’t be silly. Come, don’t 
cry. You don’t feel what you think you do. It’s the loneli- 
ness here and the climate is very confusing. Come and 
have breakfast, Ellen dear, and Ill forget all about it. 


Ellen goes, Clive comes. 
BETTY Clive, please forgive me. 


CLIVE Will you leave me alone? 


Betty goes back into the house. Harry comes. 


CLIVE Women, Harry. I envy you going into the jungle, a 
man’s life. 


HARRY I envy you. 
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CLIVE Harry, I know you do. I have spoken to Betty. 


HARRY I assure you, Clive— 
CLIVE Please say nothing about it. 
HARRY My friendship for you— 


CLIVE Absolutely. I know the friendship between us, 
Harry, is not something that could be spoiled by the 
weaker sex. Friendship between men is a fine thing. It is 
the noblest form of relationship. 


HARRY I agree with you. 


CLIVE There is the necessity of reproduction. The family 
is all important. And there is the pleasure. But what we 
put ourselves through to get that pleasure, Harry. 
When I heard about our fine fellows last night fighting 
those savages to protect us I thought yes, that is what I 
aspire to. I tell you Harry, in confidence, I suddenly got 
out of Mrs. Saunders’ bed and came out here on the 
verandah and looked at the stars. 


HARRY I couldn’t sleep last night either. 

CLIVE There is something dark about women, that threat- 
ens what is best in us. Between men that light burns 
brightly. 

HARRY I didn’t know you felt like that. 


CLIVE Women are irrational, demanding, inconsistent, 
treacherous, lustful, and they smell different from us. 


HARRY Clive— 


CLIVE Think of the comradeship of men, Harry, sharing 
adventures, sharing danger, risking their lives together. 
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Harry takes hold of Clive. 


CLIVE What are you doing? 
HARRY Well, you said— 
CLIVE I said what? 


HARRY Between men. 
Clive is speechless. 


I’m sorry, I misunderstood, I would never have dreamt, 
I thought— 


CLIVE My God, Harry, how disgusting. 
HARRY You will not betray my confidence. 
CLIVE I feel contaminated. 


HARRY I struggle against it. You cannot imagine the 
shame. I have tried everything to save myself. 


CLIVE The most revolting perversion. Rome fell, Harry, 
and this sin can destroy an empire. 


HARRY It is not a sin, it is a disease. 

CLIVE A disease more dangerous than diphtheria. Effemi- 
nacy is contagious. How I have been deceived. Your 
face does not look degenerate. Oh Harry, how did you 
sink to this? 

HARRY Clive, help me, what am I to do? 


CLIVE You have been away from England too long. 


HARRY Where can I go except into the jungle to hide? 
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CLIVE You don’t do it with the natives, Harry? My God, 
what a betrayal of the Queen. 


HARRY Clive, I am like a man born crippled. Please help 
me. 


CLIVE You must repent. 
HARRY I have thought of killing myself. 
CLIVE That is a sin too. 


HARRY There is no way out. Clive I beg of you do not 
betray my confidence. 


CLIVE I cannot keep a secret like this. Rivers will be 
named after you, it’s unthinkable. You must save your- 
self from depravity. You must get married. You are not 

- unattractive to women. What a relief that you and Betty 
were not after all—good God, how disgusting. Now Mrs. 
Saunders. She’s a woman of spirit, she could go with you 
on your expeditions. 


HARRY I suppose getting married wouldn’t be any worse 
than killing myself. 


CLIVE Mrs. Saunders! Mrs. Saunders! Ask her now, Harry. 
Think of England. 


Mrs. Saunders comes, 
Clive withdraws. Harry goes up to Mrs. Saunders. 


HARRY Mrs. Saunders, will you marry me? 
MRS. SAUNDERS Why? 
HARRY We are both alone. 


MRS. SAUNDERS I choose to be alone, Mr. Bagley. If I can 
look after myself, I’m sure you can. Clive, I have some- 
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thing important to tell you. I’ve just found Joshua put- 
ting earth on his head. He tells me his parents were 
killed last night by the British soldiers. I think you owe 
him an apology on behalf of the Queen. 


CLIVE Joshua! Joshua! 


MRS. SAUNDERS Mr. Bagley, I could never be a wife again. 
There is only one thing about marriage that I like. 


Joshua comes. 


CLIVE Joshua, I am horrified to hear what has happened. 
Good God! 


MRS. SAUNDERS His father was shot. His mother died in 
the blaze. 


Mrs. Saunders goes. 


CLIVE Joshua, do you want a day offP Do you want to go to 
your people? 


JOSHUA Not my people, sir. 

CLIVE But you want to go to your parents’ funeral? 

JOSHUA No sir. 

CLIVE Yes, Joshua, yes, your father and mother. ’'m sure 
they were loyal to the crown. I’m sure it was all a terri- 
ble mistake. 

JosHuA My mother and father were bad people. 

CLIVE Joshua, no. . 

JOSHUA You are my father and mother. 

CLIVE Well really. I don’t know what to say. That’s very 


decent of you. Are you sure there’s nothing I can do? 
You can have the day off you know. 
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Betty comes out followed by Edward. 


BETTY What’s the matter? What’s happening? 


CLIVE Something terrible has happened. No, I mean some 
relatives of Joshua’s met with an accident. 


JOSHUA May I go sir? 


CLIVE Yes, yes of course. Good God, what a terrible thing. 
Bring us a drink will you Joshua? 


Joshua goes. 
EDWARD What? What? 
BETTY Edward, go and do your lessons. 
EDWARD What is it, Uncle Harry? 
HARRY Go and do your lessons. 
ELLEN Edward, come in here at once. 


EDWARD What’s happened, Uncle Harry? 


Harry has moved aside, Edward follows him. 
Ellen comes out. 


HARRY Go away. Go inside. Ellen! 
ELLEN Go inside, Edward. I shall tell your mother. 
BETTY Go inside, Edward at once. I shall tell your father. 


CLIVE Go inside, Edward. And Betty you go inside too. 
Betty, Edward and Ellen go. Maud comes out. 


CLIVE Go inside. And Ellen, you come outside. 
Elien comes out. 
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Mr. Bagley has something to say to you. 


HARRY Ellen, I don’t suppose you would marry me? 
ELLEN What if I said yes? 


CLIVE Run along now, you two want to be alone. 
Harry and Ellen go out. Joshua brings Clive a drink. 


JOSHUA The governess and your wife, sir. 
CLIVE What’s that, JoshuaP 


JOSHUA She talks of love to your wife, sir. I have seen 
them. Bad women. 


CLIVE Joshua, you go too far. Get out of my sight. 


Scene 5 


The verandah. A table with a white cloth. A wedding 
cake and a large knife. Bottles and glasses. JOSHUA is 
puiting things on the table. EDWARD has the doll. 
JOSHUA sees him with it. He holds out his hand. ED- 
WARD gives him the doll. JOSHUA takes the knife and 
cuts the doll open and shakes the sawdust out of it. 
JOSHUA throws the doll under the table. 


MAUD Come along Edward, this is such fun. 
Everyone enters, triumphal arch for Harry and Ellen. 
MAUD Your mama’s wedding was a splendid occasion, Ed- 
ward. I cried and cried. 
Ellen and Betty go aside. 


ELLEN Betty, what happens with a man? I don’t know 
what to do. 
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BETTY You just keep still. 


ELLEN And what does he do? 

BETTY Harry will know what to do. 

ELLEN And is it enjoyable? 

BETTY Ellen, you're not getting married to enjoy yourself. 


ELLEN Don’t forget me, Betty. 
Ellen goes. 


BETTY I think my necklace has been stolen Clive. I did so 
want to wear it at the wedding. 


EDWARD It was Joshua. Joshua took it. 

CLIVE Joshua? 

EDWARD He did, he did, I saw him with it. 

HARRY Kidward, that’s not true. 

EDWARD It is, it is. 

HARRY Edward, I’m afraid you took it yourself. 
EDWARD I did not. 

HARRY I have seen him with it. 

CLIVE Edward, is that true? Where is it? Did you take your 


mother’s necklace? And to try and blame Joshua, good 
God. 


Edward runs off: 


BETTY Edward, come back. Have you got my necklace? 
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HARRY I should leave him alone. He'll bring it back. 


BETTY I wanted to wear it. I wanted to look my best at 
your wedding. 


HARRY You always look your best to me. 


BETTY I shall get drunk. 


Mrs. Saunders comes. 


MRS. SAUNDERS The sale of my property is completed. I 
shall leave tomorrow. 


CLIVE That’s just as well. Whose protection will you seek 
this time? 

MRS. SAUNDERS I shall go to England and buy a farm 
there. I shall introduce threshing machines. 

CLIVE Amazing spirit. 
He kisses her. Betty launches herself on Mrs. Saunders. 
They fall to the ground. 

CLIVE Betty—Caroline—I don’t deserve this—Harry, 
Harry. 
Harry and Clive separate them. Harry holding Mrs. 
Saunders, Clive Betty. 


CLIVE Mrs. Saunders, how can you abuse my hospitality? 
How dare you touch my wife? You must leave here at 
once. 

BETTY Go away, go away. You are a wicked woman. 


MAUD Mrs. Saunders, I am shocked. This is your hostess. 


CLIVE Pack your bags and leave the house this instant. 
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MRS. SAUNDERS I was leaving anyway. There’s no place 
for me here. I have made arrangements to leave to- 
morrow, and tomorrow is when I will leave. I wish you 
joy, Mr. Bagley. 


Mrs. Saunders goes. 


CLIVE No place for her anywhere I should think. Shocking 
behaviour. 


BETTY Oh Clive, forgive me, and love me like you used to. 
CLIVE Were you jealous my dove? My own dear wifel 


MAUD Ah, Mr. Bagley, one flesh, you see. 
Edward comes back with the necklace: 


CLIVE Good God, Edward, it’s true. 


EDWARD I was minding it for mama because of the trou- 
bles. 


CLIVE Well done, Edward, that was very manly of you. See 
Betty? Edward was protecting his mama’s jewels from 
the rebels. What a hysterical fuss over nothing. Well 
done, little man. It is quite safe now. The bad men are 
dead. Edward, you may do up the necklace for mama. 


Edward does up Betty’s necklace, supervised by Clive, 
Joshua is drinking steadily. Ellen comes back. 


MAUD Ah, here’s the bride. Come along, Ellen, you don’t 
cry at your own wedding, only at other people’s. 


CLIVE Now, speeches, speeches. Who is going to make a 
speech? Harry, make a speech. 


HARRY I’m no speaker. You’re the one for that. 


ALL Speech, speech. 


60 CLOUD 9 


HARRY My dear friends—what can I say—the empire— 
a the family—the married state to which I have always 
aspired—your shining example of domestic bliss—my 
great good fortune in winning Ellen’s love—happiest 
' day of my life. 


Applause. 


CLIVE Cut the cake, cut the cake. | ACT TWO 


Harry and Ellen take the knife to cut the cake. Harry 
steps on the doll under the table. 


HARRY What’s this? 


ELLEN Oh look. 


EDWARD It was Joshua. It was Joshua. I saw him. 


CLIVE Don’t tell lies again. 
He hits Edward across the side of the head. 


CLIVE Unaccustomed as I am to public speaking— 
Cheers 


Harry, my friend. So brave and strong and supple. 
Ellen, from neath her veil so shyly peeking. 

I wish you joy. A toast—the happy couple. 
Dangers are past. Our enemies are killed. 

—Put your arm round her, Harry, have a kiss— 
All murmuring of discontent is stilled. 

Long may you live in peace and joy and bliss. 


| BETTY Edward. 
| 
| 


While he is speaking Joshua raises his gun to shoot 
Clive. Only Edward sees. He does nothing to warn the 
others. He puts his hands over his ears. 


: BLACK. 
| 
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ACT II 


Scene 1 


Winter afternoon. Inside the hut of a one o'clock club, a 
children’s playcentre in a park, VICTORIA and LIN, 
mothers. CATHY, LIN’s daughter, age 4, played by a 
man, clinging to LIN. VICTORIA reading a book. 


CATHY Yum yum bubblegum. 
Stick it up your mother’s bum 
When it’s brown 
Pull it down 
Yum yum bubblegum. 


LIN Like your shoes, Victoria. 
CATHY Jack be nimble, Jack be quick 
Jack jump over the candlestick. 
Silly Jack, he should jump higher 
Goodness gracious, great balls of fire. 
LIN Cathy, do stop. Do a painting. 
CATHY You do a painting. 


LIN You do a painting. 


CATHY What shall I paint? 
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LIN Paint a house. 


CATHY No. 

LIN Princess. 

CATHY No. 

LIN Pirates. 

CATHY Already done that. 

LIN Spacemen. 

CATHY I never paint spacemen. You know I never. 
LIN Paint a car crash and blood everywhere. 
CATHY No, don’t tell me. I know what to paint. 


LIN Go on then. You need an apron, where’s an apron. 
Here. 


CATHY Don’t want an apron. 

LIN Lift up your arms. There’s a good girl. 

CATHY I don’t want to paint. 

LIN Don’t paint. Don’t paint. . 
CATHY What shall I do? You paint. What shall I do mum? 


VICTORIA There’s nobody on the big bike, Cathy, quick. 
Cathy goes out. Victoria is watching the children play- 
ing outside. 


VICTORIA Tommy, it’s Jimmy’s gun. Let him have it. What 
the hell. 
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She goes on reading. She reads while she talks. 


LIN I don’t know how you can concentrate. 
VICTORIA You have to or you never do anything. 


LIN Yeh, well, It’s really warm in here, that’s one thing. It’s 
better than standing out there. I got chilblains last win- 
ter. 


VICTORIA It is warm. 


LIN I suppose Tommy doesn’t let you read much. I expect 
he talks to you while you're reading. 


VICTORIA Yes, he does. 
LIN I didn’t get very far with that book you lent me. 
VICTORIA That’s all right.. 


LIN I was glad to have it, though. I sit with it on my lap 
while I’m watching the telly. Well, Cathy’s off. She’s 
frightened I’m going to leave her. It’s the babyminder 
didn’t work out when she was two, she still remembers. 
You can’t get them used to other people if you’re by 
yourself, It’s no good blaming me. She clings round my 
knees every morning up the nursery and they don’t say 
anything but they make you feel you’re making her do 
it. But I’m desperate for her to go to school. I did cry 
when I left her the first day. You wouldn’t, you’re too 
fucking sensible. You'll call the teacher by her first 
name. I really fancy you. 


VICTORIA What? 


LIN Put your book down will you for five minutes. You 
didn’t hear a word I said. 
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VICTORIA I don’t get much time to myself. LIN The kids’ll just hit each other more. 


LIN Do you ever go to the movies? VICTORIA Well psychologists do differ in their opinions as 
to whether or not aggression is innate. 


VICTORIA Tommy’s very funny who he’s left with. My 
mother babysits sometimes. LIN Yeh? 


LIN Your husband could babysit. VICTORIA I’m afraid I do let Tommy play with guns and 
just hope he'll get it out of his system and not end up in 
VICTORIA But then we couldn’t go to the movies. the army. 


LIN You could go to the movies with me. LIN I’ve got a brother in the army. 
VICTORIA Oh I see. VICTORIA Oh I’m sorry. Whereabouts is he stationed? 
LIN Couldn’t you? LIN Belfast. 


VICTORIA Well yes, I could. VICTORIA Oh dear. 


LIN Friday night? LIN I’ve got a friend who’s Irish and we went on a Troops 


VICTORIA What film are we talking about? Out march. Now my dad won't speak to me. 


LIN Does it matter what film? VICTORIA I don’t get on too well with my father either. 


VICTORIA Of course it does. LIN And your husband? How do you get on with himP 


VICTORIA Oh, fine. Up and down. You know. Very well. He 


hi . Frid ight. 
LIN You choose then ee helps with the washing up and everything. 


Cathy comes in with gun, shoots them saying Kiou kiou 
kiou, and runs off again. LIN I left mine two years ago. He let me keep Cathy and 
I’m grateful for that. 


LIN Not in a foreign language, ok. You don’t go to the 
movies to read. 


Lin watches the children playing outside. LIN I’m a lesbian. 


Don’t hit him. Cathy, kill him. Point the gun, kiou, kiou, 
kiou. That’s the way. 


VICTORIA You shouldn’t be grateful. 


VICTORIA You still shouldn’t be grateful. 


VICTORIA They’ve just banned war toys in Sweden. | LIN I’m grateful he didn’t hit me harder than he did. 
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LIN Don’t get at me about how I bring up Cathy, ok? 


VICTORIA I[ didn’t. 


LIN Yes you did. War toys. I'll give her a rifle for Christmas 
and blast Tommy’s pretty head off for a start. 


Victoria goes back to her book. 


LIN I hate men. 


VICTORIA You have to look at it in a historical perspective 
in terms of learnt behaviour since the industrial revolu- 
tion. 


LIN I just hate the bastards. 


VICTORIA Well it’s a point of view. 


By now Cathy has come back in and started painting in 
many colours, without an apron. Edward comes in. — 


EDWARD Victoria, mother’s in the park. She’s walking 
round all the paths very fast. 


VICTORIA By herself? 


EDWARD I told her you were here. 


VICTORIA Thanks. 


EDWARD Come on. 


VICTORIA Ten minutes talking to my mother and I have to 
spend two hours in a hot bath. 


Victoria goes out. 
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LIN Shit, Cathy, what about an apron. I don’t mind you 
having paint on your frock but if it doesn’t wash off just 
don’t tell me you can’t wear your frock with paint on, 
okP 

CATHY Ok. 

LIN You’re gay, aren’t youP 

EDWARD I beg your pardon? 

LIN I really fancy your sister. I thought you’d understand. 
You do but you can go on pretending you don’t, I don’t 
mind. That’s lovely Cathy, I like the green bit. 

EDWARD Don’t go around saying that. I might lose my job. 


LIN The last gardener was ever so straight. He used to 
flash at all the little girls. 


EDWARD I wish you hadn’t said that about me. It’s not 
true. 


LIN It’s not true and I never said it and I never thought it 
and I never will think it again. 


EDWARD Someone might have heard you. 


LIN Shut up about it then. 
Betty and Victoria come up. 


BETTY It’s quite a nasty bump. 
VICTORIA He’s not even crying. 


BETTY I think that’s very worrying. You and Edward al- 
ways cried. Perhaps he’s got concussion. 


VICTORIA Of course he hasn’t mummy. 
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BETTY That other little boy was very rough. Should you 
speak to somebody about himP 


VICTORIA Tommy was hitting him with a spade. 


BETTY Well he’s a real little boy. And so brave not to cry. 
You must watch him for signs of drowsiness. And nau- 
sea. If he’s sick in the night, phone an ambulance. Well, 
you're looking very well darling, a bit tired, a bit peaky. 
I think the fresh air agrees with Edward. He likes the 
open air life because of growing up in Africa. He misses 
the sunshine, don’t you, darling? We'll soon have Ed- 
ward back on his feet. What fun it is here. 


VICTORIA This is Lin. And Cathy. 


BETTY Oh Cathy what a lovely painting. What is itP Well I 
think it’s a house on fire. I think all that red is a fire. Is 
that right? Or do I see legs, is it a horse? Can I have the 
lovely painting or is it for mummy? Children have such 
imagination, it makes them so exhausting. (fo LIN) I’m 
sure you're wonderful, just like Victoria. I had help with 
my children. One does need help. That was in Africa of 

course so there wasn’t the servant problem. This is my 

son Edward. This is— 


EDWARD Lin. 


BETTY Lin, this is Lin. Edward is doing something such 
fun, he’s working in the park as a gardener. He does 
look exactly like a gardener. 


EDWARD I am a gardener. 


BETTY He’s certainly making a stab at it. Well it will be a 
story to tell. I expect he will write a novel about it, or 
At perhaps a television series. Well what a pretty child 
it Cathy is. Victoria was a pretty child just like a little doll 
| 
| 


—you can’t be certain how they'll grow up. I think 


LIN She'll get paint on you, mind. 
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Victoria’s very pretty but she doesn’t make the most of 
herself, do you darling, it’s not the fashion I’m told but 
there are still women who dress out of Vogue, well we 
hope that’s not what Martin looks for, though in many 
ways I wish it was, I don’t know what it is Martin looks 
for and nor does he I’m afraid poor Martin. Well I am 
rattling on. I like your skirt dear but your shoes won’t do 


_at all. Well do they have lady gardeners, Edward, be- 


cause I’m going to leave your father and I think I might 
need to get a job, not a gardener really of course. I 
haven’t got green fingers I’m afraid, everything I touch 
shrivels straight up. Vicky gave me a poinsettia last 
Christmas and the leaves all fell off on Boxing Day. Well 
good heavens, look what’s happened to that lovely 
painting. 

Cathy has slowly and carefully been going over the 
whole sheet with black paint. She has almost finished. 


LIN What you do that for silly? It was nice. 
CATHY I like your earrings. 
VICTORIA Did you say you're leaving Daddy? 


BETTY Do you darling? Shall I put them on you? My ears 


aren’t pierced, I never wanted that, they just clip on th 
lobe. : 


BETTY There’s a pretty girl. It doesn’t hurt does it? Well 


you'll grow up to know you have to suffer a little bit for 
beauty. 


CATHY Look mum I’m pretty, I’m pretty, I’m pretty. 


LIN Stop showing off Cathy. 
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VICTORIA It’s time we went home. Tommy, time to go 
home. Last go then, all right. 


EDWARD Mum did I hear you right just now? 


CATHY I want my ears pierced. 


BETTY Ooh, not till you're big. 


CATHY I know a girl got her ears pierced and she’s three. 
She’s got real gold. 


BETTY I don’t expect she’s English, darling. Can I give her 
a sweety? I know they’re not very good for the teeth, 
Vicky gets terribly cross with me. What does mummy 
say? 

LIN Just one, thank you very much. 

CATHY I like your beads. 

BETTY Yes they are pretty. Here you are. 

LIN It is the necklace from ACT I. 


CATHY Look at me, look at me. Vicky, Vicky, Vicky look at 
me. 


CATHY And your hat, and your hat. 
LIN No, that’s enough. 

BETTY Of course she can have my hat. 
CATHY Yes, yes, hat, hat. 


| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 
| | | LIN You look lovely, come on now. 
CATHY Look look look. 
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LIN That’s enough, please, stop it now. Hat off, bye bye 
hat. 


CATHY Give me my hat. 

LIN Bye bye beads. 

BETTY It’s just fun. 

LIN It’s very nice of you. 
CATHY I want my beads. 

LIN Where’s the other earring? 


CATHY I want my beads. 


Cathy has the other earring in her hand. Meanwhile 
Victoria and Edward look for it. 


EDWARD Is it on the floor? 

VICTORIA Don’t step on it. 

EDWARD Where? 

CATHY I want my beads. I want my beads. 


LIN You'll have a smack. 


Lin gets the earring from Cathy. 
CATHY I want my beads. 


BETTY Oh dear oh dear, Have you got the earring? Thank 
you darling. 


CATHY I want my beads, you're horrid, I hate you, mum, 
you smell. 
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BETTY This is the point you see where one had help. Well 
it’s been lovely seeing you dears and I'll be off again on 
my little walk. 

VICTORIA You're leaving him? Really? 


BETTY Yes you heard aright, Vicky, yes. I’m finding a little 
flat, that will be fun. 


Betty goes. 


Bye bye Tommy, granny’s going now. Tommy don’t hit 
that little girl, say goodbye to granny. 


vicToriA Fucking hell. 

EDWARD Puking Jesus. 

LIN That was news was it, leaving your father? 
EDWARD They’re going to want so much attention. 
VICTORIA Does everybody hate their mothers? 
EDWARD Mind you, I wouldn’t live with him. 

LIN Stop snivelling, pigface. Where’s your coat? Be quiet 


now and we'll have doughnuts for tea and if you keep 
on we'll have dogshit on toast. 


Cathy laughs so much she lies on the floor. 


VICTORIA Tommy, you've had two last goes. Last last last 
last go. 


LIN Not that funny, come on, coat on. 
EDWARD Can I have your painting? 


CATHY What for? 
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EDWARD For a friend of mine, 
CATHY What’s his name? 
EDWARD Gerry. 

CATHY How old is he? 
EDWARD Thirty-two. 


Sih You can if you like. I don’t care. Kiou kiou kiou 
iou. . 


Cathy goes out. Edward takes the painting and goes 
out. 
LIN Will you have sex with me? 


VICTORIA I don’t know what Martin would say. Does it 
count as adultery with a woman? 


LIN You'd enjoy it. 


Scene 2 


Spring. Swing, bench, pond nearby. EDWARD is garden- 
ing. GERRY sitting on a bench. 


EDWARD I sometimes pretend we don’t know each other. 
And you’ve come to the park to eat your sandwiches 
and look at me. 


a That would be more interesting, yes. Come and sit 
own. 


EDWARD If the superintendent comes I’ll be in trouble. 
It’s not my dinner time yet. Where were you last night? 
I think you owe me an explanation. We always do tell 
each other everything. 
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GERRY Is that a rule? 


EDWARD It’s what we agreed. 

GERRY It’s a habit we’ve got into. Look, I was drunk. | 
woke up at 4 o’clock on somebody’s floor. I was sick. I 
hadn’t any money for a cab. I went back to sleep. 

EDWARD You could have phoned. 

GERRY There wasn’t a phone. 


EDWARD Sorry. 


GERRY There was a phone and I didn’ t phone you. Leave 
it alone, Eddy, ’'m warning you. 


EDWARD What are you going. to do to me, then? 


GERRY I’m going to the pub. 


EDWARD I'll join you in ten minutes. 


GERRY I didn’t ask you to come. Two years I’ve been with 
Edward. You have to get away sometimes or you lose 
sight of yourself. The train from Victoria to Clapham 
still has those compartments without a corridor. As soon 
as I got on the platform I saw who I wanted. Slim hips, 
tense shoulders, trying not to look at anyone. I put my 
hand on my packet just long enough so that he couldn’t 
miss it. The train came in. You don’t want to get in too 
fast or some straight dumbo might get in with you. I sat 
by the window. I couldn’t see where the fuck he’d got 
to. Then just as the whistle went he got in. Great. It’s a 
six-minute journey so you can’t start anything you can’t 
finish. I stared at him and he unzipped his flies. Then he 
stopped. So I stood up and took my cock out. He took 
me in his mouth and shut his eyes tight. He was sort of 
mumbling it about as if he wasn’t sure what to do, so I 
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said, ‘A bit tighter son’ and he said ‘Sorry’ and then got 
on with it. He was jerking off with his left hand, and I 
could see he’d got a fairsized one. I wished he’d keep 
still so I could see his watch. I was getting really turned 
on. What if we pulled into Clapham Junction now. Of 
course by the time we sat down again the train was just 
slowing up. I felt wonderful. Then he started talking. 
It’s better if nothing is said. Once you find he’s a librar- 
ian in Walthamstow with a special interest in science 
fiction and lives with his aunt, then forget it. He said I 
hope you don’t think I do this all the time. I said I hope 
you will from now on. He said he would if I was on the 
train, but why don’t we go out for a meal? I opened the 
door before the train stopped. I told him I live with 
somebody, I don’t want to know. He was jogging side- 
ways to keep up. He said what’s your phone number, 
you're my ideal physical type, what sign of the zodiac 
are you? Where do you liveP Where are you going now? 
It’s not fair. I saw him at Victoria a couple of months 
later and I went straight down to the end of the plat- 
form and I picked up somebody really great who never 
said a word, just smiled. 


Cathy is on the swing. 


CATHY Batman and Robin 
Had a batmobile 
Robin done a fart 
And paralysed the wheel 
The wheel couldn’t take it 
The engine fell apart 
All because of Robin 
And his supersonic fart 


Cathy goes. Martin, Victoria and Betty walking slowly. 
MARTIN Tom! 


BETTY He'll fall in. 
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VICTORIA No he won’t. 


MARTIN Don’t go too near the edge Tom. Throw the 
bread from there. The ducks can get it. 


BETTY I'll never be able to manage. If I can’t even walk 
down the street by myself. Everything looks so fierce. 


VICTORIA Just watch Tommy feeding the ducks. 


BETTY He’s going to fall in. Make Martin make him move 
back. 


VICTORIA He’s not going to fall in. 
BETTY It’s since I left your father. 
VICTORIA Mummy, it really was the right decision. 


BETTY Everything comes at me from all directions. Mar- 
tin despises me. 


VICTORIA Of course he doesn’t, mummy. 
BETTY Of course he does. 


MARTIN Throw the bread. That’s the way. The duck can 
get it. Quack quack quack quack quack. 


BETTY I don’t want to take pills. Lin says you can’t trust 
doctors. 


VICTORIA You're not taking pills. You’re doing very well. 


BETTY But I’m so frightened. 
VICTORIA What are you frightened of? 


BETTY Victoria, you always ask that as if there was sud- 
denly going to be an answer. 
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VICTORIA Are you all right sitting there? 


BETTY Yes, yes. Go and be with Martin. 


Victoria joins Martin, Betty stays sitting on the bench. 


MARTIN You take the job, you go to Manchester. You turn 
it down, you stay in London. People are making deci- 
sions like this every day of the week. It needn’t be for 
more than a year. You get long vacations. Our relation- 
ship might well stand the strain of that, and if it doesn’t 
we’re better out of it. I don’t want to put any préssure 
on you. I’d just like to know so we can sell the house. I 
think we’re moving into an entirely different way of life 
if you go to Manchester because it won’t end there. We 
could keep the house as security for Tommy but he 
might as well get used to the fact that life nowadays is 
insecure. You should ask your mother what she thinks 
and then do the opposite. I could just take that room in 
Barbara’s house, and then we could babysit for each 
other. You think that means I want to fuck Barbara. I 
don’t. Well, I do, but I won’t. And even if I did, what’s a 
fuck between friends? What are we meant to do it with, 
strangers? Whatever you want to do, I’ll be delighted. If 
you could just let me know what it is I’m to be delighted 
about. Don’t cry again, Vicky, I’m not the sort GE man 
who makes women cry. 


Lin has come in and sat down with Betty, Cathy joins 
them. She is wearing a pink dress and carrying a rifle. 


LIN I’ve bought her three new frocks. She won’t wear 


jeans to school any more because Tracy and Mandy 
called her a boy. 


CATHY Tracy’s got a perm. 


LIN You should have shot them. 
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CATHY They’re coming to tea.and we’ve got to have trifle. 
Not trifle you make, trifle out of a packet. And you've 
got to wear a skirt. And tights. 


LIN Tracy’s mum wears jeans. 
CATHY She does not. She wears velvet. 


BETTY Well I think you look very pretty. And if that gun 
has caps in it please take it a long way away. 


CATHY It’s got red caps. They’re louder. 


MARTIN Do you think you’re well enough to do this job? 
You don’t have to do it. No one’s going to think any the 
less of you if you stay here with me. There’s no point 
being so liberated you make yourself cry all the time. 
You stay and we'll get everything sorted out. What it is 
about sex, when we talk while it’s happening I get to 
feel it’s like a driving lesson. Left, right, a little faster, 
carry on, slow down— 


Cathy shoots Victoria. 
CATHY You're dead Vicky. 
VICTORIA Aaaargh. 
CATHY Fall over. 
VICTORIA I’m not falling over, the ground’s wet. 
CATHY You're dead. 
VICTORIA Yes, I’m dead. 
CATHY The Dead Hand Gang fall over. They said I had to 


fall over in the mud or I can’t play. That duck’s a man- 
darin. 
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MARTIN Which one? Look, Tommy. 


CATHY That’s a diver. It’s got a yellow eye and it dives. 


That’s a goose. Tommy doesn’t know it’s a goose, he 
thinks it’s a duck. The babies get eaten by weasels. Kiou 
kiou. 


Cathy goes. 


MARTIN So I lost my erection last night not because I’m 


not prepared to talk, it’s just that taking in technical 
information in a different part of the brain and also I 
don’t like to feel that you do it better to yourself. [have 
read the Hite report. I do know that women have to 
learn to get their pleasure despite our clumsy attempts 
at expressing undying devotion and ecstasy, and that 
what we spent our adolescence thinking was an animal 
urge we had to suppress is in fact a fine art we have to 
acquire. I’m not like whatever percentage of American 
men have become impotent as a direct result of 
women’s liberation, which I am totally in favour of, 
more J sometimes think than you are yourself. Nor am I 
one of your villains who sticks it in, bangs away, and falls 
asleep. My one aim is to give you pleasure. My one aim 
is to give you rolling orgasms like I do other women. So 
why the hell don’t you have them? My analysis for what 
it’s worth is that despite all my efforts you still feel 
dominated by me. I in fact think it’s very sad that you 
don’t feel able to take that job. It makes me feel very 
guilty. I don’t want you to do it just because I encourage 
you to do it. But don’t you think you’d feel better if you 
did take the job? You’re the one who’s talked about 
freedom. You're the one who’s experimenting with bi- 
sexuality, and IJ don’t stop you, I think women have 
something to give each other. You seem to need the 
mutual support. You find me too overwhelming. So fol- 
low it through, go away, leave me and Tommy alone for 
a bit, we can manage perfectly well without you. I’m 
not putting any pressure on you but I don’t think you’re 
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being a whole person. God knows I do everything I can 
to make you stand on your own two feet. Just be your- 
self. You don’t seem to realise how insulting it is to me 
that you can’t get yourself together. 


Martin and Vie go. 


BETTY You must be very lonely yourself with no husband. 
You don’t miss him? 


LIN Not really, no. 
BETTY Maybe you like being on your own. 


LIN I’m seeing quite a lot of Vicky. I don’t live alone. I live 
with Cathy. 


BETTY I would have been frightened when I was your age. 
I thought, the poor children, their mother all alone. 


LIN [ve a lot of friends. 

BETTY J find when I’m making tea I put out two cups. It’s 
strange not having a man in the house. You don’t know 
who to do things for. 

LIN Yourself. 

BETTY Oh, that’s very selfish. 


LIN Have you any women friends? 


BETTY I’ve never been so short of men’s company that 
I’ve had to bother with women. 


LIN Don’t you like women? 
BETTY They don’t have such interesting conversations as 


men. There has never been a woman composer of ge- 
nius. They don’t have a sense of humour. They spoil 
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things for themselves with their emotions. I can’t say I 
do like women very much, no. 


LIN But you’re a woman. 

BETTY There’s nothing says you have to like yourself. 
LIN Do you like me? 

BETTY There’s no need to take it personally, Lin. 


Martin and Vic come back. 


MARTIN Did you know if you put cocaine on your prick 
you can keep it up all night? The only thing is of course 
it goes numb so you don’t feel anything. But you would, 
that’s the main thing. I just want to make you happy. 

BETTY Vicky I’d like to go home. 

VICTORIA Yes, mummy, of course. 

BETTY I’m sorry dear. 


vicTroriA I think Tommy would like to stay out a bit 
longer. 


LIN Hello, Martin. We do keep out of each other’s way. 

MARTIN I think that’s the best thing to do. 

BETTY Perhaps you’d walk home with me, Martin. I do 
feel safer with a man. The park is so ae the grass 
seems to tilt. 

MARTIN Yes, I’d like to go home and do some work. I’m 


writing a novel about women from the women’s point 
of view. 
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Martin and Betty go. Lin and Victoria are alone. They 
embrace. 


VICTORIA Why the hell can’t he just be a wife and come 
with me? Why does Martin make me tie myself in 
knots? No wonder we can’t just have a simple fuck. No, 
not Martin, why do I make myself tie myself in knots. 
It’s got to stop, Lin. I’m not like that with you. Would 
you love me if I went to Manchester? 

LIN Yes. 


VICTORIA Would you love me if I went on a climbing 
expedition in the Andes mountains? 


LIN Yes. 

VICTORIA Would you love me if my teeth fell out? 

LIN Yes. 

VICTORIA Would you love me if I loved ten other people? 

LIN And me? 

VICTORIA Yes. 

LIN Yes. 

vicTroriA And I feel apologetic for not being quite so 
subordinate as I was. I am more intelligent than him. I 
am. brilliant. 

LIN Leave him Vic. Come and live with me. 


VICTORIA Don’t be silly. 


LIN Silly, Christ, don’t then. I’m not asking because I need 
to live with someone. I’d enjoy it, that’s all, we’d both 
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enjoy it. Fuck you. Cathy, for fuck’s sake stop throwing 
stones at the ducks. The man’s going to get you. 


VICTORIA What man? Do you need a man to frighten your 
child with? 


LIN My mother said it. 

VICTORIA You're so inconsistent, Lin. 

LIN I’ve changed who I sleep with, I can’t change every- 
thing. 

VICTORIA Like when I had to stop you getting a job in a 


boutique and collaborating with sexist consumerism. 


LIN I should have got that job, Cathy would have liked it. 
Why shouldn’t I have some decent.clothes? I’m sick of 

dressing like a boy, why can’t I look sexy, wouldn’t you 
love me? 


VICTORIA Lin, you’ve no analysis. 


LIN No but I’m good at kissing aren’t IP I give Cathy guns, 
my mum didn’t give me guns. I dress her in jeans, she 
wants to wear dresses. I don’t know. I can’t work it out, I 
don’t want to. You read too many books, you get at me 
all the time, you’re worse to me than Martin is to you, 
you piss me off, my brother’s been killed,.I’m sorry to 
win the argument that way but there it is. 


VICTORIA What do you mean win the argument? 
LIN I mean be nice to me. 
VICTORIA In Belfast? 


LIN I heard this morning. Don’t don’t start. I’ve hardly 
seen him for two years. [rung my father. You’d think ’'d 
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shot him myself. He doesn’t want me to go to the fu- 
neral. 


Cathy approaches. 
VICTORIA What will you doP 
LIN Go of course. 
CATHY What is it? Who’s killed? What? 


LIN It’s Bill. Your uncle. In the army. Bill that gave you the 
blue teddy. 


CATHY Can I have his gun? 
LIN It’s time we went home. Time you went to bed. 
CATHY No it’s not. 


LIN We go home and you have tea and you have a bath and 
you go to bed. 


CATHY Fuck off. 

LIN Cathy shut up. 

VICTORIA It’s only half past five, why don’t we— 
LIN Ill tell you why she has to go to bed— 
VICTORIA She can come home with me. 

LIN Because I want her out of the fucking way. 
VICTORIA She can come home with me. 


CATHY I’m not going to bed. 


CLOUD 9 87 


LIN I want her home with me not home with you, I want 
her in bed, I want today over. 


CATHY I’m not going to bed. 
Lin hits Cathy, Cathy cries. 


LIN And shut up or I'll give you something to cry for. 
CATHY I’m not going to bed. | 
VICTORIA. Cathy-— | 

LIN You keep ait of it. 


VICTORIA Lin for God’s sake. 


They are all shouting. Cathy runs off: Lin and Victoria 
are silent. Then they laugh and embrace. 


LIN Where’s Tommy? 

VICTORIA What? Didn’t he go with Martin? 
LIN Did he? 

VICTORIA God oh God. 

LIN Cathy! Cathy! 


VICTORIA I haven’t thought about him. How could I not 
think about him? Tommy! 


LIN Cathy! Come on, quick, I want some help. 


VICTORIA Tommy! Tommy! 
Cathy comes back. 


LIN Where’s Tommy? Have you seen him? Did he go with 
Martin? Do you know where he is? 
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LIN Then what?P 


CATHY I came back on the swing. 


VICTORIA And Tommy? Where was Tommy? 
CATHY He fed the ducks. 
LIN No that was before. 


CATHY He did a pee in the bushes. I helped him with his 
trousers. 


VICTORIA And after that? 

CATHY He fed the ducks. 

VICTORIA. No no. 

CATHY He liked the ducks. I expect he fell in. 

LIN Did you see him fall in? 

VICTORIA Tommy! Tommy! 

LIN What’s the last time you saw him? 

CATHY He did a pee. 

VICTORIA Mummy said he would fall in. Oh God, Tommy] 


LIN We’ll go round the pond. We'll go opposite ways round. 
the pond. 
ALL (Shout) Tommy! 


Victoria and Lin go off opposite sides. Cathy goes on the 
swing, standing up. 
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CATHY Georgy Best superstar 
Walks like a woman and wears a bra. 
There he is! I see him! Mum! Vicky! There he is! He’s in 
the bushes. 


Lin comes back. 
LIN Come on Cathy love, let’s go home. 
CATHY Vicky’s got him. 
LIN Come on. 
CATHY Is she cross? 
LIN No. Come on. 
CATHY I found him. 


LIN Yes. Come on. 
Cathy gets off the bench. Cathy and Lin hug. 


CATHY I’m watching telly. 

LIN Ok. 

CATHY After the news. 

LIN Ok. 

CATHY I’m not going to bed. 

LIN: Yes you are. - 

CATHY I’m not going to bed now. 
LIN Not now but early. 


CATHY How early? 


90 CLOUD 9 
LIN Not late. 


CATHY How not late? 
LIN Early. 
CATHY How early? 


LIN Not late. 


They go off together. Gerry comes on. He waits. Edward 
comes. He has changed out of his work clothes. 


EDWARD I’ve got some fish for dinner. I thought I’d make 
a cheese sauce. 


GERRY I won’t be in. 
EDWARD Where are you going? 
GERRY For a start I’m going to a sauna. Then I'll see. 


EDWARD All right. What time will you be back? We'll eat 
then. 


GERRY You're getting like a wife. 
EDWARD I don’t mind that. 
GERRY Why don’t I do the cooking sometime? 


EDWARD You can if you like. You’re just not so good at it 
that’s all. Do it tonight. 


GERRY I won’t be in tonight. 


EDWARD Do it tomorrow. If we can’t eat it we can always 
go to a restaurant. 


GERRY Stop it. 
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EDWARD Stop what? 
GERRY Just be yourself. 


EDWARD I don’t know what you mean. Everyone’s always 
tried to stop me being feminine and now you are too. 


GERRY You're putting it on. 


EDWARD I like doing the cooking. I like eae fucked. You 
do like me like this really. 


GERRY I’m bored Eddy. 

EDWARD Go to the sauna. 

GERRY And you'll stay home and wait up for me. 
EDWARD No, I’ll go to bed and oad book, 

GERRY Or knit. You could knit me a pair of socks. 
EDWARD I might knit. I like knitting. 

GERRY I don’t mind if you knit. I don’t want to be married. 
EDWARD I do. 

GERRY Well I’m divorcing you. 


EDWARD I wouldn’t want to keep a man who wants his 
freedom. 


GERRY Eddy, do stop playing the injured wie it’s not 
funny. 


EDWARD I’m not playing. It’s true. 


GERRY I’m not the husband so you can’t be the wife. 
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EDWARD I'll always be here, Gerry, if you want to come 
back. I know you men like to go off by yourselves. I 
don’t think I could love deeply more than once. But I 
don’t think I can face life on my own so don’t leave it too 
long or it may be too late. 


GERRY What are you trying to turn me into? 
EDWARD A monster, darling, which is what you are. 


GERRY I’ll collect my stuff from the flat in the morning. 


Gerry goes. Edward sits on the bench. It gets darker. 
Victoria comes. 


VICTORIA Tommy dropped a toy car somewhere, you 
haven’t seen it? It’s red. He says it’s his best one. Oh the 
hell with it. Martin’s reading him a story. There, isn’t it 
quiet? 


They sit on the bench, holding hands. 


EDWARD I like women. 


VICTORIA That should please mother. 


EDWARD No listen Vicky. I’d rather be a woman. I wish I 
had breasts like that, I think they’re beautiful. Can I 
touch them? 

VICTORIA What, pretending they’re yours? 

EDWARD No, I know it’s you. 

VICTORIA I think I should warn you I’m enjoying this. 

EDWARD I’m sick of men. 


VICTORIA I’m sick of men. 


EDWARD I think I’m a lesbian. 
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Scene 3 


ee il Summer night. VICTORIA, LIN and EDWARD 
runk. 


LIN Where are you? 

VICTORIA Come on. 

EDWARD Do we sit in a circle? 
VICTORIA Sit in a triangle. 


EDWARD You’re good at mathematics. She’s good at math- 
ematics. 


. VICTORIA Give me your hand. We all hold hands. 


EDWARD Do you know what to do? 

LIN She’s making it up. 

VICTORIA We start off by being quiet. 
EDWARD What? 

LIN Hush. 

EDWARD Will something appear? 

VICTORIA It was your idea. 

EDWARD It wasn’t my idea. It was your book. 
LIN You said call up the goddess. 


EDWARD I don’t remember saying that. 
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EDWARD Don’t be so silly, this is meant to be frightening. 


LIN Kiss me. 

VICTORIA Are we going to do itP 

LIN We’re doing it. 

VICTORIA A ceremony. 

LIN It’s very sexy, you said it is. You said the women were 
priests in the temples and fucked all the time. I’m just 
helping. 

VICTORIA As long as it’s sacred. 


LIN It’s very sacred. 


VICTORIA Innin, Innana, Nana, Nut, Anat, Anahita, Istar, 


Isis. 
LIN I can’t remember all that. 


VICTORIA Lin! Innin, Innana, Nana, Nut, Anat, Anahita, 
Istar, Isis. 


Lin and Edward join in and continue the chant under 
Victoria’s speech. 


Goddess of many names, oldest of the old, who walked 
in chaos and created life, hear us calling you back 
‘through time, before Jehovah, before Christ, before 
men drove you out and burnt your temples, hear us, 
Lady, give us back what we were, give us the history we 
haven’t had, make us the women we can’t be. 


ALL Innin, Innana, Nana, Nut, Anat, Anahita, Istar, Isis. 
Chant continues under other speeches. 


CLOUD 9 95 
LIN Come back, goddess. 


VICTORIA Goddess of the sun and the moon her brother, 
little goddess of Crete with snakes in your hands. 


LIN Goddess of breasts. 
VICTORIA Goddess of cunts. 


LIN Goddess of fat bellies and babies. And blood blood 
blood. 


Chant continues. 
LIN I see her. 


EDWARD What? 


They stop chanting. 


LIN I see her. Very tall. Snakes in her hands. Light light 


light—look out! Did I give you a fright? 
EDWARD I was terrified. 
VICTORIA Don’t spoil it Lin. 
LIN It’s all out of a book. 


VICTORIA Innin Innana—I can’t do it now. I was really 
enjoying myself. 


LIN She won’t appear with a man here. 
VICTORIA They had men, they had sons and lovers. 
EDWARD They had eunuchs. 


LIN Don’t give us ideas. 
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VICTORIA There’s Attis and Tammuz, they’re torn to 
pieces. 
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EDWARD Tear me to pieces, Lin. 


VICTORIA The priestess chose a lover for a year and he was 
king because she chose him and then he was killed at 
the end of the year. 


EDWARD Hurray. 


VICTORIA And the women had the children and nobody 
knew it was done by fucking so they didn’t know about 
fathers and nobody cared who the father was and the 
property was passed down through the maternal line— 


LIN Don’t turn it into a lecture, Vicky, it’s meant to be an 
orgy. . 


VICTORIA It never hurts to understand the theoretical 
background. You can’t separate fucking and economics. 


LIN Give us a kiss. 


EDWARD Shut up, listen. 


LIN What? 
EDWARD There’s somebody there. 
LIN Where? 


EDWARD There. 


VICTORIA The priestesses used to make love to total 
strangers. 


LIN Go on then, I dare you. 


EDWARD Go on, Vicky. 
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VICTORIA He won’t know it’s a sacred rite in honour of the 
goddess. 


EDWARD We'll know. 

LIN We can tell him. 

EDWARD It’s not what he thinks, it’s what we think. 
LIN Don’t tell him till after, he’ll run a mile. | 


VICTORIA Hello. We’re having an orgy. Do you want me to 
suck your cockP 


The stranger approaches. It is Martin. 


MARTIN There you are. I’ve been looking everywhere. 
What the hell are you doing? Do you know what the 
time is? You’re all pissed out of your minds. 


They leap on Martin, pull him down and start to make 
love to him. 


MARTIN Well that’s all right. If all we’re talking about is 


having a lot of sex there’s no problem. I was all for the 
sixties when liberation just meant fucking. 


Another stranger approaches. 
LIN Hey you, come here. Come and have sex with us. 
VICTORIA Who is it? 
The stranger is a soldier. 
LIN It’s my brother. 
EDWARD Lin, don’t. 


LIN It’s my brother. 
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VICTORIA It’s her sense of humour, you get used to it. 


LIN Shut up Vicky, it’s my brother. Isn’t it? Bill? 
SOLDIER Yes it’s me. 

LIN And you are dead. 

SOLDIER Fucking dead all right yeh. 

LIN Have you come back to tell us something? 


SOLDIER No I’ve come for a fuck. That was the worst thing 
in the fucking army. Never fucking let out. Can’t fuck- 
ing talk to Irish girls. Fucking bored out of my fucking 
head. That or shit scared. For five minutes I'd be glad I 
wasn’t bored, then I was fucking scared. Then we’d 
come in and I’d be glad I wasn’t scared and then I was 
fucking bored. Spent the day reading fucking porn and 
the fucking night wanking. Man’s fucking life in the 
fucking army? No fun when the fucking kids hate you. I 
got so I fucking wanted to kill someone and I got fuck- 
ing killed myself and I want a fuck. 


LIN I miss you. Bill. Bill. 
Lin collapses. Soldier goes. Victoria comforts Lin. 


EDWARD Let’s go home. 


LIN Victoria, come home with us. Victoria’s coming to live 
with me and Edward. 


MARTIN Tell me about it in the morning. 
LIN It’s true. 


VICTORIA It is true. 


MARTIN Tell me when you're sober. 
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Edward, Lin, Victoria go off together. Martin goes off 
alone. Gerry comes on. 


GERRY I come here sometimes at night and pick some- 


body up. Sometimes I come here at night and don’t pick 
anybody up. I do also enjoy walking about at night. 
There’s never any trouble finding someone. I can have 
sex any time. You might not find the type you most 
fancy every day of the week, but there’s plenty of peo- 
ple about who just enjoy having a good time. I quite like 
living alone. If I live with someone I get annoyed with 
them. Edward always put on Capital radio when he got 
up. The silence gets wasted. I wake up at four o’clock 
sometimes. Birds. Silence. If I bring somebody home I 
never let them stay the night. Edward! Edward! 


Edward from Act 1 comes on. 


EDWARD Gerry I love you. 
GERRY Yes, I know. I love you, too. 


EDWARD You know what we did? I want to do it again. I 


think about it all the time. Don’t you want to any more? 


GERRY Yes, of course. 


SONG Cloud Nine 
It'll be fine when you reach Cloud 9. 


Mist was rising and the night was dark 
Me and my baby took a walk in the park 
He said Be mine and you’re on Cloud 9. 


Better watch out when you’re on Cloud 9. 


Smoked some dope on the playground swings 
Higher and higher on true love’s wings 
He said Be mine and you’re on Cloud 9. 


Twentyfive years on the same Cloud 9. 
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Who did she meet on her first blind dateP 
The guys were no surprise but the lady was great 
They were women in love, they were on Cloud 9. 


Two the same, they were on Cloud 9. 


The bride was sixtyfive, the groom was seventeen, 
They fucked in the back of the black limousine. 
It was divine in their silver Cloud 9. 


Simply divine in their silver Cloud 9. 


The wife’s lover’s children and my lover’s wife, 
Cooking in my kitchen, confusing my life. 
And it’s upside down when you reach Cloud 9. 


Upside down when you reach Cloud 9. 


Scene 4 


The park. Afternoon in late summer. MARTIN, 
CATHY, EDWARD. 


CATHY Under the bramble bushes 
Under the sea boom boom boom 
True love for you my darling 
True love for me my darling 
When we are married 
We'll raise a family 
Boy for you, girl for me, 

Boom tiddley oom boom. 
SEXY 


EDWARD You'll have Tommy and Cathy tonight then okP 
Tommy’s still on antibiotics, do make him finish the 
bottle, he takes it in Ribena. It’s no good in orange, he 
spits it out. Remind me to give you Cathy’s swimming 
things. 


CATHY I did six strokes, didn’t I Martin? Did I do a width? 
How many strokes is a lengthP How many miles is a 
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swimming pool? I’m going to take my bronze and silver 
and gold and diamond. 


MARTIN Is Tommy still wetting the bed? 

EDWARD Don’t get angry with him about it. 

MARTIN I just need to go to the launderette so I’ve got a 
spare sheet. Of course I don’t get fucking angry, Eddy, 
for God’s sake. I don’t like to say he is my son but he is 
my son. I’m surprised I’m not wetting the bed myself. 


CATHY I don’t wet the bed ever. Do you wet the bed 
Martin? 


MARTIN No. 


CATHY You said you did. 


Betty comes. 


BETTY I do miss the sun living in England but today 
couldn’t be more beautiful. You appreciate the week- 
end when you're working. Betty’s been at work this 
week, Cathy. It’s terribly tiring, Martin, I don’t know 
how you've done it all these years. And the money, I 
feel like a child with the money, Clive always paid ev- 
erything but I do understand it perfectly well. Look 
Cathy let me show you my money. 


CATHY Ill count it. Let me count it. What’s that? 


BETTY Five pounds. Five and five is—?P 


CATHY One two three— 


BETTY Five and five is ten, and five— 


CATHY If I get it right can I have oneP 
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EDWARD No you can’t. 


Cathy goes on counting the money. 


BETTY I never like to say anything, Martin, or youll think 
I’m being a mother-in-law. 


EDWARD Which you are. 


BETTY Thank you, Edward, I’m not talking to you. Martin, 
I think you’re being wonderful. Vicky will come back. 
Just let her stay with Lin till she sorts herself out. It’s 
very nice for a girl to have a friend; I had friends at 
school, that was very nice. But I’m sure Lin and Edward 
don’t want her with them all the time. I’m not at all 
shocked that Lin and Edward aren’t married and she 
already has a child, we all know first marriages don’t 
always work out. But really Vicky must be in the way. 
And poor little Tommy. I hear he doesn’t sleep properly 
and he’s had a cough. 


MARTIN No, he’s fine, Betty, thank you. 


CATHY My bed’s horrible. I want to sleep in the big bed 
with Lin and Vicky and Eddy and I do get in if I’ve got a 
bad dream, and my bed’s got a bump right in ay back, I 
want to sleep in a tent. 


BETTY Well Tommy has got a nasty cough, Martin, what- 
ever you say. 


EDWARD He’s over that. He’s got some medicine. 
MARTIN He takes it in Ribena. 


BETTY Well I’m glad to hear it. Look what a lot of money, 
Cathy, and I sit behind a desk of my own and J answer 
the telephone and keep the doctor’s appointment book 
and it really is great fun. 
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CATHY Can we go camping, Martin, in a tentP We could 
take the Dead Hand Gang. 


BETTY Not those big boys, Cathy? They’re far too big and 
rough for you. They climb back into the park after dark. 


I'm sure mummy doesn’t let you play with them, does 
she Edward? Well I don’t know. 


Ice cream bells. 
CATHY Ice cream. Martin you promised, I’ll have a double 
ninety nine. No I'll have a shandy lolly. Betty, you have 


a shandy lolly and I'll have a lick. No, you have a double 
ninety nine and Yil have the chocolate. 


Martin, Cathy and Betty go, leaving Edward. Gerry 
comes. 


GERRY Hello, Eddy. Thought I might find you here. 
EDWARD Gerry. | 

GERRY Not working today then? 

EDWARD I don’t work here any more. 

GERRY Your mum got you into a dark suit? 


EDWARD No of course not. I’m on the dole. I am working, 
though, I do housework. 


GERRY Whose wife are you now then? 


EDWARD Nobody’s. I don’t think like that any more. I’m 
living with some women. 


GERRY What women? 


EDWARD It’s my sister, Vic, and her lover. They go out to 
work and I look after the kids. 
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GERRY I thought for a moment you said you were living 
with women. 


EDWARD We do sleep together, yes. 


GERRY I was passing the park anyway so I thought I'd look 
in. I was in the sauna the other night and I saw someone 
who looked like you but it wasn’t. I had sex with him 
anyway. 

EDWARD I do go to the sauna sometimes. — 

Cathy comes, gives Edward an ice cream, goes. 


GERRY I don’t think I’d like living with children. They 
make a lot of noise don’t they? 


EDWARD I tell them to shut up and they shut up. I 
wouldn’t want to leave them at the moment. 


GERRY Look why don’t we go for a meal sometime? 


EDWARD Yes I'd like that. 
Edward goes. Harry comes. Harry and Gerry pick each 
other up. They go off. Betty comes back. 

BETTY No, the ice cream was my treat, Martin. Off you go. 
I’m going to have a quiet sit in the sun. 
Maud comes. 


MAUD Let Mrs. Saunders be a warning to you, Betty. I 
know what it is to be unprotected. 


BETTY But mother, I have a job. I earn money. 


MAUD I know we have our little differences but I always 
want what is best for you. 


Ellen comes. 
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ELLEN Betty, what happens with a man? 


BETTY You just keep still. 


ELLEN And is it enjoyable? Don’t forget me, Betty. 
Maud and Ellen go. 


BETTY I used to think Clive was the one who liked sex. But 
then I found I missed it. I used to touch myself when I 
was very little, I thought I’d invented something won- 
derful. I used to do it to go to sleep with or to cheer 
myself up, and one day it was raining and I was under 
the kitchen table, and my mother saw me with my hand 
under my dress rubbing away, and she dragged me out 
so quickly I hit my head and it bled and I was sick, and 
nothing was said, and I never did it again till this year. I 
thought if Clive wasn’t looking at me there wasn’t a 
person there. And one night in bed in my flat I was so 
frightened I started touching myself. I thought my hand 
might go through into space. I touched my face, it was 
there, my arm, my breast, and my hand went down 
where J thought it shouldn’t, and I thought well there is 
somebody there. It felt very sweet, it was a feeling from 
very long ago, it was very soft, just barely touching, and 
I felt myself gathering together more and more and I 
felt angry with Clive and angry with my mother and I 
went on and on defying them, and there was this vast 
feeling growing in me and all round me and they 
couldn’t stop me and no one could stop me and I was 
there and coming and coming. Afterwards I thought I’d 
betrayed Clive. My mother would kill me. But I felt 
triumphant because I was a separate person from them. 
And I cried because I didn’t want to be. But I don’t ery 
about it any more. Sometimes I do it three times in one 
night and it really is great fun. 


Victoria and Lin come in. 
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VICTORIA So I said to the professor, I don’t think this is an 
occasion for invoking the concept of structural causality 
—oh hello mummy. 


BETTY I’m going to ask you a question, both of you. I have 
a little money from your grandmother. And the three of 
you are living in that tiny flat with two children. I won- 
der if we could get a house and all live in it together? It 
would give you more room. 

VICTORIA But I’m going to Manchester anyway. 

LIN We'd have a garden, Vicky. 

BETTY You do seem to have such fun all of you. 

VICTORIA I don’t want to. 

BETTY I didn’t think you would. 


LIN Come on, Vicky, she knows we sleep together, and 
Eddy. 


BETTY I think I’ve known for quite a while but I’m not 
sure. I don’t usually think about it, so I don’t know if I 
know about it or not. 


VICTORIA I don’t want to live with my mother. 


LIN Don’t think of her as your mother, think of her as 
Betty. 


VICTORIA But she thinks of herself as my mother. 
BETTY I am your mother. 


VICTORIA But mummy we don’t even like each other, 


BETTY We might begin to. 
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Cathy comes on howling with a nosebleed. 


LIN Oh Cathy what happened? 
BETTY She’s been assaulted. 
VICTORIA It’s a nosebleed. 
CATHY Took my ice cream. 
LIN Who did? 


CATHY Took my money, 


Martin comes. 
MARTIN Is everything all right? 
LIN I thought you were looking after her. 
CATHY They hit me. I can’t play. They said I’m a girl. 
BETTY Those dreadful boys, the gang, the Dead Hand. 


MARTIN What do you mean you thought I was looking 
after her? 


LIN Last I saw her she was with you getting an ice cream. 
It’s your afternoon. 


MARTIN Then she went off to play. She goes off to play. 
You don’t keep an eye on her every minute. 


LIN She doesn’t get beaten up when I’m looking after her. 

CATHY Took my money. 

MARTIN Why the hell should I look after your child any- 
way? I just want Tommy. Why should he live with you 
and Vicky all week? 
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LIN J don’t mind if you don’t want to look after her but 
don’t say you will and then this happens. 


VICTORIA When I go to Manchester everything’s going to 
be different anyway, Lin’s staying here, and you're stay- 
ing here, we’re all going to have to sit down and talk it 
through. 


MARTIN I’d really enjoy that. 
CATHY Hit me on the face. 


LIN You were the one looking after her and look at her 
now, that’s all. 


MARTIN I’ve had enough of you telling me. 
LIN Yes you know it all. 


MARTIN Now stop it. I work very hard at not being like 
this, I could do with some credit. 


LIN Ok you're quite nice, try and enjoy it. Don’t make me. 
sorry for you, Martin, it’s hard for me too. We’ve better 
things to do than quarrel. I’ve got to go and sort those 
little bastards out for a start. Where are they, Cathy? 


CATHY Don’t kill them, mum, hit them. Give them a nose- 
bleed, mum. 


Lin goes. 


VICTORIA Tommy’s asleep in the pushchair. We'd better 
wake him up or he won’t sleep tonight. | 


MARTIN Sometimes I keep him up watching television till 
he falls asleep on the sofa so I can hold him. Come on, 
Cathy, we'll get another ice cream. 


CATHY Chocolate sauce and nuts. 
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VICTORIA Betty, would you like an ice cream? 


BETTY No thank you, the cold hurts my teeth, but what a 
nice thought, Vicky, thank you. 


Vicky goes. Betty alone. Gerry comes. 

BETTY I think you used to be Edward’s flatmate. 

GERRY You're his mother. He’s talked about you. 

BETTY Well never mind. Children are always wrong about 
their parents. It’s great problem knowing where to live 
and who to share with. I live by myself just now. 

GERRY Good. So do I. You can do what you like. 

BETTY I don’t really know what I like. 

GERRY You'll soon find out. 

BETTY What do you like? 

GERRY Waking up at four in the morning. 

BETTY I like listening to music in bed and sometimes for 
supper I just havea big piece of bread and dip it in very 
hot lime pickle. So you don’t get lonely by yourself? 
Perhaps you have a lot of visitors. I’ve been thinking I 
should have some visitors, I could give a little dinner 
party. Would you come? There wouldn’t just be bread 
and lime pickle. 

GERRY Thank you very much. 


BETTY Or don’t wait to be asked to dinner. Just drop in 
informally. Pll give you the address shall IP I don’t usu- 
ally give strange men my address but then you’re not a 
strange man, you're a friend of Edward’s. I suppose I 
seem a different generation to you but you are older 


431 


110 


than Edward. I was married for so many years it’s quite 
hard to know how to get acquainted. But if there isn’t a 
right way to do things you have to invent one. I always 
thought my mother was far too old to be attractive but 
when you get to an age yourself it feels quite different. 
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GERRY I think you could be quite attractive. 
BETTY If what? 
GERRY If you stop worrying. 


BETTY I think when I do more about things I worry about 
them less. So perhaps you could help me do more. 


GERRY I might be going to live with Edward again, 


BETTY That’s nice, but I’m rather surprised if he wants to 
share a flat. He’s rather involved with a young woman 
he lives with, or two young women, I don’t understand 
Edward but never mind. 


GERRY I’m very involved with him. 


BETTY I think Edward did try to tell me once but I didn’t 
listen. So what I’m being told now is that Edward is ‘gay’ 
is that right? And you are too, And I’ve being making 
rather a fool of myself. But Edward does also sleep with 
women. 


GERRY He does, yes, I don’t. 


BETTY Well people always say it’s the mother’s fault but I 
don’t intend to start blaming myself. He seems per- 
fectly happy. 


GERRY I could still come and see you. 
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BETTY So you could, yes. Id like that. ’ve never tried to 
pick up a man before. 


GERRY Not everyone’s gay. 


BETTY No, that’s lucky isn’t it. 
Gerry goes. Clive comes. 


CLIVE You are not that sort of woman, Betty. I can’t be- 
lieve you are. I can’t feel the same about you as I did. 
And Africa is to be communist I suppose. I used to be 
proud to be British. There was a high ideal. I carne out 
onto the verandah and looked at the stars. 


Clive goes. Betty from Act 1 comes. Betty and Betty 
embrace. 
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The actor playing Arnold should feel free to improvise additional 
grunts and sounds throughout (as should all the actors), but not actual 


words. 


MOTHER/MAMA 


When Isaac calls Paige “Mother,” he is scolding her. When he calls ae 
“Mama,” he’s trying to get on her good side by playing her vulnerable 
boy. ° 


ACTUAL CONCERN 


For the most part Paige either takes the tough love approach bee a 
or tries to entertain him and be silly with him, as a way to avoi es - 
ing with his pain. Perhaps five or six times in the play her ane 
him loses the edge of frivolity. These are indicated in the stage direc 
tions when it says, “actual concern.” 


A question mark, where dialogue would be, indicates that the iaace 

ter gestures or expresses a nonverbal confusion. They take the time it 
“ 

would take to say, “What,” “Duh,” or “Okay? 


PRODUCTION HISTORY 


The world premiere of Hir was on February 4, 2014, at Magic The- 
atre in San Francisco. Loretta Greco was the producing artistic director, 
The play was directed by Niegel Smith, with scenic design by Alexis 
Distler, costume design by Christine Crook, lighting design by Mike 
Inwood, sound design by Sara Huddleston, and dramaturgy by Shirley 
Fishman. The play, by Taylor Mac, was developed by the Magic The- 
atre and through the Creativity Fund, a program of New Dramatists. 
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The New York City premiere of Hir was in October 2015, presented 
by Playwrights Horizons, Inc. It was directed by Niegel Smith, with 
scenic design by David Zinn, costume design by Gabriel Berry, lighting 


design by Mike Inwood, and sound design by Fitz Patton. The cast was 
as follows: 
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ONILLAS 


PAIGE: We were getting rid of things and stopped caring. 
isaac: So you left stuff blocking the door? 
PAIGE: Come around back. 

Isaac: You can’t move the stuff? 

PAIGE: There’s too much. 

tsaac: That's a fire hazard, Mom. 

PAIGE: Oh, wouldn’t that be wonderful. 
isaac: What? 

PAIGE: Come around back. 

Isaac: I’m coming ‘round back. 

PAIGE: What? 

ISAAC: I said— 

pace: Come around back. 


Isaac: I know. 


PAIGE [running to the hallway and shouting down it]: MAAAAAAAAX, 
YOUR BROTHER IS FINALLY HERE FROM THE WAR! 


[To ARNOLD, excited for Isaac to see ARNOLD in his place, dressed 
like a clown] Arnie. Away from the door. Arnie. Arnie away from 
the door. Arnie. Arnold, sit in your chair. Your chair. Sit in your 
chair. Arnold! Get in your place for I. 


[parce loses patience and moves ARNOLD fo the chair.] 


isaac [opening the back door and entering]: Why's the lawn so 
overgrown— 


[Seeing the disaster that is the home] OOAH! 


PAIGE [scared by 1saac’s scream]: OOAH! 
Isaac: JESUS HELL! 

PAIGE [laughing]: You scared me. 

1saac: What happened? 

PAIGE: Why did you yell like that? 

Isaac: It’s a fucking disaster in here. 
PAIGE: Language. 

isaac: What— 

PAIGE [to ISAAC]: Sit down. 

ISAAC [meaning, “answer me”]: Mom! 


PAIGE [excited to tell him]: Honey, sit down, I have so much to tell you. 
Arnie, close the door. 


ISAAC [seeing ARNOLD for the first time and freaking out]: OOAH! 
PAIGE [another scared scream at his scream]: OOAH! 

[Laughing] You keep searing me. 
isaac: DAD? , 


PAIGE [to Isaac]: Isn’t it great. Arnie, close the door, you can see the 
heat in waves. Arnie, close the door. The air can’t fight the world. 
We're cooling and heating the planet at the same time. Arnie, close 
the door. Arnie, close the door. The door. Close it. Close it. Close the 
door. Yes the door. Yes the door, the door. Close the door. 


Isaac: I got it— 
PAIGE [to isaac]: He will do it! 


[To ARNOLD]: Arnie, close the door. Close the door. Arnold, close 
the door. Yes. The door. The door. Close the door. Close it. Close. 
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Close. Close the door. Close the door. Close the door, close the door, 

close the door, close the door, close the door. Door. Door. Door. 

Close. Close door. Yes. Hand. Hand on knob. Hand on knob. Yes. 
- Yes. Push. Push. Yes. YES. CLOSE THE DOOR! 


[ARNOLD closes the door. Pause. isaac suddenly runs to the kitchen sink 
and pukes, PAIGE almost goes to help him but doesn't know what to do. 
isaac: Why are there dishes everywhere? 

ARNOLD [going to turn the air-conditioning off]: It’s cold. 

PAIGE: Don’t you turn off that air. 

Isaac [fo ARNOLD]: Why are you dressed like that? 


ARNOLD: It’s cold. 


PAIGE [calling down the hallway to Max]: MAAAAAAAAX. GET 
IN HERE. YOUR BROTHER HAS FINALLY ARRIVED AND I 
WOULD RATHER NOT BE ANY LATER THAN WE’RE AL- 
READY GOING TO BE. 


ARNOLD {holding his penis, which is a habit he has]: It’s cold. 

PAIGE: Yes, we heard you, Arnie. 

isaac: Why is there air-conditioning? 

PAIGE: I wanted it. 

Isaac: He’s shivering. 

patcE: Of course he is. It’s freezing in here. 

ISAAC [going to turn the air-conditioning off]: He hates air-conditioning. 
parce: Don’t you touch that air. That air goes off when I say it goes off. 


[Excited to share this new information] This is not a house of sweat 


anymore, Isaac. 


[To ARNOLD, while throwing him a pink sweater with bedazzled 
kittens embroidered on it and reprimanding him for not following 
the rules] You know when you're cold, you put on Sparkle Kitty. 


ARNOLD: Sparkle. 

PAIGE: Don’t hold your penis. 

ARNOLD: Penis. 

[PAIGE squirts ARNOLD with a spray bottle, the way you would a cat 
you're trying to train.] 

isaac: Dad, why do you have makeup on? 


PAIGE [a realization]: I forgot his estrogen. Too much new stuff. His 
complacence is contingent on the routines. 


[As if to say, “How ‘could anyone keep track of all this?”] Look at 
his pills. There’s all kinds of rules about when and how but I figure 
if he doesn’t have that long to live, all at once is fine. He cnt 
swallow them so you have to put them in a shaky-shake. It takes 
him forever to drink it so you have to sit with him. 


[During the following she makes aRNoLD his shake.] 
q 


Isaac: The doctors prescribed him estrogen? 


paIGE: Oh god no. The doctors prescribed him poodle-diddle-wing- 
wang. The estrogen’s extra. 


ISAAC: ? 
PAIGE: It keeps him docile. 
ISAAC: He’s gonna grow tits. 


PAIGE [commenting on his speech]: Grammar! 
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Isaac: He’s going to grow tits. 
PAIGE: Language! 

1saac: He’s going to grow breasts. 
paiGE: Then he can fondle himself. 


[Actually concerned about isaac] You're so skinny. Isn’t the mili- 
tary suppose to make you bulky? 


isaac: You can’t give him, Dad .. . men, estrogen. 
paicE: Is that what the Marine Medical Affairs says? 


isaac: I'm in the Mortuary Affairs. It’s not medical. J pick up guts. 
Exploded guts. 


paicE [suddenly emotional, regarding how dangerous Isaac's job is]: 
Whose fault is that, that you chose to join the Mortuary Affairs? 


Isaac: Someone has to do it. 

paiGE: Someone does not have to do it. 

Isaac: You can’t leave body parts lying around. 

PAIGE: If it means you risking your life to pick them up, yes, you can. 
isaac: The families need me to send their kids home. 

PAIGE: You read that in the handbook. 

ISAAC: That doesn’t make it untrue. 


PAIGE [actual concern]: You don’t know what that job has done to 
you, I. 
Isaac: I’m okay. 


PAIGE [actual concern]: You don’t know what you are. These things 
sneak up on you. They infect. 


_ isaac: Nothing’s wrong with me. 


PAIGE: You think that because you've gotten numb to it. You can’t pick 
up dead things every day and not get numb'to it. 


1saac: I’m fine. 
PAIGE: You're obviously not fine. 
isaac: Why does he have makeup on? 


PAIGE: We were supposed to start this off right. [Slight pause] It’s just 
makeup. 


Isaac: He put makeup on himself? 
PAIGE: | was sitting around waiting for you. 
Isaac: You made him look like that? 


PAIGE: It’s what we do now. We play dress up. I thought it’d make you 
laugh. 


1saac: Well it doesn’t make me laugh. Fucking hell— 
PAIGE: LANGUAGE! 


Isaac [taking the wig off ARNOLD but speaking about pace]: What's 
the matter with you! 


PAIGE: Oh don’t do that. You'll spoil it. 


isaac [looking in a drawer where the rags used to be and not finding 
them]: He let you do that to him? 


PAIGE: He’s not all there, I. It’s okay. He doesn’t even know. 
ARNOLD: Err. 
1saac [looking through the laundry on the floor]: I need a rag. 


PAIGE: What for? 
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isaac: There’s laundry everywhere! 
PAIGE: J didn’t want to fold it. 

tsaac: You left clean laundry on the floor? 
PAIGE: I don’t do laundry anymore. 


Isaac: It looks like a fucking squat in here. I can’t find a rag. I need a 
rag. Why aren’t they where they're supposed to be? 


PAIGE: Use a shirt. 

isaac: I NEED A RAG. 

PAIGE [throwing a T-shirt at him]: USE A SHIRT. IT DOESN’T 
MATTER! 

[isaac tries to take ARNOLD’s makeup off with the T-shirt.] 
[Disappointed that he’s taking ARNOLD‘s makeup off] What? No. It 
took me all morning to do that face. 

ARNOLD [a little hurt by tsaac’s rough wiping]: Err. 


ISAAC: Sorry. 
[Isaac goes to get some Crisco.] 


Where's the Crisco? 
PAIGE: You want to make a stir-fry? 
Isaac: To take that shit off his face. 
PAIGE: Isaac, slow down. 
Isaac [regarding the Crisco]: Why isn’t it in its place? 


PAIGE [excited to share this new information]: We don’t do places 
anymore. 


Isaac [opening a cupboard]: You just put things in random cupboards? 
[The cupboard has nothing in it.] 


PAIGE: We don’t do cupboards anymore. We don’t do order. Places and 
cupboards are what your father wanted so now they're your fa- 
ther’s job. And since he just likes to stand by the door hoping to 
flee, the house is a disaster. 


[During the following, ARNOLD gets up and stands by the door.] 


ARNOLD: Door. 


PAIGE: He likes to escape and waddle through the neighborhood tract 
yards of mediocrity. You have to keep an eye on him. We're be- 
coming the talk of the block. People wave at us. They never used 
to wave. Now they, wave. They don’t say hi. Just wave. Arnie, away 
from the door. 


[Calling down the hallway to Max] MAAAAAAX. WE WILL BE 
STUCK IN TRAFFIC. 


ISAAC: I just got here. You’re going somewhere? 


PAIGE: You're coming with us. Saturdays are homeschool cultural out- 
ing days. We drive to the city and go to museums and galleries, 
concerts. 


Isaac: Homeschool? 

PAIGE: The public school was not a healthy environment for Max. 
Isaac: You had one semester of junior college. 

PAIGE: So? 


Isaac: You don’t know enough to homeschool. 
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PAIGE: Don’t you tell me what I know enough to do! [Meaning, “if they 
are allowed to, I should be allowed to”| People who believe Adam 
and Eve populated the planet are allowed to homeschool. 


isaac: Everybody has problems at school. Problems are normal. 


PAIGE: They let people homeschool who aren’t sophisticated enough to 
understand metaphor. 


Isaac: If you needed help you should have told me, but you can’t just 
take Max out of school. 


PAIGE: I’m all about the metaphor now. 
IsAAc: She’s the smart one. You're gonna ruin that. 
PAIGE: Don’t you tell me what I am and am not qualified to do. 


Isaac: You can’t do stuff like that. You can’t dress people up in clown 
outfits and let the house go to seed. You said Dad had a little stroke 
but that he was okay. Look at him. That is not okay. WHAT IS 
HAPPENING!?! 


PAIGE [slight pause]: You're not supposed to tell people who go to the 
wars about local adversity. Lots of things have happened, I, that we 
haven’t told you. A refugee woman down the street got hit by a car. 
Should I have sent a tweet? She was running after her dog. 


[During the following patcE turns on the blender. 1saac tries to keep it 
together as the noise gives him a little PTSD reaction.] 


[Speaking loudly over the sound of the blender] SHE CAME HERE 
TO ESCAPE BIG THINGS. SHE EXPECTED TO BE BLOWN 
UP, MUTILATED, OR EATEN BY A STOMACH WORM, BUT 
TO BE HIT BY A CAR? RUNNING AFTER HER DOG IN THE 
GOOD OLD U.S. OF A.? AFTER ALL THAT MISERY, YOU’D 
THINK SHE’D LEARN TO PRIORITIZE HERSELF OVER HER 
SCHNAUZER. 
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[isaac pukes in the sink.] 


[Turning off the blender and with actual concern] What's wrong? 
isaac [his head in the sink]: I’m fine. 
[PAIGE turns on the blender. isaac starts puking. paicE turns off the 
blender.] 
PAIGE: Is it the blender? 
ISAAC: No. 
[PAIGE turns on the blender. tsaac starts to puke again. paicE turns off 
the blender. 
PAIGE: | think it’s the blender. 
ISAAC: I'm fine. 
[paicE turns the blender on. 1saac starts puking and paicE turns the 
blender off. isaac stops puking. Slight pause. She turns it on and Isaac 
starts puking. She turns it off. He stops. On: puke. Off: no puke. On: 
puke. Off: no puke. Pause. On:1saac yanks the blender out of the socket. 
A pause. PAIGE puts her hand on his head. He shakes her off. Pause.] 
PAIGE: Are you going to apologize for being late? 
ISAAC: Said seven. 
PAIGE [correcting 1saac’s speech]: Who said seven? 
ISAAC: You said get here by seven. I’m here. It’s seven. 
PAIGE: | said I wanted to be on the road by seven. 


ISAAC: Some people get parades and banners and I come home to this? 
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PAIGE [a sincere question]: You wanted a banner? 


isaac: Yes. Three years away from home, in a war zone, I want to 
have a banner and cookies and a clean home and a father who isn’t 
dressed up like some crazy tranny clown. 


PAIGE: Don’t say that word. 
isaac: Clown? 


PAIGE: Tranny. [Obviously quoting someone] “Only people who want 
to be reality TV stars say that word.” [Showing two sets of shoes] 
How are the shoes? 


ISAAC: Fine. 
PAIGE: You can’t let me know which ones you prefer? 
Isaac: They're both fine. 


PAIGE: Yes, but who ever wanted to be fine? Whoever wanted to be a C 
student? [Excited to share this new information] You become a C 
student and you live a C life, Isaac. 


isaac: The black ones. 


PAIGE: Thank you. 


[She's about to put on the black shoes but then considers it might be 
sabotage and puts the light blue ones on to show him.] 


What's the situation? 


1saac: You look... fine. 
[Slight pause.] 


paicE [calling down the hallway]: MAAAAAAX! WE ARE LEAVING 
IN TWO MINUTES. 
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1sAAc: Dad can’t leave the house like that. 


PAIGE [surprised that isaac would think she'd take ARNOLD]; He’s not 
going. I’ve become a little more eccentric since last you saw me but 
I’m not insane. 


isaac: Who's gonna take care of him? 
PAIGE: Gonna? Gonna! 


isaac: Who is going to look after him while we are supposed to be 
gone? 


PAIGE: Nobody. Same as when we go to work. Plop him on the couch, 
lock the door, and he’s there when we get back. 


ISAAC: You leave him alone? 
PAIGE: Yes. 
Isaac: All day. 


PAIGE: I’m doing things. I’m not missing being part of the world to 
hang out with your father. 


Isaac: Dad is part of the world. 
PAIGE [as if smelling rotten milk]: Ew. 
isaac: Mother— 

. 


PAIGE [slight pause]: I discovered the most amazing thing, I. It used 
to be you could be a mediocre straight white man and be guar- 
anteed a certain amount of success. But now you actually have to 
improve yourself. Because now ... [in a mock horror movie trailer 
voice-over voice] The darkies have come. And the spics. And the 
queers. And those backstabbing bitches waiting to get at the medi- 
ocre straight white man the minute it becomes known he is barely 
lifting a finger but thinking he is lifting the world. 
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[Back to her normal voice] And when you left us, and I’m not 
blaming you for that— [kind of blaming him] God knows I’m not 
blaming you for leaving— 


Isaac: We couldn't afford college and I couldn’t get a job. 


PAIGE: But when you left us, it got much worse. Your father, furious 
over his waning privilege, also lost a third of his family to take his 
fury out on. But it had to go somewhere, right? It was frothing 
up inside of him. He started to get a constant white saliva stuck to 
the corners of his mouth. Pieces of his vitriol would spray all over 
his customers, who started calling in complaints about the racist 
plumber with the saliva who was sent to them by their trusted 
Roto-Rooter. He lost his job, I. He lost his job of thirty-three years 
to a Chinese American woman. A plumber who is a Chinese Amer- 
ican woman. It was fantastic. But bereft of you and his customers 
to spray his red-faced spittle on, he doubled down on Max and me. 
Three times I had to take Max to the emergency room. Three times, 
Isaac. But, the incredible thing is, little tomboy Maxine wouldn’t 
let her father stop her trajectory, so she gets herself some testos- 
terone on the World Wide Web and starts to enlarge her clitoris. 


Isaac [an exclamation as if to say, “What the fuck?”]: OH! 
PAIGE: You don’t like that word, “clitoris”? 
Isaac: OH! 


PAIGE: I didn’t used to like it either. But now I love it. It’s a great word. 
Clitoris. 


ISAAC: Stop that. 
PAIGE [sung]: Clitoris! 
isaac: AHHHHH— 


PAIGE: Don’t be like your father. That's the kind of word that sent him 
over the edge. That and that his wife, seeing agency in her child, 
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seeing Max change ... After years of mollifying my own strength 
in fear of [indicating ARNOLD] him, I started to change myself. I 
got myself a JOB! Working at a NOT-FOR-PROFIT! “That fuck- 
ing whore.” That’s what he called me for abandoning him to his 
jobless private sector. He couldn’t handle the pressure of actually 
having to change to keep up, so about a year ago, blood decided it 
wouldn't go to his brain and he had a little stroke. 


Isaac: He’s been this way for a year? 
PAIGE: SO? 
isaac: On the phone you acted like it just happened. 


PAIGE: You re-up twice and then don’t talk to us for a year and I’m the 
unreasonable one? . 


ISAAC: I was ina fucking war zone. 
PAIGE: LANGUAGE! 


1saac [looking at ARNOLD with something like pity]: You should have 
told me. . 


PAIGE: Don’t you pity him. Those who knew him, know of his cruelty, 
we will not rewrite his history with pity. 


[A pause as PAIGE stares at ISAAC. ] 


I should show you your bed. 
Isaac: I remember where my— 
PAIGE: Things change. 

Isaac: Clearly. 


PAIGE: Max’s old room is my craft room, your old room is now Max’s, 
but Monsieur Couch will be happy to have you home. 
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Isaac: You can’t just . . . it’s my room. I’ve been dreaming about sleep- 


ing in my room. 


PAIGE: Well, adjust. Max was enlarging, and needed more space. [Ex- 
cited to share this information] Ze is becoming an innovator in 


gender. 
ISAAC: ? 
PAIGE: Your sister is not your sister. 
ISAAC: ?¢ 
PAIGE: Ze has become the new. A revolutionary. 
isaac: TALK PLAINLY! 


PAIGE: Isn’t your generation supposed to be quick about these sorts of 
things? 


IsAAc: Maxisa... 


PAIGE [sung]: Transsexual. 
[tsaac rushes to the sink and pukes.] 


[Calling down the hallway] MAAAAAAAAX! 
Max [calling from hir bedroom): I’M TAKING MY SHOT! 


PAIGE: Oh god. 


[Calling down the hallway] HONEY, WE'LL BE IN A CAR FOR 
THREE HOURS, MAYBE NOW IS NOT THE BEST TIME TO 
PUMP YOURSELF UP. 


[To sac] Max is on the mones. 
isaac: Moans? 


Paice: Hormones. That's what they call them. Your mother is hip. She 
knows the lingo. Don’t they teach you anything in the Marines? 


ISAAC: She is a he? 


PAIGE: I credit the Cheetos. How could we feed our children fluorescent 
food and not expect a little gender confluence? You have a brother 
now. No! Not a brother. You have a something. 


[Calling down the hallway) MAAAAAAAAX COME IN HERE 
AND EXPLAIN YOUR AMBIGUITY TO YOUR BROTHER. 


[To 1sAac] Isaac, stay with me. What you think you know, you do 
not know. There are no longer two genders. No longer simply a 
Y and X chromosome but an alphabet of genders. They call it the 
LGBTTSQQIAA community. Or what I call the gender of [pro- 
nouncing LGBTTSQQIAA as if it were a word] Lugabuttsqueeah. 


ARNOLD: Lugabuttsqueeah. 


paIcE: In these new genders, exist new pronouns. Max is no longer a 
she or a he. So you-call Max “ze.” You must use “ze” instead of 
the pronouns “he” or “she” and you must use the pronoun [pro- 
nounced “here”| “hir,” H.I.R., in place of the pronouns “her” or 
“him.” Max gets very upset if you refer to hir as a she, he, her, or 
him. Ze wants you to refer to hir as a hir or ze. Ze also gets upset 
when you emphasize the “ze” as if commenting on the pronoun 
when speaking to hir. For example if you were to say, “What is ZE 
doing today?” ze will not like that. Ze, understandably, is not to be 
treated as a sideshow oddity. Ze wants you to say “ze” or “hir” as 
if this had been part of your regular speaking vocabulary your en- 
tire life. Any breach in decorum will cause hir to write in hir blog 
about how awful hir troglodyte fascist heteronormative mother is. 
It’s fantastic. 


Isaac: I’m confused. 
ARNOLD: Lugabuttsqueeah. 
PAIGE: Max is the root of who we are. Truly. The root of who we are 


and the cusp of the new. There has never been any such thing as 
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men and women and, Isaac, there never will be. You know all those 
pretty fish in coral reefs? They’re transgender. It’s true. I looked it 
up. When Max was getting beat up in school, then coming home 
for more, from your father, I didn’t know what to do. They kept 
saying, “It gets better!”, but it didn’t seem like it was going to get 
better, so I started search-engine-ing. I started to learn things. It 
was like being baptized, only without the male-dominated hege- 
monic paradigm. Everyone is a little bit of everything, Isaac. We're 
simply us. Hir. [Gesturing to the house disdainfully] Not here. 
[Feeling all around her body parts, sensually, and then throwing 
her arms out and up, as if to say her body is all genders and it must 
be shot out into the universe] But HIR. 


ISAAC: Stop. 


PAIGE: All this fog over my eyes for so many years. And it simply 
lifted. Once I learned one thing, I could learn another. And pretty 
soon I could start coming up with my own theories, or at least the- 
ories I hadn't heard from other people first. This is my theory. We 
all come from fish. My whole life I’m told I was made out of a rib. 
What did your father call me? 


ISAAC: Rib. 


PAIGE: “Hey Rib, get me a beer.” That’s what that man would say to 
your mother. 


ARNOLD: Rib. 
[PAIGE sprays ARNOLD with the spray bottle. 


paicE [blaming him a little]: I’m not blaming you, I, for standing by 
while he called me that. You were the child and I was the adult. I 
let you be raised in a way that would allow you to stand by. But 
I wasn’t a rib. In actuality I was, we were all, TRANSGENDER 
FISH. Which means that part of me, despite the years of clamping 
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down into one single homogeneous gender, is still multifaceted. 
And we're all from Africa. So that means we're all black. And we all 
masturbate, so that means we're all a little gay. You’re GAY, Isaac. 


ISAAC [he is not gay]: I’m not gay. 


PAIGE: You are. Just a little. And so am I and so is Max. We're all ev- 
erything. And it took Max’s being born a little more blatantly that 
way than the rest of us for me to figure it out. Max saved me. I 
didn’t have to be beat up by your father. I was bigger than that. I 
was a father. And a mother. I am a father. And a mother. We are all 
hir. [Gesturing to the house] Not here. [Touching all over her body, 
sensually, and shooting it out and up again] But HIR! 


ISAAC: Stop that! 
PAIGE [calling down the hallway]: MAAAAAAX, COME SAY HEL— 
MAX [entering, wearing a “wife-beater” tank top]: ALL RIGHT! STOP 
NAGGING, I’M COMING! 
[A pause as 1saac looks at Max. ISAAc runs to the sink and throws up 
in it.] 
THAT’S NOT OKAY! 


[To PAIGE, as if ISAAC weren't present] He picks up decapitated 
heads for a living anf when he sees me, he pukes? 


[To isaac] THAT IS SO NOT OKAY! 


[The next six lines are a private conversation, as if ISAAC weren't 
present. | 


PAIGE: It’s not because he saw you. 


MAX: Of course it is. 
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PAIGE: He pukes because of the blender. 

Max: That doesn’t make sense. 

PAIGE [going to plug the blender in]: Watch. 

{isaac grabs the blender and pulls it away from her.] 

MAx: He got sick when he saw me. You always try to say things aren’t 
because of me but they’re always because of me. 

isaac: You have a beard. 

MAX: Fuck you. 

PAIGE: LANGUAGE. 

[As a way of getting out hir aggression, MAx shows off hir muscles, 

which are relatively small, in a crab pose.] 


max [a frustrated outburst]: Yaahr! 


PAIGE [fo MAX]: Just because you have muscles doesn’t mean you get 
to be tacky. 


Isaac: She has a beard. 
Max: ZE! You say “ze” for he or she and “hir” for her or him. 


PAIGE [to ISAAC]: Just say Max. That's what I did at first. Until I got 
used to the pronoun. 


max: It’s not that hard. 


PAIGE: The youth don’t understand you can’t mess with content and 
form at the same time. 


Max [a passive-ageressive attack]: You're smaller. 


isaac: What? 
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max: I thought you were supposed to get big in the military but you 
got smaller. 


ISAAC: You have a beard. 

MAX: Kinda. 

PAIGE [encouraging]: It'll grow in more. 

Isaac: You don’t not prepa person for that. Senda picture or something. 
MAX: I have a dick too. Should I send a picture of that? 

PAIGE: You have an enlarged clitoris. 

MAX [to PAIGE, accusing]: Could we not talk about my genitalia! 


PAIGE: You started it. 

[isaac pukes.] 

MAX [a demand]: Give me a hug! 
[isaac pukes again. | 


Tell him to give me a hug® 
PAIGE: I, stop puking and give Max a hug. 
MAX: Do it! 
[isaac wipes his face and hugs max. It is a genuine hug that lasts during 
the following dialogue.| 
PAIGE: Now this is how I wanted it. 
[To the universe] Thank you. 


Isaac: You don’t smell like you. 
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max: I know, it’s cool. 

isaac: Why don’t you smell like you? 
PAIGE: Be nice. 

isaac: And you're clammy. 

MAX: I’m nervous. 

isaac: Why? 


Max [pushing isaac away, while reverting to being the bratty younger 
sibling, and getting back at 1saac for not being sensitive to hir 
needs]: Shouldn't you be in orange? 


isaac: What? 

Max: Shouldn’t you be wearing some orange jumpsuit? 
isaac: I’m not a convict. I didn’t get arrested. 

PAIGE [sarcasm]: Thank god for you. 

Isaac: You could be a little nicer. 


paIcE: | keep forgetting we’re not treating our dishonorably discharged 
addicts with disdain. 


Isaac: I’m not an addict. 
PAIGE [an accusation]: Please. 
1saac [a bad liar]: | was experimenting. 


PAIGE: People say they’re experimenting so they don’t have to admit 
they’re wrong. 


max: I told you that. 


PAIGE [to ISAAC]: Now you can actually major in Experimenting. At the 
university. With a minor in Weighing Your Options. 


26 


MAx: That's my line. I told you that and you're acting like you made 
it up. 


PAIGE: I give you credit. 
MAX: You didn’t. 
PAIGE: Well give me time. 


MAx: You wouldn’t even know you can major in Experimentation if I 
hadn’t shown you it in the catalog. 


PAIGE: Footnote Max. 


[Speaking to the room at large as if there were hordes of listeners] 
Everyone. Footnote Max. 


Isaac: You're going to college? 
MAX: Hell no. 
ARNOLD: College. 


PAIGE [spraying ARNOLD]: We used to think college was the Holy Grail 
but now we know academia is where people go who are too afraid 
to have uninstitutionalized discourse. 


MAX: Paige. 

PAIGE: Footnote Max. 

max: Why should you pay to learn when you can do it for free? 
ISAAC: For a degree. 

PAIGE: Eww. 


max: I’m not getting in debt to experiment. People used to experiment 
to figure things out but now they've turned experimenting into a 
craft. Academia is a Ponzi scheme. 


PAIGE [getting back at Max]: You didn’t say that, who said that? 
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max [admitting ze didn't come up with this]: Sarah Schulman. 
PAIGE: Who's that? 

Max: We read her book. 

PAIGE: We did? 

MAX: The Gentrification of the Mind. 
PAIGE: Right. 

MAX: You didn’t read it? 

PAIGE: | did. 

MAX: What was it about? 

PAIGE: How the mind can be gentrified. 
MAX: You don’t know ANYTHING! 
PAIGE: You're being mean. 

MAX: I am emancipating and leaving. 
PAIGE: I know, and I encourage you. 


MAX [to PAIGE]: When I turn eighteen, I’m going to live on a Radical 
Faerie commune. 


PAIGE: With your mother. 


Max [fo PAIGE, an attack regarding everything they don’t do]: A Radical 
Faerie commune where they have gender queers who have actual 
discourse and ideas and where they grow their own food and re- 
cycle and have heart circles and sexual freedom and where nobody 
yells at each other. 


PAIGE: Now you're being cruel. 


Isaac: I just got here. You're leaving? 
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Max: Are you planning on sticking around? 
IsAAc: Yes. Someone obviously needs to be here. 
PAIGE: We're doing great. 


IsAac [regarding ARNOLD]: He is not doing great. This house is not 
doing great. 


PAIGE: You want to take charge but you can’t even arrive on time. 


Isaac: You could have picked me up but you didn’t and so I had to walk 
from the bus station over all the downtown homeless vets. Thank 
you for that. 


PAIGE: I didn’t pick you up because I wanted you to see all those vets, 
shooting up. 


isaac: I didn’t shoot up. 

MAx: He snorted it. 

PAIGE [sarcastic]: Well, what a relief. Just snorting? 
ISAAC: Yes! 

PAIGE: Up your nose? 

ISAAC: Yes. Li 
MAX: We heard differently. 

ISAAC: Jesus Christ. 


PAIGE: You think I get an official notice saying you’ve been dishon- 
orably discharged and I sit around waiting to get the details? I 
research. 


MAX [meaning ze did all the work]: I research. 
PAIGE: I made the phone calls, you found them on the intercom. 
MAX: Internet. 
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paiceE: I know the proper name, Max. The more your beard grows 
in, the more literal you get. The point is, [back to isaac] I heard 
differently. 


isaac: Not just the nose then. 

PAIGE: Where? 

Isaac: You obviously know. 

PAIGE: I don’t. 

Isaac: You just said you know. Why make me tell you? 


PAIGE: It is all so unbelievable, I would like some confirmation. 
[A standoff. 


Isaac [quietly]: My butt. 

PAIGE: What? 

MAX: His butt. 

paiGE: I heard him. I want him to say it again. 
Isaac: My butt. 

PAIGE: Your what? 

ARNOLD: Butt. 


isaac: My ASSHOLE! I got caught blowing crystal meth up my 
ASSHOLE! 


PAIGE [shaming him]: Up! Your asshole! 
ISAAC: Yes. 
PAIGE: How does that work exactly? 


ISAAC: ? 
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PAIGE [a genuine question]: How does one blow an illegal substance up 
an asshole? 


MAx: With a straw. 
PAIGE [a great discovery]: With a straw! 
ISAAC: Yes. 
[parce takes a bendy-straw from the kitchen and attempts to figure out 
how she would blow crystal up her butt with it. This goes on for a bit 
before 1saac interrupts it.] 
A girl blew it in there for me. 
PAIGE: It was a team effort? 
IsAAc: Yes, generally it is a team effort. 
palcE: An Afghani al or a soldier girl? 
ISAAC: Does it matter? 
MAX: Was she hot? 
PAIGE [a reprimand]: Ew! 
ARNOLD: Hot. 


3) 
PAIGE [spraying ARNOLD but talking to Max]: What was that? You don’t 


talk like that? 
MAX: I was just wondering. 


PAIGE [back to 1sAac]: The questions are: Are you exploring the local 
culture? Hiring this girl? Or seducing a member of the military 
with the titillating promise of blowing drugs through a straw up 
your asshole? 


1sAAc: I don’t have to tell you that. 


452 
31 


PAIGE: I want to know how far down I’m supposed to go before I can 
start dragging you back with me. 


IsAac: I am an adult and a Marine and I don’t have to tell you things I 
don’t want to. 


PAIGE: Isaac, how are you going to be part of this new world we're go- 
ing to if you don’t face how your choices aren’t working for you. 


Isaac: I just survived a war. Things are working. 

PAIGE: You just puked two kidneys and a crack den into that sink, 
Isaac: I'll be fine. 

[The following, until isaac speaks, is a conversation as if ISAAC weren't 
in the room listening. ] 

max: Meth doesn’t make you puke. 

PAIGE: I know. 

MAx: We researched this. 

PAIGE: I know. 

max: And it’s not crack. It’s meth. 


PAIGE: I know, honey, I just said he puked a crack den because it was my 
way of redirecting his PTSD. 


isaac: I don’t have PTSD, I just need my home to be my home. Jesus 
Christ! 


Paice: Don’t you get biblical on me. [Still not having gotten over the 
insult from earlier] People who believe in Noah and the Ark are 
allowed to homeschool. 


max: That story’s transphobic. 


PAIGE AND ISAAC: What? 
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MAX: Noah and the Ark. It’s transphobic. 
PAIGE [wanting to learn]: What do you mean? 
MAX: One of each gender of animal? 

PAIGE: Oh. 

isaac: Oh come on! 


MAX: Did Noah invite the African dog that starts off as a male and 
turns into a female later in life? 


PAIGE: I don’t know. 
MAX: I don’t think he did. 
PAIGE: You're shifting my paradigm, Max. See, Isaac. 


MAx: Did he invite the snakes that don’t care about their gender and 
procreate by having massive snake orgies? 


PAIGE: Really? 


MAx: Or the squids at the bottom of the ocean, where it’s so dark they 
don’t know who they’re having sex with, they just—[squirting the 
spray bottle] squirt their sperm all over. , 


PAIGE [scolding]: Okay, that’s graphic. 

MAx: No, he left those squid out of the story. 

1sAac: Because they were squid and didn’t need to be on a boat. 
PAIGE: That’s a good point. 


MAX: The point being the story completely ignores that there are 
more than two genders in the world. There’s a whole alphabet of 
genders— 


PAIGE: I told him that part. 
MAX: Oh. 
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PAIGE: I’m sorry. Did you want to tell him? I’m sorry, baby. 
Max [it obviously matters]: It doesn’t matter. 


PAIGE: You see Isaac, Max is learning things even though we’re 
homeschooling. Things are truly good now. Your father’s out of 
the picture and it’s not like how it was before. 


ARNOLD: Picture. 

PAIGE [a dirty secret]: I have employees. Your mother has employees. 
MAX [meaning, “ ‘m her only employee”]: You have one employee. Me. 
PAIGE: Max is my intern. 

max: Forced unpaid laborer. 

Isaac [some judgment on it being a not-for-profit]: At the not-for-profit. 
PAIGE: It’s called Rural Sprawl, kind of like urban sprawl. 

max [meaning, “Mom is so stupid to like this name”): But the opposite. 


PAIGE: We're working to get rid of the landfill so we can make this area 
farmland again. 


ISAAC: We live on the landfill. You can’t get rid of the landfill. There’s a 
whole neighborhood built on top of the landfill. 


PAIGE: I know, J, but housing capacity is down and so much of this 
suburban sprawl’s just hanging out empty— 


max: And most everybody is happy to sell cheap and get out. 
PAIGE: So Rural Sprawl is buying up the property. 
Max: We want to make it safe space. 


PAIGE: But we're not just stopping there, because people used to make 
pockets of safe space but our goal is to make the whole world safe 
space, right honey? 
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MAX [a little funny that Mom is so into this]: Right. 

PAIGE: I have a title now. I’m the Community Coordinator. 
MAX [belittling raicE]: She’s like a land trust Avon Lady. 
PAIGE: Are you belittling me? 

MAX: Just saying— 

PAIGE: I don’t like that. Don’t do that please. 


MAX: You put on lipstick and panty hose, go from door to door, hand 
out brochures, and barely make any money selling people the idea 
of freedom. 


PAIGE: Yes. 
MAX: Just like Avon. 


PAIGE: I understand you don’t have the historical context, maturity, or 
estrogen to comprehend the sexism of your statement, but all the 
same I'd appreciate it if you would refrain from equating my work 
with something you deem frivolous. 


MAX [a sincere apology]: Sorry. 

1sAAc: We need this neighborhood. Our home is in this neighborhood. 
PAIGE: I know, but this is our way out of it. . 

1sAac: We were raised here. 

MAX: Home is a mechanism of control. 

PAIGE [sung]: Paradigm shift! 

Isaac: Dad built this house. 

PAIGE: Cheap plywood and glue. 


1sAac: We make the home so we are the ones who control the home. 


454 
35 


paiGE: Tell that to all the neighbors who have had to get three jobs, 
never see their kids, and still can’t make ends meet, all so they can 
keep their Formica countertops. 


Isaac: You can’t think straight because this place is a disaster. We have 
to get this all back on track. 


PAIGE: A person can only dust collectible plates from Reno for so long 
before said person goes a little batty. Do you follow me? I’ve gone a 
little batty. But not so much that I’d lift another finger to clean one 
speck of this goddamn starter home we've been in for thirty years. 


[isaac picks up a cardboard box that is lying open on its side.] 
ARNOLD: Ah! 


[isaac dumps out the contents of the box and starts putting laundry 
in it.] 

PAIGE: What are you doing? Don’t do that. 

isaac: I’m finding the floor so I can walk on it. 

PAIGE: That's your father’s bed. 

Isaac: The laundry? 

MAX: The box. 

PAIGE [a defense]: He prefers it. 

max: It’s his little hut. 

isaac: We are not going to act like the homeless in our own home. 
max: It’s not a home, it’s a starter home. 

isaac: Key word, home. 


MAX: They’re not the same thing. 
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PAIGE [to MAX]: Yes, work through that thought, honey? 


MAX: Don’t tell me what to work through. Dad built the house so that 
one day we could get a better house. And we only kept the house 
orderly so it would be ready to sell. And the harder he tried to sell 
it, but couldn’t, the angrier he got, and the angrier he got the less 
people wanted to buy his house that was storing up all that anger 
from not being wanted by anyone. So having the goal of a starter 
home is like . .. you can’t do anything in life or to the world if your 
original intent is not to actually do the thing but to do better than 
the thing. 


ISAAC: So you're giving up on it? 
PAIGE: It wasn’t working. Let it go. Make the leap. 


isaac: We live here. That makes it a home-home. You take care of it. 
Everyone is always trying to get out! The war doesn’t work, just 
get out. The neighborhood doesn’t work, just get out. We never 
commit. 


[A rage] WE ARE NOT SELLING THIS HOUSE. END OF 
CONVERSATION! 


[Pause as everyone recovers from 1saac’s fit.] 
ARNOLD: Err. 

[Slight pause. 1saac starts picking things up.] 
PAIGE [to ISAAC, meaning the fit]: Stop acting like your father. 
[ISAAC stops. ] 


Put that down. 
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[rsaac puts it down.] 


Throw some water on your face. Max, put on a clean shirt and 
let’s go. 


[Standoff.] 


isaac: I'll stay with Dad. 

ARNOLD [a little moan]: Err. 

paiGE: No no no no no no no! 

Isaac: Someone has to stay with him. You go. 

PAIGE: We’re taking you with us. 

isaac: I'll go next Saturday. 

PAIGE: But next Saturday it will be an entirely different exhibit. 

isaac: I can skip one. 

PAIGE [trying to entice]: They’re putting part of Saint Teresa on display. 
She’s a dead body. You don’t want to miss it, I. 


[MAx swats PAIGE to get her to be quiet.] 


What? 
max [whispering and gesturing to 1sAac]: Body parts. . 
isaac: I’m not scared of body parts. 
PAIGE [to MAX]: See. 
ISAAC: Doesn't mean I want to go to a museum. 
PAIGE: Max wants to go. 


IsAAc: We don’t do museums. 
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PAIGE: You don’t know what we do. 

isaac: Dad and I don’t do museums. 

PAIGE: Oh god no. We wouldn’t want to expose you to culture. 
max: We should stay. I just got here. 

PAIGE: You wanted to go. You've been talking about going all week. 
MAx: And now I don’t. 


PAIGE: We're going! We'll give Arnie a sleeping pill. I’ll not let this 
family get eaten alive by his atrophy. 


Isaac: It’s not the kind of thing we like. 
PAIGE: We love art. 
Isaac: We’ve never liked art. 


PAIGE: We went’to Paris when your dad was in the hospital and we 
loved it. 


ISAAC: You went on vacation when he was in the hospital? 
ARNOLD [a little moan]: Err. 

MAX: | always have comfort issues in museums anyway. 
PAIGE: No you don't. 

MAX: In Paris, in the Louvre, my feet hurt. 

PAIGE: It was just the mones. They make you restless. 


Max: Don’t tell me what my mones do to me. I wasn’t restless, I was ... 
my feet hurt. ‘Cause there’s, like, hundreds of old paintings full of 
... people pointing. And, it’s fucking boring. 


PAIGE: Max! 
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max: And everywhere you look all you see are paintings of horrible 
deaths and heads on platters, and arrows sticking out of naked bod- 
ies. But it doesn’t engage you ‘cause it’s not what you must have 
seen in Afghanistan, but more, some dumb artist’s promotion of 


it, you know? 
1sAAc: No. 
max: Like it’s gross but more vicious than gross. 
PAIGE: Art can’t be gross, honey. 
max: It’s not art. It’s propaganda. 
PAIGE: ? 


max: The real story has been erased or ignored and all that’s left is 
someone's agenda, so it’s boring and cruel at the same time and 
so eventually, when you look at it, all you can think about is how 
your feet hurt, or your back, or that it’s a chore— 


PAIGE: You can’t tell me you think about your feet when you look at 
the Mona Lisa. 


max: No, I like that one. 

PAIGE: See. 

max: Because the Mona Lisa is transgender. 

IsAAc: That is not true. 

max: It’s a self-portrait of da Vinci. 

paicE: Honey, I think Isaac might be right about this one. 
max: Other people besides me say this. 

Isaac: That doesn’t make it true. 


max: Lots of people. Scholar people. 


PAIGE [believing it must be true then]: Oh, okay then. 
1sAAc: But it’s all just their... what, their... 

PAIGE: Use your words, Isaac. 

ISAAC: It’s just their... 

MAX: Conjecture? 

ISAAC: ... Sure. 

max: History is conjecture so why can’t hirstory be the same thing? 
PAIGE: Hirstory? 

ISAAC: Oh Jesus Christ. 

MAX: It’s a word. 

PAIGE [trying the word out]: Hirstory! 

isaac: I don’t know what that is but history is about proof. 


max: I’m proof and conjecture. We're all proof and conjecture. So is da 
Vinci, who was trans but ze would have been killed if ze let people 
know, so ze did a self-portrait of hirself, changed hir name from 
Leonardo to Lisa and that’s why ze’s smiling. 


[Slight pause.] 


PAIGE: Well that settles it. Cultural outing day commences. 
isaac: I'll stay and look after Dad. 

PAIGE: No no no. 

1saac: I'll get dinner ready. 

PAIGE: We'll order delivery. 


ISAAC: I wanna make dinner. 
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PAIGE: Wanna! 
ISAAC: I want to make dinner. 
PAIGE: It'll be more fun if you come. 


isaac: Mama, I just got here. Between the house and Dad and Max 
and the Mona Lisa and hirstory .. . I’m a little tired. I’d like to stay. 
Okay? For me? 


[A slight pause.] 


paicE [a little desperate]: You can sleep in the car. 

isaac: Mama. 

[A slightly longer pause.] 

PAIGE [a deal]: You catch up on sleep. Get adjusted. We'll go next Sat- 
urday. All three of us. 

Isaac [not meaning it]: Fine. 

PAIGE [getting ready to leave]: Max, I am cooling down the car and 
then we are going. 


[PAIGE touches 1saac’s face, in a motherly way. He flinches a little. 


[With actual concern] Sometimes you spend an entire lifetime pre- 
paring for something to be one way and right from the start it’s 
another. , 


isaac [not really understanding her]: I guess. 


[A pause.] 


PAIGE: Don’t care for him. Make him drink his shaky-shake, do the 
minimum and let him sleep. It’s all he deserves. He has not earned 
the right to be cared for. Max, replace that wife-abuser shirt. I am 
cooling down the car, and then we are going. 


[max goes to hir bedroom to change hir shirt.] 


And honey, join the military, be promiscuous, and get an addiction 
to under-the-counter cleaning products, but when you are in this 
house, you will not use those products to clean. Understood? 


ISAAC: Sure. 
pAIcE: No, Isaac. I mean absolutely no cleaning. Deal? 
ISAAC: Yeah. 


[PAIGE exits. There is a moment. 1saac finds the Crisco and a rag and 
starts cleaning ARNOLD’s face thoroughly during the following scene.] 


max [entering]: If you want to get on the Internet you can use my 
computer. 


ISAAC: Cool. 


Max [getting hir laptop]: I cleared the hirstory on it so you can’t see 
how much porn I watch. 


Isaac: Thanks. 


Max: Paige thinks I jerk off all the time because I’m on hormones but 
it’s just ‘cause I’m a teenager. 


[Isaac isn’t paying attention to MAX.] 


Or maybe it’s both. I don’t know. 
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[rsaac’s still not paying attention to hir.] 
It’s weird not knowing. But kind of cool. 

[1saac’s still not paying attention.] 
[Getting in 1saac’s face to amuse him] I mean, the horror and plea- 
sure of the world is that it’s usually both, right? 


isaac: I don’t really want to talk about your masturbation habits. 


max [disappointed]: Okay. [Slight pause] The password for the com- 
puter is your name. [Slight pause, then standing on a pile of clothes] 
And you have to stand up here to get the best reception ‘cause we 
have to pirate the neighbor’s Wi-Fi. 


isaac [meaning, “that's pathetic” ]: Really? 

max: I don’t know. Shit gets expensive. 

Isaac: Dad doesn’t get some kind of disability? 
MAx: Paige didn’t want to fill out the paperwork. 
ISAAC: Jesus fucking hell. 


max: She thinks that’s what he gets for hating on socialism all the 
time. Besides, we don’t do financial responsibility anymore. 


isaac: Well, that’s gonna change. 
Max: When you get a job. 

ISAAC: Yes. 

MAX: Like last time. 

Isaac: I have experience now. 


MAx: You were dishonorably discharged. 
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1saac: I can get something. 

MAX [teasing]: So you can spend your salary on drugs? 
ISAAC: It’s not that expensive. 

MAx: I know. 


isaac: What, you have a bunch of meth-head friends so you know 
everything? 


MAX: I Googled it. 
isaac [an actual apology]: Sorry. 


max: I don’t have friends. I mean I do, kinda, but, can you count peo- 
ple you’ve never met in person as friends? I mean, I guess I think 
you can, but people should be confronted with physicality as ritual 
before— 


Isaac: You should have friends. Actual friends. 
MAx: It’s not that easy. 


ISAAC: Find a stranger, ask a question, listen to the answer, then ask a 
follow-up question. 


max: That's a really problematic way of reducing the issue. ° 
ISAAC: It’s not that hard. 


Max: There is literally, not figuratively, but literally nobody in a 
hundred-mile radius that is like me. 


ISAAC: I’m just saying— 


MAX: I don’t need you to protect me anymore. 
[Slight pause.] 


Isaac: Okay? 
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[Slight pause.] 


MAx: I talk to these guys on the Internet that live in a place called Wolf 
Creek. It’s like a commune but for anarchist queers, so way cooler. 
It’s a five-hour drive away but Paige won’t let me go alone and it’s 
not really the kind of place you want to go with your mother so— 


Isaac: You want me to take you? 
MAX: Oh god no. Ha. I’m sorry. No. No. I just. No. Ha. No. 
Isaac: Okay! 


max: I just mean, I don’t think they’d appreciate me bringing my 
straight Marine brother. Or they would. But not for real reasons, 
more for, sexual-predator-humor reasons, or... I don’t know. 


Isaac: It’s fine. 
MAX: I just mean, you’d mess up the safe space. 
ISAAC: ? 


max: The whole point is that it’s a place made so people don’t have to 
deal with things that are problematic. 


IsAAc: I'm... problematic? 


MAX: Yeah. You are. A little. It’s not your fault. It’s just, or maybe it 
is your fault but it’s not really about you. [Slight pause] Are you 
mad at me? 


Isaac: I don’t have to stay. I could just drop you off for a bit. 
Max: Really? 
ISAAC: I guess. 


max: I'm sorry. It’s just, it’s okay that you don’t belong everywhere, 
right? I mean, the world is made for people like you. 
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IsAAc: If you say so. 
[Slight pause.] 


max: I don’t know if I’m ready to go yet anyway. To Wolf Creek. I 
mean, I kinda can’t wait. To go. I think about it all the time. But I’m 
not sure J have the skill set yet, you know? 


1saac: No. 


Max: I mean, how can you belong somewhere if you've grown up ina 
place where you never belong. But, there is literally nobody here 
I'd even want to be friends with so— 


Isaac: I’m here. 

MAX: It’s kinda not the same thing. 

ARNOLD: I’m. Wearing. Dress. 

ISAAC: You made a sentence. 

MAX: He talks more when Paige isn’t around. 
1sAAc: Is he a vegetable? 

MAx: I dunno, more like an old person. 
ARNOLD: Dress. 

ISAAC: You want it off? 

ARNOLD [ambiguous about it]: Emm? 


ISAAC [to ARNOLD, getting him to put his hands up so he can take his 
nightgown off and then putting a button-down flannel on him 
throughout the following scene]: Up. 


You really leave him here all day? 


MAx: He just lies around. 
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Isaac: It’s not right. 
MAX: She wants him to be humiliated. 
Isaac [meaning, “you can’t humiliate invalids”]: He's an invalid. 


max: She feeds him this mush so it gets all over his face and she won’t 
wipe it off. It just hangs there. It gets all crusty. And he has to wear 
diapers. But she won’t wash him properly. She makes him stand in 
the backyard and she hoses him down. 


isaac: You can’t let her do that. 
max: Fuck him. It’s called karma. Watch this. 


[To ARNOLD] Arnold! 


[Max points at ARNOLD’s chest, like he has something on it, ARNOLD 
looks down, and max brings his finger up ARNOLD’s face.] 


Arnold look. 

[max does it again and ARNOLD falls for it again.] 
Hey Arnold. 

[max does it again and aRNOLD falls for it yet again.] 
Arnie. 

[Again.] 
Hey. 

[Again.] 


Woohoo. 


[Again.] 
[Doing it over and over while ze says the following] I could literally 
do this all day and he'll never— 

Isaac [grabbing Max’s hand a bit more forcefully then necessary]: Stop. 


MAX: Ow. 

[tsaac lets Max’s hand go and walks away from hir.] 
[Deflecting by changing the subject] Your brain is exploding right 
now. 

isaac: You should have written to say what was happening. 

MAX: You didn’t write me. 


tsaac: I don’t do that kind’of thing. You do that kind of thing and you 
didn’t. 


MAx: I'm allowed to be selfish ‘cause I’m in transition. 
Isaac [with regard to changing hir gender]: She put you up to this. 
MAX: Oh fuck off. 


isaac: I just think she might have pressured you to change yourself in 
ways you might not be aware of. 


MAx: I know what you think but that’s just because Paige likes to ap- 
propriate my experience so it doesn’t feel like it’s my experience. 
She’s not homeschooling me, I’m homeschooling her, and it’s fuck- 
ing exhausting. It’s fucking exhausting teaching people. 


PAIGE [calling from outside]: MAAAAAAAX! 
max [calling back]: 1AM TEACHING MY BROTHER! 
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[To 1sAAc] Just... catch up. The world is going forward. There’s no 
time to be worried about gender. Gender isn’t radical. It’s not even 
progressive. It’s an everyday occurrence. 


isaac: I barely recognize you. 

max: I look the same, just hairy! 

isaac [laughing]: That is so disgusting. 

ARNOLD [as if saying any random word, like “chair,” or “dish,” etc.]: 
Sgusting. 


[Max violently acts like ze is going to punch ARNOLD. ARNOLD cowers.] 


Isaac: Hey! 


MAX [fo ARNOLD]: Idiot. 
[Slight pause] 


I better go. 
isaac: I didn’t puke ‘cause of how you look. 
Max: Whatever. 


isaac: I just throw up. Everybody vomits in Mortuary Affairs. It’s 
what we get instead of medals. 


PAIGE [off-stage]: MAAAAAAAAAAX. 
[Silence.] 


max: Gotta go. Paige wants to act like she’s teaching me how to save 
the world. She's serious about not cleaning. Just so you know. I 
picked up a sock one time and she grounded me for a week. 


IsAAc: It’s not healthy. 


MAX: Nothing new there. Now it just looks that way. [Slight pause] 
You sure you don’t wanna come? 
[A pause meaning no.] 


[MAx starts to exit, makes a cartoon-like “you're-an-idiot” face at AR- 
NOLD. ARNOLD flinches. Max exits. isAAc looks out the window. The car 
drives off. 1saac looks at the kitchen.] 


[A long pause as 1saac looks at ARNOLD and ARNOLD looks away. AR- 
NOLD shivers. isaac turns the air-conditioning off and looks down at 
his hands, which have makeup all over them.] 

ISAAC [to ARNOLD]: You're all over me. 

ARNOLD: Don’t. Like. Her. 

ISAAC: Max? 

ARNOLD: Err. 

isaac: Mom? 

ARNOLD [an affirmation]: Huh. 


Isaac: Paige. You know her name. You can say it. Paige. One after an- 
other after another. 


ARNOLD: Another. 
ISAAC: Yeah. 
ARNOLD: Tired. 


1sAac: Drink your shake and you can go to bed. 
[ARNOLD doesn’t drink the shake. Instead he holds his penis.] 


You don’t want the shake? 
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ARNOLD: I'm cold. 


{isaac takes the shake from ARNOLD. Considers. isaac dumps the shake 
in the sink.] 

isaac: Okay? 

ARNOLD [meaning yes]: Hm-hmm. 

isaac: You look better now. More like how you're supposed to look. 
ARNOLD: How? 

isaac: Determined. 

ARNOLD: TV. 


Isaac: Yeah, you like your TV. You sit in your easy chair, watch your 
TV, and you're easy. And then you get angry for being too easy. 


ARNOLD: Angry? 


ISAAC: You're a man. You're stern. You get red faced. You beat the dog 
with a bat for barking too loud. 


ARNOLD: I don’t like. Barking. 
isaac: No, you don’t. 
ARNOLD: And? 


isaac: You take a salt shaker with you everywhere. 
[ARNOLD picks up the salt shaker.] 


You eat hard-boiled eggs in the shower. I don’t know why you do 
that. 


ARNOLD: Because. 
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isaac: Right. You sit at the table with your shirt off and scratch your 
back with your dinner fork. 


ARNOLD: And? 


Isaac: People like you. Enough. But not too much. Not enough to bor- 
row things from you or send you invites. 


ARNOLD: And? 


isaac: And you take up space. You sweat. You leave your mark. Yellow 
stains on everything white. Under your pits, around your collar, 
on the toilet seat. You dole out allowances and punishments. You 
give me, you give Mom, us, bruises, welts when we do things or 
when we're too loud. You break our fingers if we leave a dirty dish 
in the sink. 


ARNOLD: She. Talks. Too much. 

IsAAc: She always talks’too much. 

ARNOLD: I don't like it. e 
1sAac: You flick her with your finger to get her to stop. 


ARNOLD: Like this. 
[ARNOLD flicks ISAAC. ] 


Isaac: Yes. She hates that. 
ARNOLD: She takes it. 


isaac: She asks you not to but you do it anyway because even though 
you're a man you want to be a child. 


ARNOLD: You're a child. 
Isaac: I’m your boy grown up. 
ARNOLD: What else? 
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Isaac: You take me to batting practice and out driving but won’t teach 
me how to do either. You sit and stare at things. I sit with you. 
We’re quiet. You stare at things and I stare at you staring at the 
things. 


ARNOLD: Things? 

Isaac: Lawns. Vinyl. Siding. 

ARNOLD: Flowers? Stars? 

1saac: No. Things. Real’things. 

ARNOLD: More. 

Isaac: You never cook except once a month when we eat fried chicken. 
ARNOLD [meaning, “I like chicken.”]: Chicken. 


ISAAC: You take out the trash and obsess over shingles and yard work 
so you can be outside. You’re fit but not so much it upstages you. 
You have a stash of porn in the garage and a secret jar of Polaroids, 
old flings who posed naked for you. 


[ARNOLD gets the Polaroids from a cookie jar.] 
You catch me staring at them and don’t say anything, just leave. 


You like your beer to the point where you fight for it and whiskey 
to the point where you can't. 


ARNOLD: Pictures? 
[ARNOLD throws the Polaroids up in the air like confetti.] 


ISAAC: Jesus. 


ARNOLD: I like . . . [closing his eyes and pointing to a random picture] 
That one. 
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ISAAC [grossed out by his pick]: Oh no, Dad, no. 

ARNOLD [defending his pick]: I like it! 

isaac: Okay! 

ARNOLD [getting more aggressive about his defense]: Tube sock titties. 
Isaac: I’m not trying to stomp on your girl. 

ARNOLD [on the attack]: I stomp you! 


ISAAC [retreating]: Hey, hey, okay. [Slight pause] That shirt does you 
good. 


ARNOLD [holding his penis]: My penis is my best friend. 


ISAAC: Okay. 
ARNOLD: Heartbeat in a penis. Move nonstop. Like lava lamp. [Slight 
pause] Home. 
Isaac: You're home. 
ARNOLD [meaning, “I don’t like the house being messy” ]: Messy. 
ISAAC: Yes. You're a man. You like to come home to order. 
ARNOLD: Sleep. 
Isaac: Okay. 
[ARNOLD gets up and goes to his bed. isaac watches him. He looks 
around, takes a deep breath, and starts to clean. A curtain falls.] 
464 


ss 


ACT 2 


[Six o'clock in the evening, same day. The curtain opens to reveal the 
kitchen, which is much cleaner than when we last saw it. ARNOLD 
watches television in the living room. It’s a sports channel. isaac is 
cooking and doing the dishes at the same time. When he is over the 
stove, it seems as if he’s trying to stop himself from puking. We hear the 
car pull up, and after a bit Max enters from outside.] 


max [entering]: Did you mow the lawn— 


[Regarding the clean house] WOOOAAA! OHAAAAA! 
WOOOOAAAAA! What happened? 


ISAAC [continuing to clean during the following]: You should know a 
few things. I’ll be putting you to work. I’ll be needing you to dust 
properly. Underneath all the furniture, including the beds. Move 
things to get underneath them if you need to but do not go around 
them. You may think the current state of the house means there 
has been slippage in Dad’s exactitude. You are mistaken. You will 
straighten, polish, and demand the dirt’s obedience. 


[Handing hir a duster and explaining it to hir like a child] It's used 
to dust. 
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MAX: Mom’s just parking the car. 


isaac [handing hir some polish]: When you're done with that use this 
product to polish. 


MAx: She’s gonna freak. 

ISAAC: One job at a time. The living room. 

MAx: I just got home. 

ISAAC: ? 

MAx: It was Cultural Saturday. 

ISAAC: Your point? 

max: I’ve been explaining art to Paige for the last twelve hours. ¢ 
isaac: And I’ve been cleaning all day. 

MAX: I just want to jerk off and be quiet. 


1saac: Life is not the finishing of events. It is a continuation. Each day 
you do what needs to be done with the understanding that there is 
no end to the doing. You find pleasure in the doing or you live ina 
tornado. You like living in a tornado? 


MAx: Paige likes it. 

1saac: What do you like? 

MAx: I like to jerk off and be quiet. 

isaac: You need to decide what kind of zee you're going to be. 
MAX: Ze. 


isaac: What kind of ze you're going to be. The kind who expects spe- 
cial treatment because ze’s not really a man, or the kind who owns 
up to his, hir responsibilities and does hir job. 


PAIGE [from outside]: Hellllooooo0o! 
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isaac [handing hir the duster again]: The living room. You don’t com- 
plain. You suck it up, drive on, and you clean. 


[Max goes to dust the living room.] 


PAIGE: Hello! I’m hooooooome. Helloooooo! You have to talk back to 
me when I call out or [coming in] I can’t get a sense of what I’m 
saying and I wonder if I exist. 


[A gut wrenching scream, from seeing the clean house, as if it were on 
fire] 
AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH! 
isaac: What's wrong? 
PAIGE: What did you do? 
Isaac: I cleaned. 


paicE: I told you I didn’t want . . . why is the kitchen table in the 
kitchen? 


Isaac: That's where it goes. 


PAIGE: I can’t breathe with that normative table in here. What is that 
smell? 


Isaac: I’m making dinner. 

PAIGE: We don’t do chicken in this house. 
isaac: Dad likes chicken. 

PAIGE: He can’t have wheat. 

isaac: What? 


PAIGE: We're celiacs. 
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isaac: What? 

PAIGE: We're allergic to gluten. 

isaac: No you're not. 

PAIGE: You don’t know what we are. 

IsAAc: It’s chicken. 

paiGE: Chicken rolled in gluten and fried. 

isaac: It’s what I’ve prepared. 

PAIGE: It smells like the past. It’s boiling in here. Is the air working? 

Isaac: I turned it off. 

PAIGE: Why would you do that? 

Isaac: It’s how | like it. 

PAIGE: It’s how your father likes it. 

isaac: And how | like it and how Max likes it. 

PAIGE: It’s how your father likes it, so it’s how you like it. 

ISAAC: Yes. 

PAIGE [calling to the living room]: ARNOOOOOOLD! Turn on the 
air-conditioning. 


[ARNOLD walks in and immediately begins eating chicken.] 


[Looking at ARNOLD’s shirt] What are you wearing? 
IsAAc: Clothes. 
PAIGE: I don’t want him in that. 


Isaac: He doesn’t want to wear the pajamas. 
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PAIGE: The nightgown comes off and on easy. 

ISAAC: You can get him out of a shirt. 

pace: The nightgown is easier to clean when he makes a mess. 
isaac: You can wash a shirt. 


paicE: You can’t wash plaid. It’s its own kind of filth. [Slight pause] It’s 
a statement saying, I want you to know I care about not caring. 
Arnie, put on your nightgown. 


IsAAc: Sit down, Dad. 
PAIGE: Arnie, put on the nightgown. 
ISAAC: Dad, sit down. 


PAIGE: The nightgown. 
[During the following, Max sneaks into the kitchen.] 


isaac [simultaneous with raice’s line below}: It’s okay, Dad, you don’t 
have to. Don’t leave. Forget the nightgown, Dad. Don’t you take 
that shirt off. You stay right there. Stay right there and eat your 
chicken. 


PAIGE: Put the nightgown on. Arnie, go put on your nightgown. 
Where's the nightgown? Arnie, take off that shirt and go find the 
nightgown. The nightgown. 


MAX: I got it! 
isaac [simultaneous with raice’s line below, to Max]: NO YOU DON’T! 
PAIGE [to MAX]: HE WILL DO IT! 


max: Okay! 


[max goes back to the living room.] 


ISAAC [simultaneous with paicE’s line below]: Dad. Listen to me. Don’t 
you go looking for that nightgown. You sit back down and wear 
your plaid. Dad. Dad. Dad. DAD! 


PAIGE: The nightgown. Go find it. Find it. Find the nightgown. The 
nightgown. The! Night! Gown! The! Night! Gown! The! Night! 
ENOUGH! 


[With a vicious quiet determination] Find the nightgown. 
[ARNOLD goes to get the nightgown.] 


[Blaming 1saac for ARNOLD’s indecisive behavior] Did you give 


him his shaky-shake? 
isaac [lying and not looking at her]: Yeah. 
PAIGE: You don’t look at me when you talk to me? 


[A pause as 1saac does not look at patct. During the following, raicE 
throws out the chicken one piece at a time.] 


Did you have fun with your father today, cleaning when you spe- 
cifically said you wouldn't? 

saac: We talked. 

PAIGE: He never talks. 

Isaac: Because he’s never been able to get a word in edgewise. 

PAIGE: Don’t you try to rein me in. 

Isaac: You're ... emasculating him. 

PAIGE: Is it that obvious? 

1saac: He doesn’t know who he is when you're around. 

PAIGE: He knows who he has become. 
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[Calling to ARNOLD] ARNIE, MAKE EVERYONE A DRINKY-POO! 


ARNOLD [entering in his diaper and trying to pull on the nightgown): 
Drinky-poo. 


Isaac: Max can do it. 
PAIGE: Let your father do it. 


isaac [calling to Max]: MAAAAAAAX, MOM WANTS YOU TO 
MAKE EVERYONE A DRINK! 


PAIGE [calling to Max]: ARNOLD WILL DO IT, HONEY. IT’S GOOD 
FOR HIM TO HAVE CHORES. Arnold, everyone gets some 
bubble. 


ARNOLD: Bubble. 

Max [entering with the duster]: Should I stay or go? 

isaac: I don’t want a drink. 

PAIGE: Because you've already dipped into your drug of choice? 


Isaac [caught and not a good liar]: What? I didn’t ... what? 
[Slight pause.] 


PAIGE: It’s just bubble anyway. We don’t do alcohol in this house any- 
more. We are not numbing ourselves. We are conscious beings. 
Arnold, get everyone some bubble. 


ARNOLD: Bubble. 

ISAAC: Tap water is fine. 

PAIGE: Let him get you a little bubble. 
Isaac: No. 


ARNOLD: Bubble. 
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PAIGE: Put a lime in it, Arnie. 
isaac: No thanks. 
PAIGE: It’s like having a cocktail when you have a lime in it. 


isaac: I’LL JUST TAKE WATER! 
[A pause.| 


PAIGE [fo ISAAC]: You want a swizzle stick? 
ARNOLD [holding his penis]: Swizzle. 

PAIGE [fo ARNOLD, spraying him]: Penis. 

isaac: How ‘bout you don’t spray him like that? 
PAIGE: Are you taking his side? 

isaac: YES! | 


PAIGE: WELL! 
[Silence. ARNOLD holds his penis and gives paicE a seltzer water.] 


Everyone, excuse me everyone! I have something I'd like to say to 
you all. I realize, if you met me today you would not like me, but 
because you did not meet me today, but many years ago at your in- 
ception, aside from you Arnie, but empathize with me here, okay? 


ARNOLD: Okay. 


PAIGE: Because you did not meet me today but many years ago, now 
you feel an obligation to like me. Believe it or not, I, if I had only 
met you today, the truth of the situation is, ] would not want to 
spend time with you. But luckily for me this is not the case. What 
I am saying is, [actual concern] I have missed you and been afraid 
for you and I am glad you are with us. 
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[Hearing the television for the first time] Why is the television on? 
1saac: Dad likes it. 
PAIGE [turning the television off]: We don’t do TV in this house. 
1sAac: All we do is TV. 


paicE: Not since your father’s stroke. Now we have family time where 
we do crafts and tell stories and play music and dress-up and do 
therapeutic shadow puppetry, but we don’t do TV. And when we do 
do TV, we don’t turn the volume on. 


ISAAC: ? 


PAIGE: It’s easier to see what's really happening in the world with the 
volume off. That there is more beauty than despair. 


isaac: If you’d been in a war you wouldn’t believe that. 

max: I don’t believe that. 

PAIGE [to MAX]: You're the one who told it to me. 

Max: It’s sentimental and denies the range of actual experience. 


PAIGE: Because an appreciation of beauty doesn’t go with the brooding 
masculinity you've decided to take on since your brother arrived? 


max: I'm not brooding. 
[max goes to the living room, with the duster, brooding.| 


Paice: ARNOOOLD! Away from the door. Yes. The door. 


[Going to make the shake] Someone didn’t make Arnold drink his 
shaky-shake. 


1sAac: MAAAAAAAAAX! I need you to polish the table. 


Max [coming into the kitchen]: I just started dusting again. 
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isaac: No complaining. Just do. 

PAIGE: No, Max, let’s have a salon, go get your banjo. 

MAX [a whine]: Don’t make me do that. 

PAIGE: I want to show you off. Max plays the banjo now. Ze is filling 


our world with musicality. Get your banjo! 


[Max goes into the living room as ARNOLD comes into the kitchen. 
When they pass each other max acts like ze is about to punch ARNOLD 
and ARNOLD flinches, paice turns on the blender. 1saac tries to keep 
it together. pace eyeballs him, seeing if the blender noise is upsetting 
him. It is, but he doesn’t puke. Instead he tries to steady himself, so he 
won't puke, during the following. It’s difficult.] 


[Handing arnotp the blender to drink from] Drink. 


[Max enters the kitchen with hir banjo, and while paice is distracted, 
ARNOLD hides the blender without drinking the shake.] 


MAX: I just started. 
PAIGE: You're getting good. 


[To 1saac] We're preparing a talent to offer the world for when we 
venture out. 


MAX: I’m not getting good. 
ISAAC: I wanna hear. 

MAX: You don’t. 

1sAac: Homes should have music. 
PAIGE: Your father never liked music. 


Isaac: He wasn’t always right. 
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Max [meaning the banjo]: It’s probably not for me. 

PAIGE: Don’t say that. 

Max: I only started ‘cause I thought it was cool. 

isaac: And because chicks dig banjos, right? 

[A slight awkward pause.| 

PAIGE: Max, did you,see what Isaac did there? He tried to bond with 
you about chicks, as a way to say your sexuality is okay with him. 

Isaac: | am trying. 

PAIGE: There’s only one problem. 

max: I’ma fag. 

PAIGE: I hate it when you say that. 

Max: I’m attracted to guys. 

isaac: I thought— 

max: I know what you thought— 


PAIGE: Max likes boys. And not just any boys but stinky hippie hairy 
gay boys ze stalks on the Internet. It’s fantastic. 


MAX: They’re not hippies. They’re anarchists. 
PAIGE: They support themselves by selling rope sandals. 
max: You don’t know. 


Isaac [to the universe]: WHY DON’T I EVER UNDERSTAND 
ANYTHING? 


PAIGE: And it’s true you originally got the banjo because you thought 
it would give you access to the stinky hippie hairy gay sect, but 
now you're getting very good. 
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MAX: I suck. 
ISAAC AND PAIGE: Don’t say that. 
MAX [a defense]: Okay! 
[Max starts to play the banjo. Ze is not very good. Ze keeps messing up. 
isaac, who has been holding in his puke from the blender noise, sud- 
denly can't hold it in any longer and pukes.| 
He just puked because of how bad I play. 
isaac: I didn’t. 
PAIGE: Start again. 
MAx: It makes him puke. 


Isaac: It didn’t. I swear. [Genuine] It’s just too awesome. I puked be- 
cause it’s too awesome. 


[An awkward pause.] 
ISAAC: Start again. 
[Max starts again. Ze messes up a bunch.] 


MAX: Fuck. 
PAIGE: Language. 


ARNOLD: Fuck. 
[PAIGE sprays ARNOLD. | 
max: I’m not supposed to play the fourth string. I’m supposed to skip 


it every other time. 
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ARNOLD: Skip it. 


PAIGE: You won't do it right, if you're riled up. 
IsAAc: Slow it down and work it out, bit by bit. 
PAIGE: It’s because you're so empathetic. 
ARNOLD: Skip it. 

MAx: What? 


PAIGE: You feel sorry for the string because it’s getting left out of the 
song, so you always play it. 


max: I do not. 

PAIGE: You have to hate that string. 

ARNOLD: Hate it. 

max: I don’t feel sorry for it. 

PAIGE: If you hate it, then you won't play it. 

ARNOLD: Hate it. 

max: I can’t hate it. I have to play it later. 

isaac: Then just hate it for a little bit and then make up with it. 
max: It goes by too fast. I have to play it two seconds later. 
ARNOLD: Later. 

max: I can’t hate it and then make up in two seconds. 
PAIGE: Slow it down and when you get it, speed it up. 
ARNOLD: Up. 

max: I don’t want to hate it. 


PAIGE: It’s a string. 


ARNOLD: Hate it. 

Max: I know. 

PAIGE: It doesn’t feel anything. 

max: I know. | 

PAIGE: How is it my offspring care so much for inanimate objects? 
MAX: It’s not inanimate. 

PAIGE: I blame you, Arnie. 

ARNOLD: Inanimate. 

MAX: It moves. It’s not inanimate. 
ARNOLD: Inanimate. 

ISAAC: Try it again. Jesus.Christ, Max. 
PAIGE: Don’t boss. : 


max: Forget it. I’m not playing it. I don’t feel sorry for the string. I 
want to fuck it. 


[Pause.] 


PAIGE: What? 


ARNOLD: Fuck it. 
[PAIGE sprays ARNOLD.] 


Max: I want to fuck the string. 

PAIGE: It’s the mones. 

MAx: Forget it. 

PAIGE [fo ISAAC, a tongue twister]: Hir’s horny on hormones. 
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max: IT’S NOT THE MONES! I want to do what real musicians do 
when they play their instruments so good it’s like they're fucking it. 


PAIGE: You mean making love to it. 


max: Don’t neuter it. I want to fuck it. I want it to sweat and get embar- 
rassed and have to change. And I can’t do that with a banjo. 


[Taking the banjo back to hir room] It’s not my thing. People should 
do their thing. I tried it, it’s not for me. I’Il polish the stupid table. 


[Max slams hir bedroom door.] 


PAIGE [calling to Max]: You're going to be a visual artist anyway. 


MAX [coming back in and polishing the table]: I’m not going to be a 
visual artist. 


PAIGE: I see how you react when we go on Cultural Saturday—oh! The 
museum! 


[To isaac] You should have come with us, I. 
[Knocking over a pile of folded laundry] It was massive. 
ISAAC: Hey! 


PAIGE [knocking over another pile while speaking to Max]: Life altering, 
wasn’t it? 


ISAAC: Stop. 

MAX: Sure. 

PAIGE: Don’t you “sure” me. You loved it. 

MAx: You're exaggerating my reaction to validate your experience. 


PAIGE: You told me you loved it. The magnificent Saint Teresa body 
parts. 
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[Max swats PAIGE because she brought up the body parts again.] 


If you hit your mother one more time I will immediately go to 
your room and flush your entire stash of testosterone down the 
toilet. Am I clear? 


MAX [actually sorry]: Sorry. 


PAIGE: The theme of the exhibit was about [pulling out the brochure 
from her purse and reading] “Partiality Meeting the Partial: An 
Examination of Engagement in Regards to the Damaged or Unfin- 
ished Work.” So everything in the exhibit was missing something. 


Like the Saint Teresa body. Part of her was stolen so they only tour 
tidbits. 


Isaac: Sounds disrespectful. 


PAIGE: It’s exciting. Disrespectful were these boys who were at the 
museum. 


MAX: They were just acting up. 


PAIGE: Everywhere you go there are boys acting up. Shouting at each 
other, roughhousing next to art. 


IsAAc: It’s disrespectful. 

PAIGE: Thank you. [Genuinely happy about this] Isaac, we agree. 
Isaac: Not the boys, the body. 

PAIGE: Oh. 

ISAAC: Someone dies, you put them to rest. 

PAIGE: The saint doesn’t mind, I. I heen, she is a martyr. 


Isaac: How we treat our dead is what— 


472 
71 


PAIGE: Separates us from the blah blah? Everyone was happy yester- 
day and today everyone is a brooder. Why do ‘you think that is, 
Isaac? Arnold, there isn’t any ice in my drink. 


ARNOLD: It’s cold. 


[isaac grabs paicE’s drink and puts ice in it. He gives it to her and then 
turns the air conditioner off.] 


PAIGE: Turn that air back on. 


[isaac doesn't move. PAIGE gets up and turns the air conditioner on. 
ISAAC turns it off. PAIGE turns it on. ISAAC goes to turn the air condi- 
tioner off.] 


DON’T YOU DARE. 


[A stand off. isaac goes into the living room, is about to punch a wall 
but stops himself. aRNoLD turns the air conditioner off. PAIGE turns it 
on. ARNOLD turns it off. PAIGE turns if on. ARNOLD flicks PAIGE. PAIGE 
slaps ARNOLD’s hand as if he were a two-year-old. ARNOLD cries and 
goes back to his bed in the living room.] 


Max: I don’t want to be an artist. I want to live on a commune with a 
bunch of anarchists and make honey and be a gender-reassignment 
hirstorian. 


PAIGE: What? 


Max: I want to gender-reassign hirstory. Convince people that da Vinci 
or Martha Washington or Queen Elizabeth were transsexual. 


PAIGE: Is that a vocation? 
max: The past got stolen and I want to steal it back! 


PAIGE: You're not about the past, honey, you're about the future. 
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MAx: Don’t tell me what I am. 
PAIGE: Why are you acting so butch all of a sudden? Where did my 
sissy transman go? 


[saac comes back to the kitchen with pent-up aggression.] 


MAx: I’m not a sissy. 
Isaac: Hell no, you’re not! 
PAIGE [to ISAAC]: You stay out of this! 


Max: I like sissies. I’m attracted to sissies. That doesn’t mean I am a 
sissy. 


PAIGE: You're a little sissy. 

isaac: I don’t think you're a sissy, Max. 

MAx: Not that I couldn’ be a sissy if I wanted to. 
PAIGE: Then want to. 

MAX: I’m trans-masculine. 

ISAAC [meaning, “Score one for Max!”]: Oh! 


PAIGE [grossed out by 1saac’s “dude” reaction]: Eww. What is that, 
“Oh” thing? 


ISAAC [trying to get MAX to jump up and slap his palms that are held 
up]: Up high. Up high. 


PAIGE: Oh, don’t you do that. 


Isaac: Do it, Max. Come on. Fucking do it. 
[Max jumps up and slaps tsaac’s palms.| 


[Same as before but directed at patce] OH! 
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PAIGE [fo MAX]: You're going to be ashamed of yourself in the morning. 


Max: Just because you don’t want me to be trans-masculine doesn’t 
mean I’m not trans-masculine. 


PAIGE: It just seems like you're acting a little more trans-masculine 
today, since your brother arrived. 


MAX: That’s not true. 


PAIGE [meaning, “whatever you say honey, but we all know that's not 
true” |: Okay. 


Max: Don’t dismiss it like that. 


PAIGE: Denying that you like art and stomping around about the past 
and anarchists and doing that rah-rah-I’m-a-winner-sports-slap 
thing you've always been appalled by but .. . [the same as above] 
Okay. 


isaac: Max, help me make up the couch. 
[max and 1saac go to the living room.] 


PAIGE: How about you stop bossing hir around? 

1saac: How about you don’t talk to me in that condescending tone? 
PAIGE: Then stop behaving like a— 

isAac: A man? We are men! 

ARNOLD: Men. 

1sAAC: THE MAKING OF THE BED MILITARY STYLE! 

MAX: Cool. 

PAIGE [to MAX]: Cool? 


ARNOLD: Bed. 
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PAIGE: Since when do you believe anything to do with the military 
industrial complex is cool? 


[ARNOLD goes to the living room. During the following, 1saac gives 
rapid fire, boot camp-like instructions to Max and ARNOLD on how to 
make a bed, military style, but his diatribe is more for paicE’s bene- 
fit, to show how he is in charge of MAX and ARNOLD. PAIGE stays in 
the kitchen, where she decides to secretly set up the Shadow Puppetry 
Show.] 


isaac [performed like a military tirade to new recruits]: You will need 
one bottom sheet. 

Max [holding up a fitted sheet]: Got it. 

ISAAC [meaning, “say ‘check,’ instead of ‘Got it’”]: Check! 

MAX [as if to say, “Okay, don’t get mad": Check. 

ARNOLD [crowding Max]: Check. 

MAX [to ARNOLD, meaning “get out of the way”]: Stop. 

isaac: A top sheet. 

max: Check. 

ARNOLD: Check. 

IsAAc: One pillow. 

MAX: Check. 

IsAAc: One pillowcase. 

ARNOLD: Case. 

MAx: Check. 


[To ARNOLD] Move. 
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isaac: And one long-handled spoon.: 

MAX: Really? 

ARNOLD [going to get a spoon from the kitchen]: Spoon. 
Isaac: You do not ask questions, you do! 

MAX: Okay. 


ISAAC: Step one! Tuck all of the edges of the sheet tightly and around 
the mattress. 


MAX: We don’t have a mattress. 

Isaac: Then you make do with what you have, Max! 

MAX: Okay. 

ARNOLD [returning with a spoon]: Spoon. 

[During the following, isaac rambles on. He’s more intent on hav- 
ing patcE hear him (without looking at her) than paying attention to 
whether Max and ARNOLD are doing it right. They try to keep up but 
aren't that successful because ARNOLD undoes almost everything MAX 
does. It is essentially a bed-making lazzi. Max, as the lazzi progresses, 


gets more and more frustrated with ARNOLD, to the point where ze is 
pushing ARNOLD and on the verge of violence with him.] 


ISAAC: Step two! Lay the top sheet down, with the top edge even with 
the top of the mattress. 
MAX: Top sheet. 


isaac: Place the edge of the sheet with the longer hem, about two 
inches wide, at the head of the bed. Step three. 


Max: Whoa! 
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isaac: Lift the bottom of the mattress with one hand and tuck the 
bottom of the sheet between the springs and your other hand. Use 
the spoon— 


ARNOLD [taking the spoon from Max]: Spoon. 
MAX [taking it back from ARNOLD]: Stop it. 


IsAAc: —to tightly tuck the sheet. Step four! Lift the top sheet about 
a foot away from the foot of the bed. Pull straight up to form a 
diagonal fold. 


ARNOLD: Fold. 
MAX [to ARNOLD]: You're messing it up. 


ISAAC [overlapping them]: And lay the fold flat on the top of the bed. 
Step five! Tuck the piece that is hanging from the corner under the 
mattress. 


ARNOLD: Fold. 
ISAAC: Step six!— 
MAX: How many steps are there?— 


isaac: Tuck the side of the top sheet securely under the edge of the 
bed. Fold the top side of the sheet down to form a nice crisp edge. 
Step seven! 


MAX: Jesus. 


Isaac: Center your pillow at the head of the bed and look forward to a 
good night’s sleep. 


Max: Forget it. You can’t do anything in this fucking house. 


[Max acts like ze is about to punch ARNOLD. ARNOLD flinches. Issac 
grabs Max and pushes hir against the wall and holds hir throat with one 
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hand, while acting like he’s going to punch Max with the other. This is a 
violent action and we should be scared.| 

ISAAC: Stop treating him like that! 

MAX: Sorry. 

PAIGE [entering the living room and singing]: Shadow Puppetry Show! 
ARNOLD [excited]: Ooo! 

[During the following, PAIGE pulls up the sheets on the couch and begins 
dragging the couch pillows to the kitchen, to use them as audience seats. 
MAX retreats.| 

PAIGE [fo MAX and ARNOLD, sung]: A little help please. 

tsaac: What are you doing? 

PAIGE: We're going to do our shadow puppetry for you, I. 

isaac: You keep taking my bed from me. 


MAX [an attack on isaac]: Fun! 
[Max and aRNOLD help her with the couch pillows.] 


PAIGE: I'l] get the makeover kit. 

[Calling from her bedroom] WE’LL DO THE WHOLE FAMILY. 
isaac: What? NO! 
max [an attack]: It’s fun. 
1sac: DON’T COME IN HERE WITH THAT MAKEOVER KIT. 
paicE [from her bedroom, a demonic laugh]: MWAH-HA-HA! 


Isaac [to MAx]: I thought you wanted to be a man. 
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MAX: A fag. ama fag. 


PAIGE [from the bedroom]: WE’LL DO OUR HAIR FIRST. 
1sAAc: ABSOLUTELY NOT! 


PAIGE [throwing a wig from the bedroom into the kitchen]: RAINBOW 
FANTASY FOR MAX. 


MAX: Score. 


PAIGE [throwing a Baby Jane wig in]: BABY JANE FOR ARNOLD. 
[ARNOLD goes to pick up the wig.] 

isaac: Dad, you leave that wig there. 

[ARNOLD ignores ISAAC.] 


PAIGE [throwing in a poufy pink wig for 1ssac]: AND PINK POODLE 
FOR ISAAC. 


[The massive pink and poufy poodle wig hits 1saac in the face. Max, 
who caught the makeup kit, starts putting makeup on hirself.] 


Isaac: You said you weren't a sissy. 


MAX [sing-songy]: That was before she got the wigs out. 


[ARNOLD pulls a dress from a stack of clothes that isaac had folded, 
knocking the stack over onto the floor in the process.] 


isaac: I JUST FOLDED THOSE! 
Max: I want the strawberry dress. 


ARNOLD: Mine! 
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[ARNOLD goes in the other room with the strawberry dress (and also 
snatches some makeup from Max). MAX looks through the laundry for 
a dress during the following and puts one on.] 


PAIGE [appearing at the entrance of the hallway, wearing a towering 
beauty pageant wig from the fifties]: 1 used to have the worst hair. 
Giant. Frazzled monstrosity. And can you guess why? Because 
your father was having an affair with the family beautician. 


isaac: Dolores Shadbolt? 


Max [smearing lipstick all over hir face but talking about Dolores]: 


Gross. 


[ARNOLD enters the kitchen wearing the Baby Jane wig, the dress, and 
fast and sloppy drag queen makeup.] 


ARNOLD: Dolores. 


PAIGE: Story time! Dark and scary story time. 
[Max turns off the lights.] 
ARNOLD [speaking like a ghost]: Ooooooo geeee booooo geeeee. 


[Paice turns a flashlight on (under her chin) and speaks the following 
as if in a nature documentary about dangerous creatures. MAX and AR- 
NoLD make a vocal soundscape (the sound of a Polaroid, scissors, the 
murmur of girls gossiping, etc.) and hold up shadow puppets behind 
the sheet that tell the story of what patce is saying. This is a rehearsed 
performance that, though amateur, they love doing.] 


PAIGE: Your father was having an affair with Dolores Shadbolt. I have 


the Polaroids to prove it. And the pictures of my atrocity called a 
hairstyle. Dolores’s jealousy oozing out of every frontal flip. Of 
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course I never knew. Although I should have suspected, walking 
around with all that ha-cha-cha up top. The vengeful mistress get- 
ting even with each little snip. I'd sit in her chair and tell her of my 
marital problems, and she’d snip away, goading me on. And when 
she‘d finish with my style, I’d say, “I don’t know, it seems a little 
much, don’t you think?” but she just reassured me, got all those 
girls in the salon to do the same. I’d walk out, people would snicker. 
The whole world was in on it. But I kept on going to her. Confiding 
all my love secrets to the unknown nemesis wielding a curling iron 
and a bristle brush. 


[Max and ARNOLD make demonic laughter sounds. tsaac tears the sheet 
off and turns the lights on.] 


[With no self-pity or sorrow, and faaeing fun of the idiots who 
distinguish between. “legitimate rape” and rape] He also “legiti- 
mately” raped me. “When I got my job and he lost his and he saw 
things weren’t going his way, he “legitimately” raped me. And I 
shrugged. I think it was the shrug that gave him the stroke. His 
realization that even at his manliest, most desperate evil state, he 
was never going to be better than old hat. That’s the man you want 
to care for? 


ISAAC: I joined the Marines so I could learn how to stop him from do- 
ing things like that. 


MAX: Really? 


Isaac: Maybe. But then I got there and... everyone was there because 
nobody knew how to stop whatever was happening at home. You 
can’t leave places. The only useful job you can have in the places 
where everything is blown up is to care for the pieces. 


PAIGE: Picking up those bodies has made you impartial. 


Isaac: What? 


477 
8&1 


PAIGE: You have become an egalitarian empathizer. 
Max: That's a good thing. 


PAIGE: To have empathy for some kid whose parents were blown to 
pieces by a fighter droid; that is a good thing. To have empathy 
for a man who hoards patriarchal privilege; that is bolstering his 
dominion. And we are not about shoring up [indicating the house] 
this. We're on a perpetual trip to bolster the new. 


isaac: How are you paying for everything? 
PAIGE: What? 


ISAAC: Paris, and gas money to the city and your perpetual trip. If you 
can’t afford Wi-Fi, how are you paying for everything? 


PAIGE: Never you mind. 
isaac: I do mind. I worry and I mind. 


PAIGE: We don’t worry about finances anymore. Financial worry is 
what your father does, did. We don’t spend our whole lives plan- 
ning and saving for trips we never go on. Right, Max? We go. 


Isaac: Well, I'll be here. So when you figure out you want to come home 
after you've done yourself in, there’s a home to come home to. 


PAIGE: No, Isaac, you won't. 


Isaac: He was awful, so what! Everything is awful. You honor what he 
was able to do and then you do better. At some point somebody has 
to stay home and do better. 


PAIGE: Calm down. 
1sAAc: I will not sleep in a box. 


PAIGE: What? 
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Isaac: All I’ve done for the last three years is care for blown-up limbs 
and intestines and pieces of brains. Half a heart. Knowing that if 
my body were to get blown to pieces, I’d want someone to care for 
them. To send them home. So I’m home. Despite what he made of 
it. I will not live in a box. I will not go crazy. That will not happen 
to me. 


MAx: We sold the house. 

ISAAC: ? 

MAX: We sold the house to Rural Sprawl. That’s how we've been pay- 
ing for everything. 

[tsaac rushes to the sink and pukes.] 


PAIGE: Jesus, I. You'd think there couldn't possibly be anything left. 


[pace touches him on the shoulder to comfort him and he violently 
shrugs her off. Pause.] 

Isaac: We have to get it back. 

MAx: The money’s gone. 

PAIGE: We decided to improve ourselves instead of our house. 

Isaac: But we're still in it. If you sold it, why are we still in it? 

MAx: It’s like getting a reverse mortgage. 

PAIGE: But better. 

Max: They let you live in it but they own it. 

ISAAC: So we can stay here? 


PAIGE: Until your father dies. 
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[Pause.] 
isaac: Which you're hoping will be any day now. 
[Pause.] 


And when he does, where will we go? 
PAIGE: With Max. To the future. 
isaac: You think Max is going to provide the future for you? 
PAIGE: Yes! 
ISAAC [to MAX]: Are you going to do that? 


max: I don’t know. I don’t care about houses. How are we supposed to 
care about things that have become burdens? 


ISAAC: You just do. 

PAIGE: Max and I don’t do houses. We don’t do things. 
[To Max] Right, honey? 

max: I don’t know. 


PAIGE: You said nothing good came from things. Nothing good ever 
came from the middle class. [Mocking] “Ooooo I’m Middle Class. 
I’m Working Class. I deserve a home. I deserve.” 


max: I didn’t say that. 


Isaac: How will you live? With your . . . cusp-of-the-new .. . hirstory 
shit-job? 


MAX: Hirstory is not new. I’m not the new. I’m old. Just like everyone 


here. 


PAIGE: Don’t say that. 
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MAx: I don’t want to be new. There is no new. How can you become 
new ina form that’s so old its experimentation is a craft? 


PAIGE: You blow it up! This property is on top of a landfill. If you go for 
a walk you'll see little pipes sticking out of the ground, releasing 
a giant buildup of gas created by the trash looming in the depths. 


[During the following, patcE goes to the wall and throws a picture off 
of it. A hole the size of a fist is behind it. She takes another picture off 
the wall and there is another hole. A third. Smashing the pictures to the 
ground. She rips an old decorative quilt off the wall and we see an in- 
dention where a body was thrown against it. She keeps pulling pictures 
and collectible plates down until the end of her speech.] 


He married me and built this because he thought we were things 
he could control. Cheap plywood and glue. This is the kind of 
house you can make a hole in from punching. That's not a house. 
It’s him wanting to be more powerful than the home. Do we agree 
there is nothing to make from this? You want to be better? Go on 
a hunt for pipes, clog them up and applaud as your father’s world 
explodes. Screw the Middle Class. WE ARE THE NEW. BEYOND 
GENDER. BEYOND POSSESSIONS. BEYOND THE PAST. 


[ARNOLD flicks PaIGE.] 


[Pushing ARNOLD away] Don’t you do that to me. 
[He flicks her again.] 


You do that one more time, I swear to god Ill take you outside and 
spank you in front of all the neighbors. 


[ARNOLD takes his shake out from hiding and throws it on PAIGE. A 
beat. PAGE grabs ARNOLD and starts spanking him violently. ARNOLD 
cries. | 
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ISAAC: Stop it! 
MAX: Mama! 
[PAIGE continues. ARNOLD tries to get away, but raice begins to drag 


him to the door. isaac grabs her hand, spins her around, and punches 
her hard, in the face. ARNOLD retreats to a corner. 


{isaac exits. Returns with a bat. He begins to smash the air conditioner. 
PAIGE and MAX stare at 1saac as he continues to smash it. It takes a long 
violent time. He finishes. He is exhausted. He begins to sob.] 


PAIGE [matter-of-fact, through the rest of this scene]: I need you to 
leave, Isaac. 
isaac: Oh god. 
Max: It’s okay. 
ISAAC: I’m sorry. 
MAX: It’s okay. 
PAIGE: I need you to leave. 
ISAAc: Oh god. 
MAX: No, Mama. 
PAIGE: You are no longer welcome. 
isaac: Oh god. 
PAIGE: You are not welcome. 
Max: It’s okay. 
ISAAC: I’m sorry. 
Paice: You are not listening. You are no longer welcome. 


max: Don’t say that. 
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PAIGE: Wipe your tears. Pull yourself together and listen to me. It’s 
why we sent you, all the boys, to the wars to begin with. What do 
you do with leftover pieces? You can pretend you will use them 


for something but you never will. At a certain point you have to 
dispose of them. 


MAX: Don’t say that. 


PAIGE: You are no longer necessary. For the rest of your life you will 
pick up useless pieces. Mourn your dead. Your death. 


ISAAC: I’m sorry. 

Max: It’s okay. 

PAIGE: It’s not okay, Max. 

1sAac: I don’t have anywhere to go. 


paIGE: Go be on the. street. Be with your brothers and your fathers 


and your ruined .. . possibilities, while the rest of us move on with- 
out you. 


1sAAc [sobbing]: I want to be home— 


PAIGE: You will never go anywhere but the places you have already 
been. 


IsAAc: I want to’go home. 


PAIGE: But the places you've already been don’t exist anymore. 


ISAAC: Mama. 


PAIGE: I would tell you to kill yourself here but I don’t want to clean 
the mess. 


[Pause. isaac pulls himself together slightly. He gets his duffle bag from 
the living room and starts to leave. He stops. Looks at Max. Max doesn’t 


know what to do. isaac leaves. Nobody moves. Eventually Max goes to 
the window. A beat.] 
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[Looking at the disheveled place] All we need now is a few dozen. 


cats, don’t you think? To finish setting the picture. 
[A slight pause] Why didn’t he come to the museum? 


[To max] What are you doing over there, honey? We should get 
you some bubble. [Getting hir some seltzer] You'll be happy if you 
drink your bubble. 


MAX: I can’t see him. 


pace: When you're’ older, and I know that’s annoying, when older 
people tell you you'll understand when you're older— 


MAX: Just say it. 


PAIGE: You lose things. Important things. And you can’t get them back. 
And some of the things you say are lost, are actually gone. 


Max: He shouldn’t have done that to you, but still you shouldn’t have— 
PAIGE: I have to choose, and I choose us. 

MAx: I don’t want to be here. 

PAIGE: You don’t have to be. 

max: I don’t wanna be here with any of this. 

PAIGE: Good. 

MAx: There are places where it’s easier. Where people aren’t like this. 
PAIGE: Of course. 

MAx: I don’t want to be here with you. 

PAIGE: I know. 

MAX: It, you, it’s all debris. 


PAIGE: You'll get away. You'll do better. 
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[ARNOLD moans and wets himself. His diaper leaks, and his urine makes 


a puddle.] 


Max: Dad wet himself. 
PAIGE: I know. 
MAX: He wet himself. 


PAIGE: Let it rot. 

[Max looks at ARNOLD. After a bit, ze makes a decision and goes to him.] 
max [getting him to gently raise his arms]: Up. 

[ARNOLD puts his arms up and Max takes his wet nightgown off (he 
wears a diaper underneath). Max brushes aRNOLD’s hair down, calms 
him, and starts to clean up the urine with a nearby towel.] 


PAIGE: Leave it. 


[Max cleans. paicE stifles a sob.] 
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